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NE  W 


O  P  E  R  A's, 


WITH 


COMICAL  STORIES, 


AND 


POEM  S, 


O  N 


SEVERAL  PCCASIONS, 

Never  before  Printed. 


Being  the  remaining  Pieces^ 
Written  hy  Mr.  D  ’  U  r  f  e  yJ 


Poets.^  in  tricking  "Pimes.^  Satyrick  grown., 

Seldom  excujing  Faults  their  Plays  ha‘ve  Jhewn., 
Oft  with  Jharp  Prologues  lajh  the  foolijh  'Town, 
So  Bayes,  his  Lyrick  Opera  brings  to  view.^ 

And  what  forne  ASiors  in  blunt  Satyr  do^ 

The  Prologue  and  the  Epilogue  will  pew, 

S(/m  clAhris  yctctt>al  ^IRcytron. 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  W  i  l  l  i  a  m  C  h  e  t  \v  o  o  at  Cato’$ 
Head  in  RttffePStreefj  CovenhGardm,  i  7  ^  i  • 


I 


/ 


VERSES  Epiftoiary, 

Humbly  Dedicated  'with  this  Booby 
to  the  moji  Noble  y  his  Grace  y 
PHILIP,  Duke ,  Marquky 
and  Earl  of  W harton,  Mar¬ 
quis  of  Wmcu^nnoriy  and  Lord 
of  a  AR  LEIGH,  Lord  Lligh 

Steward^  of  Malmseorough, 
Marquis  of  CATERLouGH,E^r/ 
ojTCaterhaven,  Baron  of 
Trim,  and  one  of  the  Lords  of 
the  Privy  Council  of  Ireland. 

Efccnd ,  great  Peer ,  t*  accept  my  Mufes 
Strains, 

And  nobly  grace  my  Lyrical  Remains ; 

Let  my  Dramatick  Whimfies  entertain, 

My  Comick  Tales  too,  pleafe  your  fprightly  Vein ; 

A  And 


The  Dedication. 

And  then  my  Vcrfe  fliall  make  me  brisk  and  young 
As  Maro's  once,  who  to  Anguftus  fung. 

In  Verfe,  I  then  your  artful  Genius  treat  5  > 

Verfe,  that  I  know,  you  can  fo  well  repeat,  > 
With  Skill  fuperior,  and  with  Cadence  fweet j 
That  could  from  ^egafus  a  Pen  be  gain’d. 

And  from  that  foaring  Plume  your  Praife  extend, 
I  fliould  your  Fame  in  glorious  Heights  expofe. 

The  Subject  being  much  too  great  for  Profe. 

Sing  then,  Apollo^  touch  thy  raptingLyre, 

And  with  thy  Rays  my  mounting  Thoughts  infpire. 
That  Whartons  Worth  may  foar  beyond  the  Sun, 
Then  be  my  Theme  feraphiek  *  Winchendon ; 
Where  if  my  happy  Leaves  are  onee  turn’d  o’er 
To  pleafe  my  Patron  with  their  Comick  Store : 
The  Rural  Gods  that  in  that  Garden  rove. 
Where  beauteous  and  her  Sylva  move  5 
The  Walks,  the  Trees  and  Flowers  can  ne’er  enjoy 
With  half  the  Deified  Content  as  1. 

Oh!  great  VertummiSy  God  of  Woods  and*^ 
Bowers,  f 

Where  Hero’s  and  fweet  Beauty  waft  their  Hours, ^ 
And  Wine  do’s  often  relifh  bleft  Amours  5  3 

That  bringft  the  Hortans  to  their  Gard’ning  Skill, 
Who  Winchendoris  rare  Banks  with  Odours  fill, 
Sound  fVhartons  Name,  who  do’s  thy  Palace  raife, 
A  Dome  for  Gods  alone  to  found  his  Praife ! 

*  UU  fine  Country  Smt^ 

I 


Fam'd 


The  Dedication. 

Fam’d*  {Brimmer- Hall)  for  Beauty,  Mufick, 
Wit, 

New  form’d,  and  only  for  thy  Godhead  fit ; 
Command,  but  the  raix  Tube  which  once  I  found, 
Cxleftial  Spheres  ne’er  gave  fo  fweet  a  Sound. 

’Tis  thus,  my  Lord,  you  revel  in  the  Grace 
Of  Art  and  Nature,  in  that  glorious  Place ; 
Nature,  the  Maft’ry  of  your  Garden  Shews, 

And  Art,  your  Books  of  Poetry  expofe  5 
When  Latian  Virgil  gilds  your  Latin  Stile, 

And  Britain  s  Shakejpear^  who  adorns  our  Me. 

So  thoughtful  Atticus  Romes,  Court  rever’d. 
But  Politicks  incumbent  feldom  heard  j 
His  Tongue  ne’er  us’d  a  flattering  fond  Debate, 
His  curious  Garden  was  his  Room  of  State  ; 

And  whilfl:  dear  Nature  did  gay  Scenes  exprcfs. 

All  Beans  znd  Belles  were  flighted  like  his  Drefs. 
So  you,  great  Sir,  negledthat  gaudy  Train, 

Your  Wit  is  fparkling,  but  your  Garb  is  plain. 

And  as  in  Roman  Dramma's  of  pad  Age, 
When  Rofeius  and  Efopus  trod  the  Stage  5 
Romponius  well  could  weigh  each  poinanfN 
Thought,  ( 

And  they  were  by  his  judging  Aftion  taught :  C 
Or  as  when  Rlauttis^  or  fmart  Terence  wrote,  3 
That  artful  Bard  would  pierce  each  Diftich  thro’. 
And  tell  if  Cadence^  or  the  Wit  was  true ; 

But  yet  with  Order,  and  fuch  Calmncfs  mov’d, 
No  Author  e’er  could  feel  he  was  reprov’d ; 

*  A  fine  Banquetting  Houfie  in  his  Garden, 

A  2  So 


The  Dedication-. 


So  you,  my  Lord,  with  Judgment  right  ailign’d, 
In  our  beft  Aclors  Grace  and  Error  find  ; 

Can  tell  where  Shake fpear  do  s  like  Jove  appear, 
And  where  he  tumbles  from  his  lofty  Sphere. 

In  Poems  too,  what  droop,  and  what  excel, 

A.nd  the  Diftinftion  with  fuch  Candor  tell, 

That  would  not  be  aflianfd  to  foar. 

Nor  would  Batkilhis  mean  his  Verfe  trive  o’er. 


To  reach  fuch  Merit,  God-like  Verfe  fliould 
fhine, 

But  narden  Failings  in  that  vaftDcfian, 

And  take  (with  Noblcncfs  of  Temper)  mine. 


V 


PREFACE. 

HIS  Preface  is  only  intended  to  give 
the  Reader  a  prefent  H)ifcovery  of  the 
particular  Rajfages  in  the  Book  which 
are  related  to  him^  or  her^  as  follo  ws, 
Firjl  then ,  the  Mufical  Farce ,  or  Comical 
Opera,  is  a  piece  of  Hnmour  and  Grotefqtie  Wit, 
and  is  defignd  as  the  fecond  Fart  of  the  former 
Rehearfal,  wrote  bj  the  late  F)uke  of  Bucking¬ 
ham,  and  others',  but  not  defignd  fo  Satyr ical 
upon  Foetry  as  that  was  againfi  Mr,  Dryden,  hut 
intended  rather  againfi  the  Criticks ,  the  Foet 
Bayes  giving  it  all  along  a  cafi  of  Banter,  and 
at  lafi  7nakes  himfelf  open  in  the  Rank  of  a  de¬ 
ferring  Author,  it  was  once  very  near  being 
acted ,  as  being  Rehears'd  upon^  the  Stage,  but 
afterwards  was  laid  by,  fame  Accidents  happen¬ 
ing  in  the  Flaykoufe,  The  Reader  will,  I  hope, 
find  Fdiverfion  in  the  Humour  and  Flot  of  it, 
and  particularly  in  the  variety  of  TDialogues  and 
Songs,  which  I  have  been  told,  by  good  fudges, 
are  not  indifferent.  The  Frologue  and  Epilogue 

belonging^ 


PREFACE. 

belonging  to  it  being  fomewhat  Satyrical  ^  the 
Town  ought  to  relijlo  as  a  Whim  of  Humour  y  and 
make  no  more  of  *em  than  the  Subje^  will  give 
Occafion  to  bear  5  for  if  the  Grandees  or  great 
Wits  of  the  Court y  by  hoping  to  be  Giants  in  their 
Wealth  and  ^ower,  are  become  Tigmies  by  a  City 
Joke  or  Tricky  they  mufl  bear  with  the  Mattery 
and  if  they^  cany  make  a  Jefl  of  it  as  well  as  they 
are  able. 

The  next  Tiece  is  a  Tragedy ,  written  fome 
Tears  ago,  the  T>ijirefs  of  the  T lot  that  is  in  ity 
the  Char  alters  ^Timoleon  and  Belizaria  being 
done  for  Mr,  Betterton  and  Mrs,  Barry  •,  and  the 
Management  of  the  whole  y  1  hope,  will Jpeak  for 
it  felfy  without  any  other  AJJiftance, 

The  third  Tiece  is  an  entire  Opera  y  exaHly 
done  to  Recitative  and  Air,  with  Verfes  proper 
for  the  Occafion,  1  hope  our  Englifli  Judges  will 
give  it  a  Judgment  eojual  with  the  buzzing  and 
fqueaking  Triiladoes  of  the  Italian  j  or  elfe  I  Jhall 
condemn  my  owny  and  any  Skill  in  Mufick  as  long 
as  I  live. 

The  next  that  comes  on  is  a  fet  of  Stories, 
two  of  which,  viz.  The  Intriguing  Cullies ,  and 
The  Barber  a  Fury,  for  their  Turns,  CharaSters, 
and  comical  Incidents,  are  likely  to  give  the 
Mirth  that  I  intend.  The  loft  two  being  the 
Love  of  the  great  Socrates,  and  a  Rarity  which 
I  never  found  but  once  in  the  Frofe  of  an  obfo- 
lete  Author ,  may  engage  particidarly  in  the 
Speeches  of  the  Sage,  and  of  Alcibiades  andTi- 
mandra,  which  are  all  in  their  kind  uncommon. 


The 


PREFACE. 

The  lafi  Tart  of  the  Book  are  Elegies  and 
Toems ,  of  fever al  kinds ,  fome  on  Royal  Sub- 
jeBs ,  and  the  reft  on  the  Nobility  and  Gentry ^ 
and  fome  particular  Friends  ^  the  Memory  of 
whom  I  coidd  not  leave  out  in  thefe  Remains^ 
which  1  hope  will  entertain  and  give  )ou  Sa¬ 
tis  faSlion 

The  Reader  will  be  apt  to  find  fome  Miftakes 
and  Errata' in  the  following  Tages,  but  not  any 
thing  material  {I  beinglin  the  Country  when  a 
great  part  of  it  was  printed)  which  I  defire  he 
will  pafs  by  with  T at ienccy  and  pleafeto  mend  as 
he  finds  occafton. 


THE 


THE 


Two  QUEENS 

O  F 

BRENTFORD: 

O  R, 

Bayes  no  Poetaster: 

A 

MUSICAL  FARCE, 

O  R 

COMICAL  OPERA. 

BEING 

The  Seq^uel  of  the  Famous  Rehearsal, 
written  by  the  late  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

With  a  Comical  Prologue  and  Epilogue.’ 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  William  C  h  e  t  w  o  o  d,  at  Cato's 
Head  in  Rujfel-Street^  Co^jcnt-Garden,  1721, 
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Dramatis  Verjonc^, 


MEN. 

Smith,  CTwo  Witty  Gentlemen 

Chanter,  \  of  the  Town. 


Johnson, 


A  Severe  Critical  Satyrift. 


Two  Kings  of  Brent¬ 
ford, 


King  Usher 
and 

King  Phiz. 


Prince  Prettyman, 
Prince  Volcius, 


Leading  another  Party, 
and  Tiding  with  the 
Phizgiggs  aaainft  the 

c./ 

Kings. 


'j'A  Publiflier  of  News, 
!  and  a  knavifh  Incendi- 
Firebrand  Belrope,-<  ary,  inveterate  for  the 

j  U  s  h  E  R.  s  againft  the 
1  Phizgiggs. 


Tokay; 


Discipline, 


Secretary  to  a  Noble- 
J  man.  A  Foreign  Spy, 
I  who  furnilhes  B  e  l- 
X  ROPE  with  News. 

^  r Another  News- monger, 
J  on  the  Party  of  the 

I  Phizgiggs,  but  fecrct- 
ly  a  Popiih  Pried. 


A  Boy  with  Coffee  and  Chocolate. 

B  2  W  O- 


WOMEN. 


Two  Queens  of  Brentford. 


A  R  M  O  R  I  L  I  s, 
Parthenope, 


CThe  two  Princes 
Miftreffes. 


T  H  I.  M  B  L  E  S  S  A;, 


An  old  Miftrefs  of  P. 
Prettyman  s,and  for¬ 
merly  his  Sempftrefs, 
very  violent  andjealous. 


Fleabitten, 


Attendant  and  Favourite 
to  the  Quee NS. 


Singers,  Dancers,  Guards  and  Attendants. 
Scene.  The  inflde  of  the  Playhoufe. 


THE 


THE 


Two  QUEENS 

O  F 

brenTford: 

O  R, 

Bayes  no  Poetaster. 


ACT  I. 


Scene  I.  The  outfide  of  the  Tlayhonfel 

'Enter  Smith,  Johnson  and  Chanter. 

S  he  there,  think  ye } 

Chant.  I  tell  ye  he  is.  As  we  were 
drinking  Our  Coffee,  I  faw  him  go  by, 
and  turn  down  Vinegar-Tard.^  to  get  by 
the  Narrow  Paflage  ;  I  have  lent  one 
to  him,  you  lhall  fee  him  bolt  imme-‘ 
diately. 

B  3  John^ 


6  The  t'ujo  ^leens  of  Brentford :  Or, 

John.  Prithee  Jack  Smith  excufe  me,  I  fhall  ne’er  have  Pa¬ 
tience,  I  fhall  rail  again. 

Smith.  Nay,  nay,  a  pox  on  thee,  haft  not  thou  promis’d 
to  make  m.e  amends  by  Patience  this  Morning }  for  as  Will 
Chanter  has  made  it  out,  by  thy  hurrying  me  away,  we  loft 
the  beft  part  of  our  Diverfion  yefterday. 

John.  A  Plague  on  him,  he  has  given  me  the  Spleen  fo, 
with  the  confounded  Dialogue  between  the  Eclipfes,  the 
Sun,  the  Moon,  and  his  'Terra  firma.,  with  the  terrible  noife 
of  the  Hobbyhorfe  Battel,  that  I  fhall  only  increafe  it ,  for  I 
expedt  no  other  Diverfion,  but  fuch  Fooleries,  therefore 
prithee  excufe  me. 

Smith.  Faith,  Sir,  I  fhall  not,  you  have  folemnly  ingaged 
to  keep  me  Company  this  Morning ;  and  I  as  folemnly 
expedl  it :  Befides,  Chanter  tells  me,  that  the  laft  part  of  the 
Rehearfal  is  more  divertive  than  all  the  reft. 

Chant.  Oh,  ’tis  moft  certail*^  the  mufical  part  of  it  is 
moft  entertaining;  ’tis  a  kind  of  Comical  Opera and  the  di- 
verfity  of  Humours,  as  well  as  other  folemn  Parts  you’ll 
find,  will  be  very  pleafant. 

Smith.  D’ye  hear,  SHpercillium.,  d’ye  hear  egad  we  fhall  be 
fo  merry - I  warrant  thou’lt  laugh  till  thy  Stomach  akes. 

John.  [  fear  I  fhall  rather  be  apt  to  eafe  my  Stomach  ano¬ 
ther  way. 

Chant.  No,  no,  there’s  fomething  in’t  will  pleafe,  I  war¬ 
rant  ye,  if  you  can  have  Patience;  I  have  got  one  of  the 
Songs  in’t  ready  fet ;  I  think  I  have  it  about  me, — you  fhall 
hear  it,  *  od’slife  Pm  prevented - here  he  comes. 

[  *  Searches  for  it. 

Enter  BayES. 

Bayes.  Any  body  here  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Chant.  Your  Servant,  IsAi. Bayes‘s  yes,  Sir,  ’twas  I  that  fent 
in  t’ye. 

Baye;.  For  what.  Pray  Sir? 

Chant.  Why,Sir,  yix.Smith.^  here  and  his  Country  Friend, 
defir’d  me  to  introduce  ’em  once  more,  to  beg  your  Pardon. 

Smith.  Which  we  do  with  all  our  Hearts,faith,Mr.B^^'^f ; 
look  fiieakingly  and  be  hang’d.  *  D’sdeath  that  damn’d 
fqueamilh  Phiz  will  fpoil  all  again.  Aftde  to  Johnfon* 

Bayes.  Oh - your  humble - Gentlemen,  yOur  Ser¬ 
vant  Mr.  a - Pardon ;  ,what  they  are  come  to  fpoil  hnother 

Rehearfal,  are  they?  Yefterday’s  laft  A£l:,  and  the  Mufick 
Were  quite  loft ;  I  endeavour’d  by  running,  to  call  ye  back 


Bayes  no  Poetaster^  7 

to  retrieve  your  Senfes  that  were  gone  Pofl  before  ye  ;  ha  ! 
ha  !  ha —  but  ’twas  in  vain,  ha !  ha !  ha !  ha  ! 

Chant,  Ah — Sir!  they  are  now  extreamly  fenfible  of  it* 
Bayes.  Look’e,  Sir,  I  fhall  require  at  leaft  a  Week’s  time 
to  believe  that ;  in  the  mean  time,  to  my  Knowledge,  they 
have  loft  the  Town  confiderable  Diverfion,  for  this  Day; 
for  the  Play  was  to  have  been  adted,  and  the  Places  all 
taken —  Pray,  Sir,  what  amends  can  your  Country  Wor- 
(hip  *  make  ’em  for  that  ?  [*  ‘To  Johnfon. 

Smith.  Ah — No,  no.  Sir,  ’tis  impoftible;  A  plague  of 
all  Bufinefs ;  why  you  muft  know.  Sir,  that  he’s  involv’d 
in  an  impertinent  Suit  of  Law,  and  was  yefterday  (which  he 


had  forgot)  to  have  a  Tryal  at  Bar,  for  the  Recovery  of 
4000/.  Was  not  it,  ‘Johnfon.,  tell  yis:.  Bayes}  Pox  on  ye, 
ipeak  fomething.  [  y^Jide. 

John.  What  a  Devil  Ihould  Ifpeak?  —  Tell  your  Lies 
your  felf,  fince  y’are  fo  good  at  it  — —  You  have  begun 
rarely.  [  Ajide^ 

Smith.  Chanter.^  help  out 


Chant.  His  feeing  the  Law  Tongue-pads  has  fo  do7,’d 
him,  that  on  my  Confcience  he  has  forgot  his  own  Caufe, 
which  might  have  been  carry’d,  no  doubt,  as  well  without 

him - but  he  would  now  fain  recover  the  Reputation  of 

being  counted  a  Wit,  by  a  frefh  Judgment  of  your  Piece, 
here.  Sir. 

Smith.  He  has  been  begging  us  all  this  Morning  to  bring 
him,tho’  he’s  afham’d  to  fpeak  himfelf ;  has  not  he,  Chanter  ? 

Chant.  Yes,  Sir,  he  has  been  teizing  us  horribly  —  to  be 
admitted. 

John.  So,  thefe  Rakes  have  given  admirable  Proofs,  that 
lying  will  choak  no  body - that  Fll  fay  for  ’em.  S^Afide. 

Bayes.  Counted  a  Wit,  did  you  fay,  Mr.  a  ha,  ha,  ha;  No, 
no, let  him  delpond,  let  him  delpair  of  that  Ifaith ;  for  he  that  to 
follow  the  Trifte  of  four  thoufand  Pounds,  could  leave 
fuch  an  invaluable  Enjoyment  as  this  was,  take  it  from 
me,  on  the  Word  of  a  Poet,  v/ill  never  arrive  at  that  Title: 
But  odfo,  I  ftand  prating  here,  and  the  Players  ftay  for  me 
to  begin  :  Your  Servant,  Gentlemen,  I  lhall  want  no  Judg¬ 
ments,  no  Criticks  this  Morning. 

Smith.  Nay,  prithee  Bayes.,  1  know  thou ‘art  good  na- 
tur’d. 

Chant.  Mr.  Smith  admires  the  Account  I  gave  him  of  the 
Mufick  that  is  to  be:  And  then  the  Comical  Songs  come 
prefently,  ’tis  a  Mulical  Lebbure  to  our  Countrymen,  we’ll 
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hkve  'one  of‘  ’em  that  thou  gav’ft  me,  I’m  fure  that  will  put 
thee  in  Humour.  [  Song  herei 

Bayes.  Well,  as  the  worthy  and  famous  Sir  Bernard  Gaf^ 
coin  laid,  who  on  his  Death-bed  defir’d  one  to  ling ;  If  a 

Man  were  dying  he  would  be  pleas’d  with  this - ^Well, 

let’s  go  then.  Come,  Critical  Sir,  for  your  Friend’s  Sake, 
once  more  I’ll  venture  a  Lalh  from  your  Country  Satyr— -- 
tholl,  loll,  loll,  loll^  loll.  [^Singf. 

{Exeunt  Smith  and  Johnfon,  Bayes  and  Chanter 

flay  behind  a  littlei^ 

Chant.  So,  fo,  I  told  ye  I  would  bring  ’em. 

Bayes.  ’Tis  well:  And  now  prithee.  Friend,  humour  the 
Matter  as  we  have  agreed  on,  and  as  I  for  my  Part  will 
comically,  give  occalion ;  which  ended,  the  Jeft  fhall  be  on 
our  fide,  F  warrant  thee. 

Chant.  Never  doubt  me :  I’m  inftrudlcd.  [  Exeunt. 

.  Scene  II.  The  injide  of  the  Tlayhoufe. 

Enter  Belrope  and  Tokay.  "Their  Barts  in 

their  Hands. 

Bel.  A  News-monger  is  a  modern  Charadler,  that  we  are 
fare  of ;  and  lince  ’tis  fo,  I  like  it  well  enough  for  Variety. 

Tok.  My  French-man  too,  may  prove  a  Jeft,  if  ’tis  right¬ 
ly  taken  ;  but.  whether  ’tis  or  no,  I’m  gone  fo  far,  I  mult  do 
it  now:  Oh  !  here  the  Author  comes. 

Enter  Bayes,  Smith,  Johnson  and  Chanter. 

Bayes.  So,  Gentlemen,  good  morrow  t’ye - Hey !  Scene- 

keeper,  fome  Chairs  here.  {Chairs  brought  in.'\  Come, 

Mr.  a - but  Confideration.  D’ye  hear - This  Morning’s 

Work  will  admit  of  no  trifling  Queftions.  *{To  Johnfon. 

Smith.  Ay,  ay,  he’ll  conlider,  NIt.  Bayes. 

yohn.  Faith,  I  find  my  Confideration  at  this  time  will  be 
very  much  inclin’d  to  repofe  it  felf,  I  flept  ill  laft  Night: 
{They Jit.']  4-nd  a  Morning’s  Nap  maybe  very  convenient. 

Chant.  Na)i,  prithee. 

John.  I  have  done,  Sir^— — 

Bayes.  Come,  my  Friends,  then  fince  you  have  promis’d 
fo  fairly,  you  fhall  once  more  be  diverted  :  And  firft,  you 

ihall  hear  a  Comical  and  Satyrical  Prologue - not  that 

of 
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of  the  Thunder  and  Lightning  that  I  rehearfed  and  manag’d 
before,  but  another,  which  is  yet  in  Sufpenfe,  and  forbid  to 

be  fpokc - A  devililh  Ihy  Thing,  fo  tickling,  and  yet  fo 

lharp,  ha !  ha !  ha!  but  I  have  one  Court  Friend,  faithful  as  a 
Cherubim,  that  has  promis’d  me  to  get  an  Order  of  Coun¬ 
cil  to  have  it  fpoke  ;  he  fays ,  the  T own  lha’n’t  lofe  fo 
much  Wit,  let  the  Stockjobbers  manage  the  Senate  as  they 
pleafe. 

Smith.  Is’t  againft  them?  thatmuft  pleafe  without  doubt. 

John.  Ay,  and  fome  of  the  Senate  will  be  even  with  this 
Fool,  that’s  without  doubt,  too. 

Chant.  Has  it  any  Name,  Mr.  Bayes’^.  let’s  hear,  prithee, 

Trologue^s  INTRODUCTION 


Bayes.  No,  Sir,  we  never  give  thefe  Prologue  Rari- 

’  ties  Name - And  yet  I  have  one  that  would  fit  it 

rarely,  rarely  faith  ;  why  look’e,  1  could  call  it,  "The  Sham- 
MiJfiJJippl  :  Or,  The  Exchange- Alley-Sharpers.^  ha,  ha,  ha; 
but  ’tis  dinging  at  firft,  but  igad  they  grow  fo  powerful,  that 
I  dare  not  venture. 

Smith.  Why?  if  it  be  fmart,  the  City  way,  you  mud 
make  a  Party. 

Bayes.  Egad,  fo  I  fhould ;  a  good  Body  of  undone  Tradef* 
men,  if  they  would  dickle  hard,  would  do  my  Bufinefs; 
but  I  confider’d  after  I  begun,  and  fo  turn’d  it  into  Com¬ 
plement. 

Chant.  Well,  prithee  Friend  let’s  hear  it,  there  mud  be 
good  Humour  in’t. 

Bayes.  Humour !  ay,  and  pleafant  Humour  too ;  cutting 
as  a  Razor,  for  all  its  Infinuations,  Gentlemen;  and  fhaves 
all  the  Nation  together  :  The  Lords  fhake  Hands  with  the 
Brokers,  and  are  brotherly  familiar ;  the  Ladies  fmile  when 

Stock  goes  well ;  and  when  they  are  difappointed - Ye 

fhall  hear,  ye  diall  hear.  Gentlemen ;  if  this  do’s  not  get 
me  Stock,  and  a  Million  or  two,  wEen  the  Lines  are 
confider’d,  there  is  no  Confideration  in  the  City,  egad. 

Smith.  Oh  —  no  doubt  on’c,  no  doubt  oii’t,  come 
begin.  •  , 
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PROLOGUE. 


Bayes  reads  In  a  Paper. 

From  Calltdoman  Senfe,  and  artful  Pains, 

In  which  th’  Oxonian  Statefman  fhew’d  his  Brains, 

I,  that  for  Murder  fled,  have  had  the  Chance 
By  MiJJiJfippi.)  to  redeem  all  France. 

John.  How,  Sir !  how.  Sir !  CalUdonian  Senfe,  Murder 
and  MiffiJJippi :  Oun^  !  had  it  not  been  much  better  to  have 
brought  in  a  Scotch  Pedlar,  who  knock’d  his  Hoftefs  on 
the  Head,  for  demanding  her  Reckoning  of  nine  Pence 
three  Farthings  ?  Would  not  that  have  been  jocofe  ? 

Chant.  Nay,  now  the  Devil’s  in  thee,  Johnfon.,  to  interrupt 
him  ;  he  begins  very  well,  faith ;  pray  go  on.  Sir. 

Bayes.  Nay,  nay.  Sir,  if  you  won’t  be  quiet,  the  Satyr 

lhall  fleep  ;  ’twill  grow  refty,  ’twill  bear  no  purrings - - 

I  tell  ye  that.  Sir. 

Smith.  Oh,  prithee  don’t  mind  him. 

Bayes  reads  again.  In  fpite  of  want,  their  Janglings  and 
their  Frets, 

’Tis  we  have  crown’d  their  K— .g  and  paid  his  Debts. 

Of  Bullion,  tho’  no  Plenty  did  excel. 

We’ve  conjur’d  Paper,  that  has  don’t  as  well. 

John.  We  !  We  !  What  we,  Mr.  Bayes  ?  Who  are  the 
We  ?  , 

Bayes.  Egad,  I  vron’t  tell  ye — —  cudgel  your  Brains  for’t, 
and  if  you  can’t  find  it  out,  then  — —  prefto  I  fay. 

Chant.  Oh,  he’s  a  Madman. 

Bayes  reads  again.  And  now  from  fulfom  Rake,  by  tra¬ 
ding  Plots, 

My  nafty  Maggots,  all  turn’d  ferious  Thoughts, 

I,  and  great  Partner,  have  in  England  fped,  J 

The  grand  South  Sea  we’ve  politickly  bred,  ^ 

Enrich’d  the  Peerage,  and  confounded  Trade.  J 

Hum - Mr.  Smith.,  what  think  ye  ? 

Smith.  Strong,  ftrong,  Mr.  Bayes.,  very  home  that. 

Bayes.  It  mull  be  fo.  Sir,  it  can’t  be  help’d,  egad  I  write 
for  a  Place,  I  tell  ye ;  I  have  that  in  my  Head  — -  But  ta 
go  on -  • 

Reads  again.  Yet  thoufands  flill  are  got,  the  Gainer’s  glad ; 
The  Commons  are  amaz’d,  the  Lords  are  mad ; 

A  glorious  Peer,  of  wondrous  Wealth  I  know, 

A  Million  Plumb,  all  got,  the  Lord  knows  how, 
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Yet  him  the  South  Sea  has  fo  cram’d  with  Heaps, 

A  Days  he  never  dines,  a  Nights  he  never  lleeps. 

Sly  Brokers  at  all  Hours  his  Senfe  controiil ; 

Change-Alley  fnares  his  Body  and  his  Soul. 

Smith.  Good  again - 

Bayes  reads  again.  The  Ladies  too  in  Coach  to  Bro¬ 
kers  run, 

The  Fair,  the  Brown,  the  freckl’d,  and  the  Dun; 

Fat  Widows  fmile  when  dear  Stock  rifes  high; 

But  if  the  Vote  comes  that  it  falls, - they  cry 

This  is  the  South  Sea  Fate,  no  Bilk,  no  Par; 

It  cannot  prove  a  Trick,  ’tis  gone  fo  far. 

John.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  enough,  enough - prithee,  no  more 

on’t - a  Trick,  why  is  not  all  the  World  there  ?  All  De¬ 

grees  of  People,  and  all  their  Stock  }  How  can  it  be  a 
Trick  ? 

Bayes.  Ay,  but  the  Satyr,  the  Satyr,  Mr.  Smith ha  !  ha! 

ha  1  Oon?, - he  does  not  underftand. 

Smith.  No,  no - but  proceed,  proceed,  prithee,  we’ll 

have  it  all,  faith - 

Reads  again.  Yet ’tis  a  Farce,  and  by  Stock-jobbers  plaid. 
Shopkeepers  mourn,  no  Debts  are  to  be  paid  ; 

Garters  and  Lords  of  Rank  won’t  pay  their  Dues ; 

They  can’t  be  trufted  for  a  Pair  of  Shoes ; 

If  Dun  crys  out - my  Lord,  I  lhall  be  broke; 

No  help,  crys  he,  my  Money’s  all  i’th’  Stock  ; 

I’ve  fcarce  enough  at  this  next  Bubble-meeting 
To  pay  my  Friends,  the  Brokers,  for  their  Sweating; 

Oonz - what  a  Game  is  here }  Cit  crys,  with  Oaths, 

No  Money  for  your  Meat,  nor  for  your  Cloaths: 

Why  then,  tho’  Bubbles  fpread,  and  Filh  excels. 

The  Ace  of  Hearts  doll’d  off  at  "Tunbridge  Wells', 

The  Royal-Oak^  Hazard  and  Lotteries  pall 
Were  ne’er  fuch  Bites  as  this  will  be  at  laft. 

There,  Tar - d  comes  proud  and  fnorofely  grave, 

Who  a  fuperiour  Wit  believes  to  have ; 

Prates  all  the  Day,  then  topes  till  he  gets  drunk. 

And  from  Change- Alley  meets  Rofe- Alley  Punk. 

Then  Aub - G - to,  with  Affiirances 

Can  bubble  every  Cully  as  they  pleafe, 

Tho’  now  the  Kroclamation  gives  usEafe. 

’Twas  fuch  propos’d  to  th’  Commons,  and  the  Lords, 
Shavings  and  Sawdull  call  to  make  deal  Boards. 

Smith.  Well  faid,  Mr.  Bayes.,  that  was  a  Rub,  egad. 
Eaves.  Ay,  Sir,  I  think  fo. 

Chant. 
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Chant.  Proceed,  dear  Poet,  go  on. 

Reads  again.  Yet  tho’  thefe  Bubbles  fome  nice  Shams 
produce, 

TheTradls  are  carried  beft  amongft  the  Jews.^ 

Who  work  by  underhand,  and  fend  their  Boys, 

Not  twelve  Years  old,  who  fpreading  plaguy  Lies, 

Fill  up  the  Road  to  Garraway'^s - and  flare 

With  Cole-black  Eyes,  no  Emblem  of  the  Fair; 

And  bufie  to  buy  Stock,  that  common  Evil, 

With  Garlick-breath  the  Fragrance  of  the  Devil, 

Converfe  with  Fifhing-Bubbles,  and  appear 
As  if  they  all  had  feen  the  fiftieth  Year. 

But  now  ’mongfl  Bubbles  rare,  let  me  not  pafs 
The  Quaker  quaint,  that  buftling  Babe  of  Grace, 

That  buys  and  fells,  and  fpreads  each  odious  thing 
With  fuch  a  Sound,  he  makes  Change- Alley  ring. 

The  Clumjie  Broad-hat,  that  from  Norwich  was 
Politely  fent  to  flate  the  Weaver’s  Cafe, 

And  prove  flower’d  Callicoes,  that  fill  our  Shoars, 
x\nd  worn  by  Dames  of  Rep’  as  well  as  Whores,  t 

Were  us’d  fo  much,  it  turn’d  ’em  out  of  Doors.  j 

Nor  that  Eaft-India  Plain-man  that  durfl  try 
The  t’other  Spittle  Notions  to  deny, 

’Mongfl;  th’  Qommons,  did  not  half  that  Clangor  raife. 

As  he  at  Jonathan's  and  Garraway's. 

No  Fifli-wife  ever  could  fo  loudly  bawl. 

Our  Quaker’s  horrid  Din  furpafs’d  ’em  all. 

Chant.  Ha !  ha !  ha  !  faith,  Mr.  BayeSj  that’s  very  humo¬ 
rous  too. 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  but  now  a  little  touch  upon  the  Bank. 
Reads  again.  The  Bank.,  that  does  with  fep’rate  Interefl' 
grow 

Imagines  our  South  Sea - their  wily  Foe 

LaugTis  at  the  thriving  Game  they’re  playing  there, 

And  wifely  does  not  their  Conclulion  fear. 

No  Bubbles,  Plots,  do  from  their  Pains  arife, 

The  Piece  they  adt  is  foiid  Merchandize  ; 

Amd  fmile  with  the  Dutch  Fifnerv,  who  all  join 
To  buy  the  Bubbles  off,  with  their  own  Coin. 

'  But  if  to  th’  African  you  turn  your  Eyes, 

You’ll  view  their  Motions,  juftly  known  to  rife, 

I  here’s  fomething  ftanch,  Gold-dufl  will  pleafe  your  Sight, 
With  T eeth  of  Elephants,  large,  found  and  white. 

1  he  South  Sea  has  no  Mint  for  raifing  Sums, 

’Ids  a  rare  Whim  they  fhew,  but  Bullion  comes. 

,  .  John. 
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John.  Very  well,  Mr.  Poet,  and  what  Place  when  the 
South  Sea  has  prefer’d  ye,  do  you  aim  at  Court  by  this,  pray? 

Bayes.  Why,  Sir,  if  you  muft  know,  I  think  to  be  Poet 
Laureat. 

John.  What - and  my  Lord  Chamberlain  not  your 

Friend,  and  ignorant  of  your  Poetry? — Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 
Smith.  Phoo,  pox,  prithee  don’t  mind,  but  read  on. 

Reads  again.  Strange  Frolicks  may  at  laft  Confufioii 

...  .  . 

But  the  Tork-buildings  is  a  ferious  Thing, 

Firm,  ftanch,  and  muft  not  be  a  Bubble  call’d, 

But  by  the  Wife  be  honour’d  and  extoll’d  ; 

The  Subftance  of  its  Worth  lhall  raife  its  Fame,  J 

When  South  Sea  with  Alfurances  meet  Shame,  > 

Tho’  now  we  find  it  gets  the  greater  Name.  j 

No  Projedi:  manag’d,  e’er  had  fuch  Report, 

Thofe  out - altho’  they  rail - are  forry  for’t : 

When  Bubbles  fell,  they  gen’rally  were  glad, 

But  yet.  Stock-getting  thoufands,  makes  ’em  mad  : 

The  Senate  is  not  wife  enough  to  flight ; 

No  Member  rails,  when  he  gets  fomething  by’t. 

But  for  the  W— s,  they  now  run  down  the  Wind, 

The  T— s  flart  tne  Hare,  and  all  are  join’d ; 

Diredlors,  when  a  Stock  does  new  begin,  ^  , 

Who  govern  all,  won’t  let  a  W~—g  come  in. 

The  Bullion  gain’d  is  always  too  apply’d 
T’  indulge  the  Parties  of  their  own  dear  Side  : 

So  they’ll  have  all  the  Money  in  the  Land, 

Whilft  L — w-C — h  fnarls,  at  what  the  H — h-C — h  gain’d. 
Smith.  Good,  good,  rarely  good,  IS/lx.Bayes.,  by  my  Soul ! 
Reads  again.  Affairs  to,  you  fhall  fee  will  turn  their  Way; 
Money  muft  rule,  the  Devil  will  have  his  Day. 

And  when  a  Million’s  by  the  South  Sea  got, 

You’ll  find  ’tis  the  Direffors  T— y  Plot. 

And  now  foar  on,  rny  Mufe,  and  Prologue  Vein, 

Let  my  Conclufion  prove  a  lofty  Strain. 

A  Million’s  nam’d,  but  I  have  found  out  one, 

A  South  Sea  Patron,  that  fo  far  has  gone, 

Five  Millions  to  his  bulk  of  Gain  does  tend. 

Which  mufi:  be  clear,  at  the  fam’d  Dividend ; 

If  great  Change-Alley  can  fhew  more  fuch  Men, 

The  Governour  mufi  his  Commiffion  end. 

Rich  England  will  have  forty  Millions  Store, 

A  Sum,  egad,  I  ne’er  knew  in’t  before, 
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And  all  this  got  the  Miffijjippi  way, 

For  nothing  now  gets  fomething  every  Day  ; 

And  folid  Sums  give  the  whole  Town  Content, 

As  being  confirm’d  by  Ad  of  Parliament. 

Smith.  Gad  a  merry  Friend,  ’faith,  thou  haft  ended  nobly. 

Chant.  Bold,  and  to  the  Purpofe,  and,  as  thou  fay’ft,  with 
a  Whim  too. 

John.  Oh  the  Devil,  if  all  this  Stuff  be  a  Prologue,  what 
will  the  Play  be  ?  Oh - 

Bayes.  Stuff!  prithee  pray  for  a  help  to  thy  Underftanding  : 
now,  Fnend  Smith,  how  the  Town  will  be  amaz’d,  when 
they  confult  whether  this  Prologue  be  a  Satyr  or  a  Comple¬ 
ment,  ha!  ha!  ha!  there  will  be  the  Jeft  of  all,  ha!  ha! 
ba  !  ha  !  And  now  pray  fee  if  the  Kings  are  drefs’d  [  To 
the  Aihors  vjho  go  out']  and  begin.  This  Ad,  you  muft  know,^ 
Gentlemen,  opens  Vvdth  fome  other  new  Charaders,  which 
by  the  way,  let  me  tell  ye,  is  one  of  the  chiefeft  Embelifh- 
ments  a  good  Play  can  have ;  for  as  nothing  is  more  divertive 

than  Variety;  fo  to  bring  in  often  fine  new  Charaders- - 

Mr.  S'mith - -hum - 

Smith.  Muft  infallibly,  infallibly  pleafe,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Chant.  Oh,  moft  certainly. 

John.  Yes,  yes,  a  good  Charader  will  doubtlels  pleale; 
but“— 

Bayes.  But,  pray.  Sir,  no  Buts,  no  Boundings,  I  be- 
leech  ye ;  if  theie  are  not  divertive  Charaders,  why  look’e 
then  I  have  no  Skill  in  Dramaticks,  which  the  infenfible  part 
of  Mankind  will  hardly  allow,  I  fuppofe — Come,  Mr.  Smith, 
you  are  a  Man  of  Candor,  you  fhall  judge ;  for  your  part, 
you  will  do  well  to  hear  Reafon,  Sir - -  [  To  Johnfon. 

John.  Yes,  Sir--— — 

Cha?tt.  Ha  !  ha !  ha ! 

Bayes.  Why  then,  Mr.  Smith,  to  let  ye  fairly  into  the  Se¬ 
cret  of  thefe  new  Charaders  ;  if  you  remember  Yefterday 
in  the  fourth  Ad,  juft  before  the  pleafant  Omen  of  the  E- 
clipies,  and  the  horrible  bloody  Battel,  which  egad  were  two 
excellent  Decorations,  as  ever  adorn’d  a  Tragedy,  there  was 
a  notable  bluftring  Scene  between  Prince  Volcius2ind  Prince 
Prettiman. 

Smith.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Bayes,  I  remember  the  Scene  very 
well. 

Chant.  And  I,  the  Rant  was  about  a  Miftrefs. 

Bayes.  A  Miftrefs,  ah !  y’are  both  weak  lighted  Infpedors, 

Yaith - No,  no,  ’twas  evident  there  was  a  deeper  Defig4 

than  a  Miftrefs  a  foot. 

John. 
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John,  Ay,  and  which  confidering  thefe  are  two  Conjurers, 
they  might  eafily  enough  have  found  out. 

Bayes.  For  ’twas  as  plain  as  the  Sun,  that  thofe  ambi¬ 
tious  Frinces  had  plotted  the  depofing  the  Ufurpers,  King 
Uper.^  and  King  Phiz.,  to  fet  up  themfelves ;  and  were  them 
myftically  arguing  in  Heat,  though  they  talk’d  of  MiftrelTes 
of  their  Methods  in  Stratagem. 

Smith.  Say  ye  fo,  I  confefs  that  was  beyond  my  Reach, 
indeed. 

Bayes.  Ay,  like  enough - ’tis  not  every  one  has  this 

Head. 

John.  No,  no,  one  that  has  fo  little  in’t,  ’tis  fuppos’d. 

[^AJide, 

Bayes.  Now  this  Conlpiracy,  like  the  reft  of  the  World, 
has  not  proved  very  lucky  you  muft  know,  for  it  was  foon 

after  difcovered  to  the  two  Kings - but  by  who,  think  ye? 

ha  !  ha !  ha !  why  by  their  fubtle  and  fharp-witted  Queens — 
which  faid  Queens — a - a— — 

Smith.  Hold,  hold,  pray,  Mr.  Bayes - the  Queens - 

I  don’t  remember  through  the  whole  courfe  of  your  Play, 
that  the  two  Kings  were  ever  married. 

Bayes.  Why,  no  Sir,  it  may  be  fo,  there’s  a  Surprize  for 
ye  then,  to  chew  upon  firft,  for  perhaps  I  did  not  defign 

you  fliould  know - But  married  they  are  ;  and  have 

Children  too,  a  Son,  and  a  Daughter. 

John.  Ay,  ay,  and  one  of  the  Queens  big  again. 

Bayes.  Nay,  pray,  Sir ;  the  Son  a  very  hopeful  young 
Prince,  the  Daughter  marveloufly  fair  too,  but  fomewhat 
unfortunate  in  her  Shape. 

John.  What  hump,  crooked,  or  fo  ? 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir - her  Mother  long’d  to  be  grubling  in  a 

Molehill,  and  ftie  was  born  with  one  upon  her  Back- — 

Smith.  This  is  furprifing  truly,  did  you  expedt  any  Queens, 
Chanter  ? 

Chant.  Not  I,  faith,  I  took  the  Kings  for  a  couple  of  good 
honeft  toping  Fellows,  that  I  rather  thought  inclin’d  to  keep 
two  Miftrefles. 

Bayes.  Oh  !  did  you  fo.  Sir  ;  but  you  muft  know  that 
Virtue  in  Poetry  is  my  conftant  Standard ;  I  build  and  up¬ 
hold  Legitimate  Royalty,  I  am  ever  againft  all  fpurious 
Pretenders. 

John.  A  devilifh  Polititian,  this  Poet,  ’twas  fuch  as  he  I 
believe  that  Plato  banifli’d  the  Commonwealth 

Bayes.  Befides,  I  call  my  Play  here  by  their  very  Titles, 
The  tvjo  Queens  of  Brentford  •  that’s  enough,  I  think,  to  in¬ 
troduce 
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troduce  ’em — --Aiid  now,  Sir,  to  explain  the  Cataflrophe, 
and  to  come  to  my  Charaders,  the  Ujhers  and  the  Phizgigs^ 
two  flrong  Parties,  though  no  body  knows  yet  who  they 
will  declare  for,  (w^hether  the  right  Kings,  the  Ufurpers,  or 
the  Princes)  grow  popular,  and  want  a  Mouth  to  vent 
themfelves  by,  or  elfe  to  write  for  ’em,  which  Mouth,  or 
a  knavim  Scribe,  is  this  firft  new  Charader,  and  he  that  can 
ay  ’tis  a  bad  one - 

'Chant.  Oh — a  bad  one,  the  Devil’s  in  any  one  that  can. 

John.  Oh —— confounded  —  tholl,  loll,  loll. 

[  Sings  a  Piece  of  a  T^une. 

'Bayes.  In  fliort  my  Defign,  ha!  ha!  ha!  ha !  is  Satyr  up¬ 
on  the  News-mongers;  belides,  there’s  like  to  be  a  good 
Plot  into  the  Bargain. 

Smith.  Ay,  Sir,  that’s  as  plain  as  the  Sun,  as  you  fay. 

Chant.  And  that’s  a  very  material  Thing. 

Bayes.  Right,  Mr.  Chanter ’tis  fo - Oh !  here  they  are 

come;  pray  begin  the  Scene ;  Firebrand  Belrope,  and 

Monjieur  "T vjith  Papers  in  their  Hands.']  Look’e,  you 
may  chance  to  "find.  Gentlemen,  efpecially  if  I  give  a  little 
hint,  that  this  Firebrand  Belrope.^  has  fomething  Enigmatical 
in  his  very  Name.  Come— — I  won’t  pump  for  a  Queftion, 
for  I’m  hire  you  have  it  by  your  fmiling. 

John.  The  Devil  take  me  if  ever  I  looked  graver  in  my 
Life. 

Bayes.  As  to  his  Charader,  he  formerly  was  a  Bookworm, 
but  is  now  a  Merchant  in  Politicks,  beneficially  Ipreading 
!em  weekly  abroad  in  Penny  Papers ;  a  damn’d  Ihrewd  Fel¬ 
low  you’ll  find  him - and  privately  in  the  Intereft  of  the 

two  Princes. 

Smith.  Very  well,  Sir. 

John.  Oh -  [  Groans. 

.  Bayes.  I'he  t’other  there  with  black  Whiskers,  is  a  Fo¬ 
reign  Spy,  Secretary  here  to  a  Nobleman,  and  feeds  BeF 
rope  there  wfith  Foreign  Intelligence,  to  furnifh  the  cox- 
combly  part  of  the  Town  with  News ;  a  devilifli  Fellow 
in  his  Way  too,  and  pumps  the  Wager-layers  and  Stock¬ 
jobbers  in  the  City  confoundedly;  ha!  ha!  ha!— but  now 
let  ’emfhew  themfelves— come,  fpeak. 

Bel, .  Why  there’s  nothing  in  this  at  all,  Monfieur,  we  fhall 
be  duller  than  the  worfi:  of  Libels,  the  Flying  Po/?— -Sure 
Politicks  from  the  Baltick  dwindle  mightily. 

Bayes.  D’ye  hear— obferve  that,  the  Baltick. 

Fs)h. 
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'Tok,  Look  you,  Sire,  de  grand  Politique  lika  de  Set: 

have  de  Ebb,  and  de  Flovv^ - -Dcre  is  no  Milcheifc  dat  have 

idirr  from  mon  Maitre  de  EmbaiEidor  here,  nor  our  Party  all 
de  lad  Week  ;  Patiance,  Moniieur,  we  mud  have  de  Pa- 
tiance. 

Bayes.  We  mud  have  de  Patiance - .very  well,  Mr.  a— « 

Heniimicks  the  French  Jargon  well  enough - -Go  on, 

Sir—  ♦ 

Bel.  Pize  on’t,  this  dull  Story  foided  in  here,  won’t  do 
neither  ;  odfnigs  I  mud  take  my  old  way,  and  mawl 
’em  by  an  impudent  Lye  or  two  ;  I  mud  not  let  our  Par¬ 
ty  ceafe  wond’ring,  for  want  of  Ibmcthing  to  arilufe  ’em ; 
therefore  if  ye  are  drawn  dry,  we  mud  invent :  I  have  told 
’em  lately  of  a  defign’d  Invafion,  but  a  pox  on  ’em,  the 
Phizgiggs  laugh  at  that ;  but  however,  I  mud  fet  out  more 
News,  true  orfalfe,  ’ds  all  one  by  jingoe. 

Bayes.  By  Jingoe— -ah- — that’s  pretty  well ;  but  Mr.  a 
give  me  leave  to  put  in  a  Word;  you  fpeak  mighty 
well.  Sir,  and  are  a  very  pretty  Fellow,  but  mcthinks  you 
don’t  look  your  part  enough. 

Bel.  No,  Sir- — .. 

Bayes.  No,  Sir;  methinks  you  feem  to  fail  in  your  Gri¬ 
mace  ;  keep  that  up,  pray.  Sir,  look  it  right  whatever  you  do ; 
that  is,  to  be  plain,  look  as  much  like  a  Rogue  as  ever  you 

can- - -Ah !  Sir,  if  you  don’t  look  your  part,  you  fpoii  it, 

what  fay  you,  Gentlemen  ? 

Smith.  Faith  I  think  as  he  orders  it,  his  Face  becomes 
his  Charadler  extrearnlv. 

Chayit.  Oh !  very  well,  extreamly  well ;  do’s  it  noE 
'Johnfon  ? 

'John.  A  pox !  prithee  don’t  ask  me. 

Bayes.  Do’s  it  ^  why  then  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Sir,  and 
pray  go  on  Monfieur ;  but  hark  you,  mon  Amis. 

Toh.  But  hark  you,  mon  Amis,  you  know  de  two  Prince 
have  entertain  us  on  dereSide,  you  know  likewife,  Broder  — 

Bel.  Well,  well,  I  know  likewife,  the  two  Kings  having 
Notice  of  their  Treafon,  have  fent  for  ’em,  to  be  examin’d  ; 
but  Pll  have  a  Paper  out  to  morrow,  to  ridicule  ’em 
for’t  damnably.  The  Town  fhall  have  its  Regalia:  The 
Cotfee-houfe  Gapers^  I’m  refolv’d,  dian’t  want  their  Diver- 
dan. 

Bayes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  d’ye  hear  him,  Sir,  d’ye  hear  him  ? 
Is  not  that  a  Charadter  now  of  a  rare  Rogue  ? 

Smith.  A  very  fine  Fellow,  truly. 

Now,  Johrsfon, 

C  John, 
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John.  Oh  Superfine!  oh  Quintifience !  —  Pox  on  ye. 

[  /IJide. 

T'okay.  De  Treafon  den  being  difcover,  de  Prince  muft  be 
vor  certain  pute  in  de  Prifon. 

Bayes.  Now,  now  mind,  here’s  a  Choakpear  for  ye. 

Bel.  Without  doubt,  their  Female  Majefiies,  by  notable 
Subtlety,  having  difcovered  their  Plot  to  their  Husbands— 
but— — 

Bayes.  But— here’s  a  Secret  coming,  fhall  caufe  a  Dis¬ 
appointment  for  all  that.  —  Oonz,  where’s  Mr.  Difci- 

flinel - Now - oh!  quick,  quick,  pray,  Mr.  a- - - 

{_Ehter  Difcipline,  with  a  Ben  and  Paper.']  You  quite  ruin 
the  Scene,  if  you  don’t  enter  Soufe  upon  the  Matter  — 
Quick,  quick— pray  fpeak. 

Difcip.  So,  Brother  Incendiary,  is  this  your  Place  for 
Politicks,  where  the  two  Kings  are  within  three  Yards  of 
ye,  fitting  in  Judgment.^  ’Dflife,  I  could  hear  ye  plain  into 
the  Lobby,  where  I  was  Writing  — — .  Out  upon  ye,  is 
this  the  Difcretion  of  Deputy  Statefmen — Ha,  ha,  ha; 
well,  egad  I  lhall  have  fome  frelh  Matter  for  my  Paper  to 
morrow  how^ever  by  it:  ha,  ha,  ha, —You  Politicians ! 
ha,  ha,  ha,  [  Points  and  laughs  at  "^em.  Exit. 

Smith.  Humph— Very  odd  and  whimfical;  prithee,  what 
Hiip  Snap  Fellow  is  this 

Bayes.  Why  this  you  muft  know  is  a  notable  Gbfervator 
on  the  King’s  Party  againft  Belrope<^-^-~~.  ts  word  in  your  Ear 
foftly,  he’s  really  a  ropifh  Prieft,  tho’  he  goes  here  for  a 
true  Royal  ift. 

Chant.  Oh !  the  fitter  for  Politicks,  that’s  certain  ;  but 
hark’e;  prithee, -Friend,  what’s  this  Secret,  that  muft  hinder 
the  Prince’s  Convidlion  } 

Smith.  Ay  that,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Bayes.  Why  that.  Sir,  1  brought  this  Fellow  in,  becaufe 
you  and  the  Audience  ftiould  not  know— There’s  deco¬ 
rum  now,  there’s  Management  for  ye;  that  Difcovery 
is  not  ripe  yet;  every  thing  muft  have  its  Time,  Mr.  Smith'. 
Go,  go,  fneak  off,  Conlpirators.  S^Pxeunt  Belrope  and 
Tokay.  ]  And  now  for  the  fir  ft  Muiick,  a  little  Mafque  to 
amufe  the  Audience,  whofe  Minds  muft  be  harafs’d  with 
this  Scene  of  Politicks— The  Defign  is  fome  Humours  in 
a  Camp— Come  fiourifli.  Violins ;  and  then  enter  a  Ge¬ 
neral  Officer,  who  is  fuppos’d  to  be  deeply  in  Love  — 
Oh!  your  Servant,  Mr.— «Gome,  Sir,  pray  let’s  hear  your 
Noble  Voice. 

Here 
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Here  the  Mask  hez'ms. 

<b 

S  O  N  G  I. 

When  Semele  with  Liifler  flione 
All  her  Virgin  Glories  on, 

Brighter  than  the  God  of  Day, 

When  the  fparkling  x\toms  play : 

Or  when  Danae^  rapt  with  Gain, 

Smil’d  to  fee  the  Golden  Rain ; 

Or  as  Lceda  to  be  proving 
Her  fair  Swans  Luxuriant  Loving, 

Scatter’d  Beauty’s  Darts  around  him. 

Healing  ftill  as  they  did  wound  him : 

So  frelh  Beauty  fcill  I  chang’d, 

So,  like  Jove,  I  lov’d  and  rang’d. 

But  fince  my  Ccelia  bled  our  Albion's  Shore, 

All,  all  thefe  joyful  Freedoms  are  no  more. 

Ccelia's  exalted  Wit  and  Beauty  joyn’d, 

CcvUdls  triumphant  Greatnefs  of  the  Mind: 

Ccelia  in  her  lovely  State, 

Rare  as  Nature  could  create. 

Charms  me  from  what  I  fnould  be 
To  the  Slave  of  Conllancy. 

Second  Movement. 

But  I’ll  break  the  rough  Chain, 

And  turn  Rover  again ; 

’Tis  a  Shame  for  a  M^^i? 

With  a  Sword  in  his  Hand  ; 

That  has  Hundreds  in  Store, 

To  take  lefs  than  a  Score. 

I’il  plunder  the  Race ;  to  be  conftant  to  ohe, 

Mud  make  me  a  Coward,  and  then  I’m  undone, 
Bayes  Sings  after  him.~\  Mu  ft  make  me  a  Coward, 
.Your  humble  Servant,  dear  Lever idge  ,  And  fo 

pray  go  off,  Sir.  [Exit.  Singer, 

And  now  enter  Robin  the  Staler, 

Smith.  Well,  what  think  ye  now,  johnfon'^. 

John^  A  plague,  this  is  none  of  his.  I’ll  be  damned  if  he 
Wrote  a  Line  on’t**"No,  no,  this  muft  be  ftole. 

G  2. 
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Chant.  Ha,  ha,  if  you  fhould  be  miftaken  now  — 
Well,  let’s  hear  the  reft,  what’s  this  Robin  he’s  calling 
for  ? 

Bayes.  'Wh.y  Robin.,  Robin.,  Good-fellow  the  De¬ 

vil,  a-pox,  where  are  ye  — Come,  come.  Sir,  the  Stage  hays 
for  ye— Now,  Gentlemen,  to  vary  the  Humour,  ^Enter 
a  Singer.^  and  confequently  improve  Variety;  as  the  laft 
was  lofty,  this  here  is  a  little  light,  low  Fancy,  which  Me¬ 
thod  of  Diverfion  I  refolve  to  take;  high  and  low,  high  and 
low,  low  and  high,  perpetually,  like  a  — 

John.  Like  a  Sowgelder’s  Horn ;  there  I’ve  helpt  ye  to  a 
good  Simile,  egad. 

Smith.  Ha,  ha,  ha, - Oh,  a  confounded  Simile,  don’t 

mind  him,  prithee  let  the  Mufick  go  on. 

Bayes.  Sir,  I  don’t  mind  ye,  that’s  in  Ihort— And  there¬ 
fore,  Gentlemen,  as  I  faid,  this  is  to  be  a  low  Humour— 
he’s  Sutler,  you  mull  know,  to  the  Camp ;  befides,  lately 
made  a  Serjeant;  and  his  m.erry  Song  is  to  give  ye  a  Comi¬ 
cal  Account  of  himfelf,  and  fome  of  his  Family;  come  be¬ 
gin,  Robin^^^ 


Enter  Serjeant. 

SONG. 

I. 

Serj.  Sings.  Three  Daughters  I  had  by  my  Spoufe, 

A  black,  a  brown,  a  yellow. 

That  for  a  Seafon  plagu’d  my  Houle 
As  they  by  Years  grew  mellow, 

,  ,  The  hrfl:  would  fcold,  the  fecond  Pout, 

The  third  would  fling  and  flounce  about, 
And  make  all  Day  a  hideous  Rout : 
Whilfl:  each  did  want  a  Fellow. 

Bayes.  Good,  pray  mind— 

II. 

Three  forward  Fools  at  lafl  they  got. 
That  in  the  Town  liv’d  near  ’em, 
That  were  for  Wedlock  piping  hot, 

So  had  no  caufe  to  fear  ’em. 
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Bayes  Poetaster,^ 

The  firft  a  Chanter  of  Renown, 

A  rank  Sweet  Singer  in  the  Town, 

A  Taylor  and  a  grazing  Clovv^n, 

Soon  won  ’em,  and  mull  wear  ’em. 
Bayes.  So,  obferve,  pray. 

III. 


Bayes. 


My  cldelT:  Romp  with  Kid  was  grown, 

E’er  fcarce  her  Husband  kid  her. 

The  Quean  came  juft  three  Months  too  foon, 
z\nd  faith,  fo  did  her  Sifter. 

The  third  that  was  the  Chanter^  Spoufe, 

Was  fuch  a  plaguy  toping  Blouze, 

She’d  lit  and  Quart  by  Quart  Carowfe, 
Whilll  Day  and  Night  he  mid  her. 

So,  good  again - 


1 


LV. 


The  Taylor,  plagu’d  with  "Whore  and  Scold, 
Was  once  refolv’d  to  drown  for’r. 

The  Grazier  foon  his  Sheep  had  fold, 

And  fcamper’diip  to  Town  for’t. 

The  Chanter  did  fo  drain  his  Ma¥/ 

To  chime  his  tunelefs  Hum  and  Haw, 

If  hang  himfelf  his  Brethren  fav/. 

Not  one  w’ould  cut  him  down  for’t. 

Bayes>  Sc— Ha,  ha,  ha. 

V. 

Thefe  goodly  Sons  of  great  Regard, 

All  jud  as  wife  as  loyal. 

To  help  Recruits  may  well  be  fpar’d, 
x\nd  aid  the  Party  Royal. 

My  Daughters,  as  my  Story  tells, 

Can  ditch  or  knit,  or  fomething  elfc. 

And  I  with  Pots  can  ring  the  Bells: 

Thus  we  fhall  live  with  Joy  all. 

Bayes.  Live  with  Joy  all ;  Ha,ha,  ha, - There’s  a  merry 

Rogue  for  ye  now.  [  Exit.  Singer. 

Chant.  Why,  Gad,  a  merry  Robin I  Rc  he’s  a  Plain- 
dealer. 

Cs 
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Smith.  Robin  does  not  ftaiid  upon  the  Honour  of  his  Fa¬ 
mily,  when  Truth’s  in  nhe  Cafe. 

John.  A  filthy  Bird,  indeed  !  bewray  his  own  Neft,  out 
upon  him  ! 

Bayes,  Come,  come,  Six.,  Robin  has  a  farther  Reach  in  his 
Noddle,  than  I  perceive  you  have  in  yours ;  You  know  I 
told  you,  Friend  Smith.,  before  the  Song,  that  he  was  a  Ser¬ 
jeant  as  well  as  a  Sutler. 

Smith.  Right,  Mr.  Bayes.,  you  did  fo  —  Thank’e 
heartily,  you  remember  Ti  Chanter. 

Chant.  Ay,  ay. 

Bayes.  Why  then,  to  fhew  ye  a  Spice  of  Robin'^s  good  Ap- 
prehenfion,  coming  to  Town  himfelf  to  follow  new  Bufi- 
nefs ;  and  finding  his  Rakehelly  Sons-in-Law  had  left  his 
'  Daughters,  in  Revenge  procures  a  Friend  of  his  to  drill  ’em 

In  to  lift  amongft  the  Recruits - Ha,  ha,  ha,  as  you  found 

he  gave  a  hint  in  his  Song.  — Odfo,  here  comes  one 
of  ’em,  the  Sweet  Singer,  who  has  juft  taken  the  Mo-? 

ney,  and  is  coming  from  his  Captain. - You  fhall  hear  his 

Humour  prefently.  [  Enter  Sweet  Singer. Come,  Sir,  when 
you  pleafe. 

1. 

We  Chanters  of  the  loving  Race, 

Nicknam’d  harmonious  People, 

Do  far  excel  each  Meeting-place, 

Or  Ploufe  that  bears  a  Steeple. 

We  preach  in  Tune,  from  Morn  to  Nooiij 
Of  Peace,  and  Love,  and  Confcience  ; 

We  raife  the  Voice  to  fwell  the  Song, 

And  if  it  be  but  loud  and  long, 

^Tis  ne’er  the  worfe  for  Nonfenfe, 

II. 

We  crow,  when  we  the  Sifters  move. 

Like  Cock  that  Hen  do’s  tread.  Sir : 

And  when  the  Union  Note  does  move, 

We  fing  ’em  ftraight  to  bed.  Sir. 

We  cant  in  Rhime,  as  loud  we  chime, 

As  St.  Sepulcher'*s  Ringers  : 

The  Bagpipe  with  its  Squeak  and  Drone, 

Or  Pariih-Clerk,  with  notelefs  Tone, 

Are  Owls  to  us  Sweet  Singers.  [Exit^ 
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Bayes.  Ah,  juft  as  I  would  have  it - The  Notes  are 

contriv’d  fo  between  the  Tune  of  a  Pfalni,  and  the  old  ve¬ 
nerable  Ballad  of  Chevy  Chafe.^  that  nothing  can  -be  more 
natural  I’m  fure. 

Smith.  Very  queint,  and  much  out  of  the  way,  indeed^ 
Sir. 

John.  Of  all  good  Senfe  and  Mulick,  that  I’ll  fay  for’t. 

Chant.  What’s  here,  another  of  ’em  ? 

Enter  Taylor. 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  they  muft  make  Hafte  in  now,  be- 
caufe  the  A£l  is  long;  and  now,  my  crufty  Sir,  I  will 
make  bold  to  entertain  you,  as  well  as  Mr.  Smith  here, 
whether  you  will  or  no  ;  for  this  was  delign’d  for  none 
but  thofe  of  the  fineft  Tafte:  This  Taylor  lince  his  coming 
to  Town  was  happily  lodg’d  in  a  Garret,  oppofite  to  one 
of  our  principal  Eunuchs,  and  having  always  a  good  Voice, 
has  exadly  learnt  their  manner;  I  have  taken  care  to  contrive 
the  Words  to  be  as  full  of  Senfe  as  any  of  their  beft  Ope¬ 
ra's  ;  And  don’t  doubt  to  have  this  darling  Song  frequently 
in  the  Mouths  of  all  the  Quality  ( that  love  thefe  extream 
Finelfes  )  in  England.  Come,  the  Recitative  firft,.  dear 
Mr.  Pack. 

Sings.  From  Shopboard  rais’d  on  high  in  Crofs-leg’d  Po- 
fture. 

From  Toping  off  two  Pots  to  raife  new  Vigour, 
I,  from  my  Wedlock  am,  like  Infect  roving. 

To  feek  from  yon  Gay  Tuba  Rofe  frefh  Odour. 

•  Bayes.  Sweet,  fweet - Now  the  Air  - Now  mind, 

Ah  me,  poor  Lovefick  humble  Bee. 

John.  How  !  Poet,  prithee  read  right.  Lovefick  humble 
Bee,  what  a  Devil  — 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  Lovefick  humble  Bee - I’ll  juftify  it 

- Did  not  you  hear  him  in  the  Recitative,  fpeak  of  an 

Infedf,  and  pray  what  more  Mulical,  or  capable  of  Paffion 
than  an  humble  Bee  } 

Smith.  By  a  Figure  fomething  may  be  made  on’t  indeed. 

Chant.  Ay,  ay,  he  carps  at  every  thing - pray  go  on. 

Bayes  reads.  Ah  me,  poor  Lovefick  humble  Bee, 

That  fly  o’er  Trees  fo  tall  and  proper, 

To  meet  my  tuneful  Cowlady, 

And  hear  her  fing  an  Air  at  Supper, 

And  fo  forth,  go  on,  dear  Pack. 

C  4  Sings , 
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Sly^gs.  Ah  me,  poor  Lovefick  humble  Bee, 

Ah  dearell;  Cow, 

Ah  dearelb  Cow, 

Ah  deareft,  deareft,  Cowlady, 

Since  I  by  Fate  am  thine, 

Say  then,  fweet  Hum, 

Sweet  Buz  and  Hum, 

Sweet  Hum  and  Buz,  or  Buz  and  Hum, 

I  ever  will  be  thine. 

[Bayes  mimlcks  the  latter  part. 
Ah,  if  this  does  not  flrike  the  Intelledl,  farewel  all  charm- 

ing  Mulick  ifaith - -  I  think  my  felf  a  Difciple  now  of 

old  Robi'a  Car,^  that  liv’d  at  the  Temple-Gate  ;  Ihn  ready  to. 
weep  for  Joy,  egad. 

Smith.  Now,  'Johnfon.^  this  Pm  fure  thou  canft  not  carp 
at,  for  thou  vrert  always  an  Admirer  of  the  Italian  finging. 

John.  Why,  I  like  the  manner  on’t  well  enough. 

Chant.  Ay,  let  the  Words  be  what  ftuh  they  will,  fo 
there  be  but  a  Manner ,  any  thing  will  go  down  — — 
Ha,  ha - 

Bases.  There,  thou  haft  nickt  him,  faith,  there’s  the  right 

Tafte  of  the  Town - But  come,  now  for  the  third 

Son-in-Law,  the  Grazier,  and  the-n  thei\(5l  ends - Come, 

Grazier,  let’s  hear  your  Country  Ditty,  tho’  you  were  no^ 
fo  happy  to  enjoy  the  Effedls. 

Cnter  G  R  AZ  lE  R. 

SINGS. 

I. 

A  Country  State, 

Tho’  void  of  i  reafure, 

Is  form’d  by  Fate, 

The  chiefeft  Pleafure. 

On  fiowrv  Dow'ns, 

hrefh  Breezes  blowing, 

W e  hear  fweet  Sounds 
Of  Oxen  lowing. 


YES  no  Poetaster. 

Our  Sheep  look  fair, 

Our  Lambs  are  bleating, 
Which  great  ones  fhare, 

Such  joy  in  Eating ! 

And  breeding  when, 

Our  Stock  advances. 

We’re  happier  than 

The  King  of  France  is. 

II. 

When  hungry  grown, 

When  wet  and  weary, 
Then  Rofie  Jone 

Comes  from  her  Dairy. 

A  Feaft  of  Curds, 

A  Toaft  and  Honey, 
Outvies  what  Lords 
Can  get  for  Money. 

Good  Beef  does  fmoke 
In  earthen  Difhes, 

^nd  from  the  Brook 
We’ve  ftore  of  Filhes. 

A  ^icy  Pot 

Then  do’s  us  Reafon, 
Would  make  a  Cat 
To  talk  High-Treafon. 

III. 

Kind  Harveft  got, 

If  Ears  are  Cropping, 

We  value  not 

Whofe  Heads  are  Chopping 

Tp  crown  Delight, 

Inftead  of  roaring, 

We  wafte  the  Night 
In  Love  and  Snoaring. 
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I  come  from  Work, 

Sweet  Sleep  is  ready, 

And  Jone  i’th’  Dark 
To  me’s  a  Lady, 


For  when  Fm  clofe 
In  found  Embraces, 
I  laugh  at  Beaus 
Are  making  Faces. 


Ay,  gad,  and  let  any  of  your  fine  Criticks  laugh 
-M  that  if  he  dares. 

Smith,  Mighty  natural  really,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Chant.  How  Johnfon  flares  at  him  ■ — —  he’s  a  little 
Nonpluft  at  this. 

Bayes  fings.  I  laugh  at  Beaus  are  making  Faces— — Come 
now  the  Country  Dance ;  and  then  we’ll  go  and  fee 
how  they  prepare  the  State-Scene  within.  [Dance  here.]  Very 
well ;  come.  Sirs,  now  let’s  walk  in  a  little. 


Smith. 

Chant, 


Nay,  nay,  no  flinching,  Faith,  you  fhall  go. 


[Pulling  along  Johnfon. 
John.  Pox  on  ye,  are  ye  never  to  be  tir’d 


The  End  cf  the  Firft  A£i. 
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ACT  11.  Scene  1. 


The  Scene  openly  and  the  two  Kings  appear y  feat- 
ed  with  their  ^leens  y  all  comically  dr  eft  ^ 
T^rince  Volcius  and  Trince  Prettiman  guard- 
edy  attending  by. 

Enter  BAY^Sy  Smith,  CHANTER  JOHNSON,  as  before. 


O  W,  Gentlemen,  I’ll  pretend  to  fhew  ye  a 
right  Scene  of  State.  Appear  Kings  and 
Queens  in  your  Royalty  fitting  in  Judgment 

upon  the  Princes. - Prince  Volcius you 

are  to  fpeak  firfi,  pray  begin.  Sir - And  therefore -  . 

John.  How ! - And  therefore ;  Zoons,  did  ever  any 

Prince’s  Speech  before  begin  with- - And  therefore. 

Bayes.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Mr.  What  d’ye  call’m - Gad- 

cookers,  you  know  I  have  told  ye  already  thefe  Matters  are 
above  the  Sphere  of  your  Country  underftanding.  Pray  don’t 
be  troublefome. 

Smith.  Well,  but  under  Favour,  Mr.  Bayes.,  as  Johnfon  fays, 
And  therefore  is  a  very  odd  beginning,  unlefs  they  have  been 
Hating  the  Cafe  before. 

Bayes.  Before - why  they  are  fuppos’d  to  have  talk’d  fo 

long  within,  that  the  Examination  is  quite  over,  the  Queens 
impeach’d  ’em,  the  Kings  difcufs’d  the  Matter,  and  the 
Princes  made  fo  notable  a  Defence,  that  they  are  now  upon 

the  Huff,  and  will  get  off,  you  fhall  fee  prefently - by  a- 

nother  Turn.  And  pray  was  not  this  better  contriv’d,  than  a 
damn’d  long  Scene  of  fending  and  proving,  that  would  tire 
the  Audience  as  well  as  the  Adtors } 

Smith.  Nay,  if  that  were  in  his  Head,  Johnfon. 

John.  There  is  not  fo  much  in  his  Head  as  this  pinch  of 
Snuff,  Begad. 

Bayes.  Aw - never  fear  my  making  things  plain,  Mr. 

^mith — ’Goon,  pray  Friend,  inVerfe - And  therefore — 

P.VoL 
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P.VoL  And  therefore  fin  ce  our  Honours  have  been  foil’d, 
P.  Prett.  And  Scandal  has  our  florent  Glory  Ipoil’d. 

Both.  Depend  on’t,  Kings -  [^Angrily. 

Bayes.  Look’c,  J  told  you  they  were  upon  the  Hulf. 

Chant.  This  is  indeed  very  Political,  IsAv.  Bayes. 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  they  are  no  Fools, - pray  mind, — ^ — = 

fpeak  now,  you  by  your  felf.  [To  P.  Volcius. 

P.  Vol.  Depend  on’t.  Kings, - our  Breads  fhall  harbour 

Flame, 

’Till  we’re  acquainted,  whence  this  Scandal  came. 

P.  Pret.  ’Tis  an  Aftront  unto  our  Princely  Race ; 

Greater  our  Birth,  the  greater  our  Difgrace. 

Bayes.  The  greater  the  Difgrace ;  very  well  fpoke  indeed, 
Mr.  a.  —  Now  hear  the  Kings. 

1  King.  Kings  cannot  always  judge  where  Right  is  due. 

2  King.  You  were  Impeach’d  by  thofe  w'e  thought  fpoke 

true ; 

And  if  by  erring  Judgment  we’re  milled, 

Stanch  Satisfadlion  mud  atone  the  Deed. 

Bayes.  That’s  now  like  a  Man  of  Honour, 

1  King.  Let  Guilt  be  cleans’d,  and  Innocence  appear,  ^ 

We  dill  as  formerly  ihall  wear  you  here ;  ^ 

2  King.  Nor  what  we  Eat  or  Drink,  be  half  fo  dear.  ^ 
Bayes.  So  tender,  fo  good,  I  have  drawn  thefe  two  Kings, 

the  very  Patterns  of  Clemency. 

joh'n.  Thou  had  drawn  a  couple  of  damn’d  Ideots,  that’s 
all  I  can  fee  of  ’em. 

P.Vol.  Bring  me  the  Caitiff  here  before  my  Face, 

Tho’  made  Impregnate,  as  Achilles  was. 

P.Pret.  Or  bring  fome  Female  of  renown’d  Idea, 

Strong  as  the  Warlike  Queen  PenthiJiLea. 

P.Pol.  Straight,  in  Seccoon,  grim  Death  lliall  be  his  Lot, 
P.Pret.  And  with  my  Point,  in  Cart,  I’ll  lay  her  fiat. 

Bayes.  My  point  in  Cart,  I’ll  lay  her  fiat. - Is  not  that 

drong  ?  Now  han’t  thofe  \Yrfes  fire  in  ’em,  hah  ? 

Smith.  Fire,  ay;  but  pray,  MF.  Bayes.^  take  care  it  be  lam¬ 
bent,  won’t  the'  heat  of  your  Metaphor  offend  the  Ladies, 
think  ye  ? 

[john.  I  hope  it  wnll. 

Chant.  Why  Faith,  as  you  fay,  that  may  be  a  little  too 
free. 

Bayes.  No,  Sir,  no ;  ’tis  beyond  their  x\pprchcnfion,  the 
Ladies  have  no  Notion  of  Fencing,  none  in  the  World,  Sir.. 

- But  now  for  the  Turn,  pray  hear  theQueens - Come, 

Mrs.  a. —  Oh !  Words  more  iVceet.  [Teaching  her  in  a  Tone.^ 

. .  .r  .  j  Queen y 
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I  Qucre^.  Oh!  Words  more fweet,  than  Honey  that  do’s 
pleafe 

The  lufeious  Tafte,  when  Farmers  burn  their  Bees. 

z  Queen.  Oh!  graceful  Perfon,  that  where’er  it  moves, 

So  cnarms  the  Eye,  that  Ihe  that  fees  it  loves. 

Was  I  inchanted - but  I’ll  ftraight  atone, 

And  what  I  fwore  againft  ’em - I’ll  difown. 

I  Queen.  My  Tongue  fhall  never  fach  dear  Lives  betray, 

What  has  been  faid - I’ll  turn  another  way. 

We’ll  choufe  our  Kings, 

1  Queen.  And  make  ’em  foon  obey. 

Begin  the  Mufick - and  let’s  have  a  Dance. 

[The  Queen  goes  and  vjhifgers  the  Kings vjh9 
[thereupon  rife  and  Jrnile  on  the  Princes. 

Bayes.  There’s  a  Turn  now  for  ye,  Mr.  Critick - Who 

would  fulpedl  this;  the  Queens  on  a  fudden  fall  in  Love  with 

the  Princes,  and  leading  the  poor  Kings  by  the  Nofe - as 

what  can’t  Women  do  ^  for  the  prefent  invalidate  the  Evi¬ 
dence,  and  to  divert  ’em,  call  for  the  Mufick ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

John.  Ay,  pray  Sir,  is  that  like  Women  of  Honour  too, 
to  forfwear  themfelves  ? 

Bayes.  Forfwear  themfelves - Oons - why  did  not  I 

tell  ye  they  were  in  Love? - Honour,  why  they’re  mad. 

Sir,  mad  for  Love - and  a  Queen  or  a  Commoner,  in 

fuch  a  Cafe,  values  an  Oath  no  more  than  an  Oyller-lhell — = 
Come,  come,  let’s  have  the  Mufick  ;  which  to  vary  the  Di- 
verfion,  and  entertain  this  Royal  Aliembly  properly,  fhall  be 
fome  Humours  of  a  Court.  Come,  fiourilh  there — and  en¬ 
ter  Groom  of  the  back  Stairs,  and  my  young  Widow,  Lady 
Breakback. 

Enter  young  Irlfh  Beau. 

Song  here  in  DIALOGUE. 

/A.  I  live  at  Court,  and  am  in  Grace, 

Didinguifh’d  for  a  Shape  and  Face ; 

And  blcfi  with  lucky  Confidence, 

As  well  as  fome  degrees  of  Senfe, 

I’ve  got  a  handfom  Place ; 

Yet  this  w^on’t  fatisfy  half  my  Ambition, 
Methinks  I’m  Hill  in  a  forty  Condition, 

I  want  a  Coach  to  roul  and  wander. 

And  Twenty  Thoufand  Pounds  lies  yonder; 

I,  I  want 


so 
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I  want  the  Joy  that  daily  crowns  ir, 

The  buxom  Widow  too  that  owns  it : 

That  Blifs  would  be  true  Life  endearing^ 
And  fee,  the  Goddefs  is  appearing. 

Enter  Lady  and  Page. 

Now  Irip  dear  AlTurance  tea^e  her, 

Infpire  my  T ongue  to  fawn  and  lye 
Of  this,  or  that,  or  t’other  Toy; 

Of  Balls  or  Beaus, 

Or  Gaudy  Cloaths, 

Or  any  other  thing  to  pleafe  her. 

Lady.  Go  bid  the  Chairmen  wait,  fure  I  fhall  come 
In  good  time  now  into  the  Drawing  Room. 

J/e.  Mine  is  good  Time  I’m  fure,  lince  now  I  can 

Such  Excellence  approach - 

S^e.  What  fays  the  Man  ? 

//(?.  The  Man  condemn’d  by  Love’s  Imperial  Law, 
Says  thou’rt  the  fweeteft  Woman ! 

Oh  I  thou’rt  the  fweeteft  Woman ! 

His  Eyes  yet  ever  faw. 

Thofe  Planets  blaft  me,  oh,  that  Shape  and  Air, 

So  fine,  fo  charming,  and  that  Face  fo  fair; 

Like  Sea-born  Venus.,  do’s  inchant  me  fo, 

I  cannot  move,  nor  can  I  let  you  go. 

She.  Not  let  me  go  ? 

He.  Nay,  now  I’m  fure  I  can’t. 

My  hearing  that  dear  Note, 

As  from  fweet  PhilomeWs  melodious  Throat, 

Do’s  more  and  more  inchant. 

She.  x\n  odd  bold  prating  Fellow= - ftrangely  rude. 

Sure  you’ll  not  force  my  ftay  ? 

He.  Divinely  good!— - 
Darling  of  Fate !  by  Love  infpir’d  and  taught ! 

She.  What  Nation  you,  and  fo  much  Flatt’ry brought? 
T\^hat  gave  you  Birth  ? 

He.  Dear  Bogland. 

She.  So  I  thought. 

No  other  Country  durft  have  been  fo  bold. 

He.  A  fign  I’m  made  of  a  more  mettled  Mold. 

I’ve  had  a  Vifion,  deareft  Dear, 

That  told  me  I  fhould  meet  you  here ; 


/Inothsr 
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Another  Movement. 

Shew’d  me  what  Wife  the  Fates  had  chole. 

Juft  fuch  a  Face,  with  fuch  a  Nofe, 

Your  Figure  and  your  very  Cloaths. 

J  muft,  muft  fei2,e  my  own  1 
She.  You  faucy  grow; 

Shall  I  not  go  to  Court  } 

He.  To  Court,  no,  no; 

You  muft  go  back  to  Church,  a  Prieft  and  Ring, 

With  Love  and  me,  and  a  more  charming  Thing 
Shall  pleafe  ye  better,  than  the  Court  or  King. 

She.  I  ftrive  to  go,  and  yet  I  hardly  can. 

I’m  charm’d,  why  lure  the  Devil’s  in  the  Man! 

His  Impudence  is  into  liking  grown, 

Thus,  thus,  poor  Widows,  is  your  Weaknefs  fhewm 
He.  Now  ftiine,  my  Irip  Stars,  and  fhe’s  my  own. 

She.  My  dull,  fickly  Husband,  whom  late  I  did  wed. 
Three  Years  has  enjoy’d  me  without  e’er  a  Kid; 

And  fay  what  we  will,  we  can  never  bear  that^ 

This  Yonker,  methinks,  has  a  far  better  Lot. 

He’ll  tell  me  a  Story,  would  furely  prevail, 

And  looks  as  his  Argument  never  could  fail. 

He.  You  muft  be  mine,  by  Jove.,  d’ye  think  I’ll  be  forfwora? 
She.  An  impudent  young  Rogue  as  ever  fure  was  born  ; 
And  yet,  to  argue  freely,  altho’  the  Phrafe  is  courfe, 

I  know  not  wTat  do’s  ail  me,  I  like  him  ne’er  the  worfe. 

He.  ] oy  lhall  regale  my  Widow,  we’ll  froiick  ftill  in  Mirth. 
She.  And  will  you  get  me  Children  ? 

He.  Three  fine  Boys  at  a  Birth. 

She.  Away - you  grand  Deceiver. 

He.  Try,  try— — my  Love,  my  Life. 

She.  And  what  if  I  fhould  venture. 

He.  Why  then,  my  Dear,  my  Wife, 

Let’s  Wed  juft  now,  I  tell  ye, 

It  ne’er  can  be  too  foon ; 
ril  get  thee  a  big  Belly 
Before  to  morrow  Noon, 

She.  Od’s  Life,  ’tis  a  Match, 

He.  We’ll  the  Proverb  make  out,  ‘ 

The  Marriage  is  happy  that’s  not  long  about. 

She.  You  Courtiers  but  feldom  a  Jointure  can  Ipare, 

So  I’ll  for  a  Kid  give  Three  Thoufand  a  Year. 


He,  There*s 
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He,  There’s  nought  but  thy  Perfon  can  give  me  more  Joy^ 
For  that’s  what  I  want,  ’tis  a  folly  to  Lye. 

Chorus  of  both.  "Treble  and  Bafs; 

He.  Why  then  ’tis  a  Match,  v/e’ll  the  Proverb  make  out. 

She.  Why  then  ’tis  a  Match,  we’ll  the  Proverb  make  out. 

He.  The  Marriage  is  happy  that’s  not  long  about. 

She.  The  Marriage  is  happy  that’s  not  long  about. 

He.  We  Courtiers  but  feldom  a  Jointure  can  fpare. 

She.  You  Courtiers  but  feldom  a  Jointure  can  fpare. 

He.  So  you’ll  for  a  Kid  give  Three  Thoufand  a  Year. 

She.  So  I’ll  for  a  Kid  give  Three  Thoufand  a  Year. 

He.  There’s  nought  but  thy  Perfon  can  give  me  more  Joy. 

She.  There’s  nought  but  thy  Perfon  can  give  me  more  Joy. 

He.  For  that’s  what  I  want,  ’tis  a  Folly  to  Lye. 

She.  For  that’s  what  you  want,  ’tis  a  Folly  to  Lye. 

Bayes.  Well,  now,  Mr.  Smith pray  deal  faithfully  with 
me ;  how  dy’e  like  this  Dialogue  ? 

Smith'.  Mighty  welh  indeed,  Mr.  Bayes^  there’s  nothing 
wanting,  and  without  doubt  you  have  brought  Johnfon  over 
now. 

Bayes.  And  what  fay  you,  Sir  ? 

Chant.  Oh !  good  without  Exception,  I  like  it  extremely. 

Bases.  As  for  you,  Sir— — 

John-.  Ay,  Sir,  as  for  me ,  I  fay  it  may  pafs  for  want  of 
better. 

Bayes.  Very  good,  troth-- — I  think  it  may,  Sir. - Yet, 

Gentlemen,  to  oppofe  ye  all  now — I  mnf}:  fay — ’tis  not  my 
Favourite;  ’tis  a  good  plain  thing,  and  will  dov/n  with  eafy 

Appetites ;  but  not  like  our  dear  Cowlady,  Mr.a -  that 

v/as  a  Non  Pareiio.,  egad — Ah !  that  dear,  dear  Humble  Bee  ! 

John.  But,  . 

S.F 

Bayes.  Come  now  for  the  t’other  two  little  Songs  that 

muft  be  ferv’d  in  as  Pages  to  this  Court  Lady - This  now, 

Gentlemen, ^is  fuppos’d  to  be  a  nice  Charadler  of  a  Maid  of 
Honour.  Come  little  Mrs.  a - -  let’s  hear  your  Treble. 

Enter  another  Singer. 

'  SONG  here.^ 

I. 

f  A  Virgins  Life  who  would  be  leaving, 

'  Free  from  Care  and  fond  Dcfire; 


Ne’er 
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Ne’er  deceiv’d,  nor  e’er  deceiving, 

Loving  none,  yet  all  inipirc; 

We  lit  above  and  Knot  the  live-long  Day, 

A  thoufand  pretty  harmlefs  things  w^e  lay; 

Bat  not  one  Word  of  Wedioclgs  frightful  Noole, 
Lor  fear  we  chance  to  think  what  we  inufi  iofe. 

II. 

Our  Souls  arc  free  from  dire  Revenges, 

Bofom’s  IVlifehief  never  owms; 

Our  Wit’s  employ’d  in  making  Fringes, 

Or  embroidering  our  GownSi 
If  any  Lover  comes  to  play  the  Thief, 

Our  natural  dear  Cunning  gives  Relief. 

We  dance,  we  ling  the  tedious  Hours  away, 

And  wdien  we’ve  nutiiing  elle  to  do — we  pray. 

Bayes.  Ah,  well  faid,  my  little  Dear;  egad  Pll  kifs  thee 
for  that.  \_KiJJcs  her^  and  Rxit  Singer. 

Smith:  Why  God-a-mercy  Poet,  Faith. 

Chant.  Oh!  fire  deferves - ~a  fmali  Fee  certainly. 

John.  If  the  Audience  fhould  chance  to  Clap  here  you’d 
fee  him  as  rampant  as  a  Colt. 

Ba/es.  We  mull  do  fo  now  and  then  to  thefe  young  things 

to  keep  up  tneir  Spirits - Egad  they’d  flag  in  their  Cadance, 

and  ling  out  of  Tune  elfe.  Come  now  for  her  Sifter,  ano¬ 
ther  young  Companion,  or  Confident,  to  this  Court  Lady. 

- - Conte  enter  little  Lady  Pheehe  Finejfe.,  flic’s  ravingly  ia 

Love,  you  muft  know,  with  the  Son  of  a  great  Duke - - 

who,  egad,  they  fliy,  loves  one  of  the  AdfreiTcs - but 

Mum  for  that ;  and  her  Song  is  a  Hue-and-cry  after  her 

Heart - ’tis  very  quaint  and  odd  you’ll  find ;  come  Lady 

Pkebe. 

1. 

O  Yes,  O  Yes^  O  Yes,  I  cry. 

Pray  tell  you  gentle  Swains  arc  by, 

If  you  a  roving  Heart  have  met, 

Did  lately  from  my  Bofom  getr 

IL 

Some  Marks  to  fhew  it  I’ll  exprefs, 

It  comes  of  loyal  honefl:  Race ; 
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By  Nature  kind,  and  prone  to  Love, 

And  conftant  as  the  Turtle  Dove. 

III. 

Upon  the  out-fide  of  the  fame, 

You’ll  find  the  charming  Damon's  Name, 
By  Love  ingrav’d,  and  plain  to  fhew. 
From  which  frefli  Drops  of  Gore  do  flow. 

T  IV. 

’Tis  tender  as  foft  Down  can  be. 

Or  Beauty  in  its  Infancy  ^ 

Nor  Wealth  can  make  it  e’er  untrue, 

Such  Hearts  as  mine  you’ll  find  but  few. 


V. 

That  ’twas  confin’d,  I  late  was  told, 

Amongft  the  Lambs  in  Cupid's  Fold ; 

If  fo,  pray  feek  that  Deity, 

And  carry  this  Refolve  from  me : 

VL 

If  he’ll  reflore  my  Heart  agen, 

I’ll  keep  it  from  Deceits  of  Men ; 

From  wily  Wits,  and  am’rous  Tongues, 

And  all  that  to  their  Sex  belongs^ 

VII. 

But  if  my  Heart  he’ll  me  refufe, 

For  ’tis  a  Jewel  few  would  lofe  ; 

Pray  let  him  tell  dear  Damon  this. 

And  in  Exchange  command  me  his. 

And  now  for  the  Dance,  the  Dance  Enigmatical,  Gentle¬ 
men,  ’tis  as  full  of  Satyr,  egad,  as  an  Egg ;  for  my  Defign 
in’t,  you  mufl  know,  is  to  introduce  at  Court  the  BlefTing 
of  Concord-  — You  fhall  fee  come  firft  enter  Concord,  in 
her  left  Hand  an  Olive  and  a  Myrtle  Branch  twining,  in  her 
Right  a  good  Goblet  of  Lamb’s-Wool. 


Enter 


E'4ter  Concord. 


Smith.  So ;  but  why  Lambs-Wool,.  pray  ? 

Chant.  Ay,  that’s  a  Novelty  indeed.  ,  . 

Bayes.  Why,  Sir,  ’tis  harmlefs  Rural,  and  egad  I  think  a^ 
jpretty  an  Emblem  of  Amity  and  Friendlhip  as  any. 

John.  Ay  among  Country  Hobbs,  that  dance  round  their 
Appletrees  at  Chrtjimas. 

Enter  Six  Figures  comically  drefs^d. 

Bayes.  Your  Patience,  pray  Sir;  fo,  now  enter  fix  foreign 

Figures  reprefenting  Nations - Obferye,  pray  mind  tm^ 

Fancy,  ’tis  notable  1  afliire  ye,  for  all  of  ’em  have,  or  ought 
to  have,  Concerns  with  Concord  there;  look  how  they  ogle 
her,  fome  with  Love-leers,  and  fome  with  Indifference: 
The  firft  in  the  Bear-skin  there,  is  a  damn’d  cold  frozen  FeF 
low,  a  Mufcovite:^  he  cares  not  a  Fox-tail  for  her. 

Chant.  What’s  he  there  in  Buff,  with  a  black  Crape  Neck¬ 
cloth  on,  and  the  blue  Shirt,  fhewn  with  open  Sleeves  ? 

Bayes.  Why,  Sir,  he’s  a  Swede.,  a  plaguy  mad  hot  brain’d 
rough  Fellow ;  but  the  Mufcovite  having  formerly  threfh’d 
him,  he’s  now  a  little  upon  the  Morofe ;  befides  he’s  over¬ 
aw’d  by  the  Turk  that  Hands  by  him,  w'ho  fome  time  fince 
paid  for  his  Diet,  and  lent  him  Money. 

John.  And  what  do’s  he  take  to  now,'  pray  ? 

Bayes.  Oh,  Sir,  fets  up  for  a  King  of  Piracy - -fends  his'. 

Fleet  and  an  Army  to  make  a  Defcent  upon  thofe  that  afpire 
to  new  Kingdom ;  all,  all  crack-brain’d ,  as  mad  as  a  ve¬ 
ry  Devil,  you  muft  know. 

Chant.  Then - the  fquab  Fellow— —that’s  a  Dutch 

Hero,  I  fuppofe } 

Bayes.  Sir,  a  Battavian.,  if  you  pleafe;-  pray  no  vulgar 
XVords;  to  fay  Truth,  ^i.Srnith.,  he’s  a  difficult  Creature/ 

and  w^as  lately  damnably  averfe  to  Concord - but  he  is  fo- 

ciable  at  laft,  provided  ’tis  profitable,  and  he  may  dan’ce  hi^ 
own  way. 

Smith.  But  pray  what’s  he  with  the  Whiskers  ? 

Bayes.  Odfo — foftly — pray  Sir,  a  High  German — >  plag'cry 

•iintradfable  too - and  very  angry  with  the  Frenchman  that’s 

near  him,  whofe  oldMafter,  it  feems,  before  the  prefent  Re¬ 
gency,  politickly  gave  his  Grandfon  a  rich  Manor  of  Land 
that  he  tho'ught  he  was  Heir  to ;  the  Frenchman' %  a  devilifh’ 
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cunning  f^ellow,  and  keeps  things  plaguy  clofe,  therefore 
1  lhall  lay  little  of  him. 

Chay/t.  Very  well,  now  the  lafl  there,  what’s  he? 

Bayes.  He,  ha,  ha,  ha;  I  thought  you  might  have  found 
Inm  but  by  his  Phiz ;  why.  Sir,  he’s  a  W’^himlical 

iLngUjbma'a.^  his  Humour  juft  like  the  Seafons  of  his  owm 
Country,  hot  and  cold,  fliining  and  llorming  in  the  fpace  of 
half  an  Hour. 

Smith.  He’s  a  Rarity  on  my  word. 

Bayes.  He  reprefents  a  Race  that  never  could  keep  in  with 
Concord,  not  fuitable  to  their  owm  volatile  Fancies  from  the 
beginning  of  the  World  to  this-prefent  time :  bat  he’ll  make 
one  amongft  ’em  nowg  you’ll  fee,  becaufe  he  thinks  he  can 
do  it  with  Honour,  for  a  lham  Peace  has^  lately  lluck  upon 
his  Gizzard  plaguily. 

Chant.  Methinks  I  long  to  fee  ’em  proceed. 

Bayes.  Come,:  all  hand  now  in  a  Circle — ^ — and  by  turns 

drink  of  the  Bowl.  [They  all  drink.']  Well  done - why 

there’s  Concord  now  I  think,  in  Perfection,  and  now^  we’ll 

have  the  Dance - Stay - butfirh  the  Catch  in  three  Parts, 

made  lor  the  Occalion— — ^Begin.  [Catch  here. 

A  Catch  here  in  three  Barts. 

I. 

Sound  it  o’er  Alhio>7.^  found  it  high, 

Peace  withP'ame,  or  glorious  War, 

^  Britijh  Sons  unite  with  Joy 

And  all  defend  great  George's  Crown. 

II. 

Raife  up  his  Glory  to  the  Sky, 

He  now  invites  your  Arms,  prepare ; 

Youth  you  can  ne’er  fo  well  employ, 

And  drive  all  falfe  Pretenders  down. 

III. 

France  is  reiiown’d  for  Feats  of  War, 
Tnoufands  tire  German  Braves  have  feen ; 

Some  the  bold  Mufeovite  will  praife, 

But  EngUjb  G-enernls  all  excel. 

IW  Who 


1. 


0  y 


Bai'es  7to  Poetaster.' 

IV. 

f 

Who  has  not  heard  of  bold  Villars  ? 

Who  has  not  heard  of  great  Eugene  ? 

Many  the  CzaEs  Renown  do  raife, 

But  conqu’ring  MarV h'ough  bears  the  Bell. 

V. 

Fill  then  the.Glafles  to  the  brim, 

Strong  as  the  Wine  let  Courage  be  • 

Firm  to  your  rightful  Sovereign  Hand ; 

For  fadlious  Foes  let  no  one  care. 

VI. 

Great  George'^s  Health,  we’ll  drink  to  him, 

Then  let  it  found  eternally : 

Three  noble  Bumpers  in  a  Hand, 

Peace  with  Fame,  or  glorious  War. 

Bayes  fin^s.  Peace  with  Fame,  or  glorious  War. — 

Hey  Boys,  (Gentlemen,  your  humble  Servant,  ye  have  oblig’d 
me  to  a  high  degree,  egad.  [Zo  the  Singers  going  offX\  Come 
now  the  Dance,  and  men  go  off  Kings  and  Queens ,  with 
the  Princes,  and  drink  your  Chocolate. 

A  humourous  Dance  here  by  the  Jix  Figures  and  Concord., 
and  then  Exeunt  alt  but  Bayes  and  the  Gent. 

Smith.  Moll  exquilite,  I  never  faw abetter  Fancy. 

Chant.  Very  fine  indeed. 

John.  As  fine  as  ’tis,  Faith  I’ll  go  and  take  a  Difh  of  Cho» 

colate  with  the  Queens - fay  what  you  pleafe. 

Smith.  We’ll  all  go,  and  then  come  and  hear  the  reft. 
Bayes.  A  loons  done.  [^Exeunt. 

End  of  the  fecond  Attt, 
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ACT  in.  Scene  I. 


Enter  Bayes^  Chanter  and  Smith, 
in  Johnson,  who  was  going. 


Eaves. 

J 


HESE  toping  Queens  have  given  us  a 
notable  Touch  of  their  Quality,  egad, 
for  they  have  whip’d  off  a  Pottle  of 
Chocolate,  before  a  Couple  of  Subjects 

could  haye  manag’d  two  Dilhes - We  muft  have  Patience 

till  more’s  made;  therefore  not  to  lofe  time,  let’s  go  on. 
Come,  enter  Princes  with  their  Miftreffes,  Armorilis  and 
E arthenofe ^  Prince  Votcius.^  you  muft  kfiotv,  has  provM  a 
very  Ro^er  the  Conifant,  but  as  for  Prince  Prettyman.^  a 
former  Love  - — . 


Enter  Prince  V  O  L  C  i  U  S,  Prince  P  r  E  T  T  Y  M  a  n, 
Armorilis  and  Parthenope. 


And  a  high  point  of  Honour  has  made  hiin  fwerve  a  little. 

Smith.  Oh  gad.  Pm  forry  for  that  with  all  my  Heart.’ 

Chant.  Methinks  that’s  ungentleman  like. 

'John.  Pith,  thou  art  the  Devil  of  a  Fellow^,  haft  no 
Mercy ;  have  I  not  been  tir’d  enough }  Oh !  for  a  fine 
Spell,  to  hoift  me  through  the  Ceiling  into  the  Air  a  little. 

r  Eo  Smith  ajide. 

Bayes.  There’s  a  Neceffity  for’t,  Gentlemen,  the  Plot  wull 
fiave  it  fo. 

John.  Whether  you  will  or  no,  Ha ! - ^ 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  ay - Come  Mrs. - ra-— — ^ 

Smith.  That’s  very  uncommon  indeed. 

Chant.  Hark,  let’s  hear  the  Miftreffes. 

Arm.  Thus  Joy  is  oft  fucceeding  baleful  Woe. 

Bayes.  They  have  been  talking,  you  muft  know,  of  their 
late  Delivery. 

Arm.  Thus  Rofes  Spring,  where  Neftles  once  did  grow. 

Since 
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Since  things,  Sir,  go  fo  well,  by  general  Voice, 
Let’s  to  the  Garden  Grotto  and  rejoice. 

P.  Vol.  And  give  your  timely  Thanks,  with  lilent  Noife. 

[Exit.  Arm, 

John.  Very  obliging  truly. 

Chant.  Ay — I’ll  warrant  her  a  good  kind  hearted  thing. 

Smith.  Aih,  fhe  has  Reafons  for’t  no  doubt, 

Bayes.  Private  Matters  mult  be  fettled,  there  has  been 
Kindnefs  between  ’em  a  great  while,  you  know  :  Now  the 
t’other  you’ll  find  will  be  more  fullen. 

John.  And  why  fo,  pray  ? 

Bayes.  ’Dsdeath,  Sir,  I  won’t  tell  ye :  Oh !  the  infupport- 
able  Torment  of  Impertinence- - Why  here’s  to  be  ano¬ 

ther  Turn,  Sir— Go  on.  Prince  Prettyman. 

John.  The  Devil  take  thee  and  thy  Turns,  I  grow  horribly 
Cropfick. 

P.  Fret.  Glory,  fad  Thoughts  out  from  my  Bofom  root. 

John.  Root,  why  do  they  grow  there,  like  the  Nettles  fh^ 
was  fpeakingof? 

Smith.  Nay,  nay,  Johnj'on.^  let  the  Metaphor  have  fair  Play, 
don’t  murder  it. 

Bayes.  O  Lord !  O  Lord !  but  hang’t,  I  won’t  mind  him 
— . Come,  prithee  anfwer  Mrs--  ■  ...a— — 

Parth.  Why  is  your  Heart  difturb’d — Why,  Sir,  fo  mute  1 
Let’s  follow  to  the  flowry  Garden, 

With  Tales  of  Love  I’ll  foften  all  your  Care. 

Bayes.  Soften  all  your  Care— - Is  not  that  a  pretty 

Rogue?  but  now  obferve,  now  for  the  Turn.  Come,  Mrs. 
— a — Pray  mind  your  Cue.  [  Bayes  mimicks  her. 

Enter  Thimblessa,  beckons  Prince  Prettyman, 

and  goes  otit. 

P.  Pref.  Hah — She’s  here — nay  then. 

The  Fates  will  have  itfo.  I’m  call’d — And  I 
Controul’d,  by  Honour’s  Laws,  dare  not  deny. 

Go,  Madam,  take  of  amorous  Thoughts  your  fill. 

I’ll  come  —  I’m  bufy  —  If  I  can  —  I  will. 

[To  Parthenope. 

Bayes.  He’s  horribly  diforder’d - damnably  puzzled,  but 

mull  have  her. 

Smith.  Ah,  Pox,  this  is  unkind  ’faith. 

Bayes.  ’Tis  fo,  yet  it  can’t  be  helpt,  but  youihall  fee  a  Salvo 
for’t  prefently.  Come,  Enter  Madam  Fleabitten. 

[  She  comes  in. 

D  4  Flea. 
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Flea.  Their  Majefties  the  Queens,  without  Delay, 

Madam,  delire  you’ll  come  and  drink  fome  Tea. 

{Exit.  Parth.  and  Flcabitten. 

Bayes.  Look’e  there’s  fome  Honour  to  abate  her  Melan- 
cholly,  however  ;  why  now  you  gape  and  hare,  and  1  war¬ 
rant  wonder  w'hat  this  new  Figure  meant  by  her  beck’ning, 

and  why  the  Prince  is  fo  Firly - Why  in  tw^o  VFords 

then,  this  new  Comer  was  his  formier  Miltrefs ;  and  when 

he  was  found  to  be  but  a  Fillier man’s  Son - -  w'as  his 

Kindnefs  grew  then,  and  Gratitude  lince  to 


Sernpilrefs 

fjch  a  Head,  that  the  Prince  being  a  Man  of  Honour,  is 

now  in  great  Trouble  of  Mind - What’s  the  Refult  you 

Ihall  hear- - Speak,  Sir - 

E .  Bret.  She  v/as  the  lirll  I  chofe  to  be  my  Mate, 

Fler  Pains  oblig’d /ne  in  my  mean  Eflate ; 
Honour  lays  then  to  her,  be  not  ingrate. 

I’ll  follow.  ,  {Exit. 

Bayes.  So — very  well, — let  that  pafs ;  and  now  we  mull 
vary  the  Matter,  by  a  Ihort  Scene  of  Politicks. 

Re-enter  FlEx\ bitten  and  Discipline. 

Put  on  a  plotting  look  Mrs. — a — Confider  you  are  a'Piece 
of  a  Poiititiaii  —  Come  Ipeak. 

Smith.  She  a  polititian  !  ’Dflife,  Sir,  I  took  her  for  a 
Chambermaid. 

Bayies,  A  Chambermaid !  One  of  the  Queens  chief  Wo¬ 
men  ^of  the  Bedchamber,  as  I  hope  to  be  lam’d — Was  there 
ever  lb  vile  a  Thought,  conlidering  the  grand  Family  of 
tht  FieabitteEsi  Befues,  Ods  M.ortiiicatlon,  Death,  and  the 
Devil  and  all  —  Has  this  polite  Perfon  the  fneaking  Air  of 
z  Chambermaid 

Chant.  You  fee  SmltEs  no  Phihognomifi,  Mr.  Bayes. 
John.  No,  Pox  on  him,  ’tis  plain  he  laid  that  to  alfron? 
thy  Work  ;  faith  Poet,  if  I  \verc  thee,  I’d  let  him  hear  no 
more  on’t. 

6  mi 

Come  fpe-ak,  ipeak,  ijie’il  foon  undeceive  ye 
rnillaken. 

Flea.  Well,  Ivir.  Oblervator,  .what  Inteliigcnce  have  ye 
brouHit  me  now 


dmitij.  Oh  hang  ye,  why  any  Flan  breathing  may  millake 
Bayes.  IVliftake,  ay  gad,  but  that  was  a  damnable  one 


or  Fm 


-Hoh- 


Ba.es.  Hah — What !  fm.art  and  pert,  you  may  know'  by 
that  fne  has  been  bred  at  Court. 

and 

I 
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lea.- 1  alFurc  ye,  Sir,  you  have  very  ill  fepply’d  me  of  !at(j, 
I  never  v/as  lb  afriamcd  in  my  .Life,  as  i  was  iali:  Night ; 
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I  was  with  feme  Ladies  of  Quality,  of  the  firft  Rank  of 
Phiz<rjgs^  who  were  alnioH;  fick  for  News,  and  never  a  con- 
liderabie  Lye  to  tell  ’em- — -Oh  fie,  I  fnall  lofe  my  Repu¬ 
tation  of  a  States-woman  quite  at  this  rate. 

Bayes.  Very  well,  the  Chambermaid  you  fee,  Sir,  keeps 
pretty  good  Company;  befides,  I  thought  you  might  have 
found  her  out  by  fome  Matters  that  are  palt ;  v/hy,  ye  dull 
Creatures,  ’twas  by  her  means  that  the  Queens  knew  of  thp 
late  Plot,  the  Pried  there  is  in  Love  with  her,  and  flie  ma¬ 
nages  his  Secrets  as  flie  pleafes - Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Chant.  And  betrays,  I  fuppofe,  the  t’other  Boutfeu— What 
d’ye  cal  I’m,  Behope - Hah  ! 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  ay — ^Now  ye  have  it;  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

John.  Has  it;  oh  notably  the  Rogue  hunts  for  a  Jed,  like 
a  Ferret  in  a  Coney-borro w ;  he  makes  it  bolt  whether  it 
will  or  no. 

Difeip.  I  heartily  beg  your  Ladyfhip’s  Pardon,  dear  Madam ; 
but  I  profefs  there  has  been  a  great  Scarcity  of  News  late¬ 
ly,  and  Invention,  I  think,  freezes  too ;  but  however,  incou- 
,-4:aged  by  a  Kifs  from  this  fair  Pland,  i’ll  tell  ye  one  topping 
thing. 

Smith.  Sure,  Mr.  Bayes.,  this  Perfon  looks  his  part  as  you’d 
have  him,  for  he  gives 'her  a  very  Amorous  Oagle,  methinks. 

[Difeip.  kijfes  her  Hand. 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  I  taught  him  that,  1  had  it  from  a  Pried 
in  Flanders'.,  the  holy  Rogue  would  look  quite  through  a 
Wench,  when  the  Fit  was  on  him;  befides,  I  told  ye  be¬ 
fore,  he  w^as  a  plaguy  Toad. 

Flea.  Come,  Sir,  1  wait  impatiently. 

Difeip.  Why,  look’e  then,  dear  Lady - you  may  put  it 

abroad  when  you  pleafe ;  that  the  two  inveterate  Parties,  the 
Royalids  and  the  Phizgigs  are  reconcil’d  by  the  Grandees 
of  the  Bank  and  Stock-jobbers and  to  crowm  their  Ami¬ 
ty,  are  all  to  have  a  great  Cudard-fead  at  my  Lord  Mayor’s. 

Bayes.  Ha,  ha,  haj - pray  hear  him. 

Difeip.  In  the  next  place,  tell  ’em  this  for  great  News, 
that  the  whole  Body  of  London  Jews.,  at  the  Inftance  of  a 
Rabbi.,  who  has  lately  been  charm’d,  by  an  Anthem  fung 
j  by  Monfieiir  de  Sol  re,  at  the  Chapel,  have  unanimoully  a- 
i  greed  to  build  White -hall  by  the  Model  of  Blenheim  Cafle ; 
that  the  Quakers  will  provide  Painting  and  Arras  Hangings, 
who  being  weary  of  their  former  dovenly  Garb  and  Formali¬ 
ty,  refolve  from  henceforth  to  wear  Pantaloons  and  Ribbons. 

Bayes.  Ha,  ha  ha, - there’s  News  for  ye. 

Flea.  Thank’e,  Sir,  this  is  fomething;  the  Devil’s  in  ’em 
tliat  won’t  take  this  for  a  well -grown  Lye.  Smith, 
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Smith.  The  Devil’s  in  ’em  indeed,  why  this  will  cram  the 
Maw  of  the  Town  ror  at  leaft  a  Month. 

Chant.  Ay,  and  make  a  flrange  but  in  the  Coffeehoufes. 

John.  He’s  mad  by  thefe  ten  Pickers  and  Stealers,  as 
Hamlet  fays. 

Bayes.  Shrewd,,  fhrewd,  egad.  I  warrant  it  flies  about 
like  Lightning;  Ha,  ha,  ha.— — ^Now  pray  hear  her  Con- 
cjiiflon  of  the  Scene. 

flea.  x\nd  now.  Friend,  qbferve - You  fliall  find  that 

I  have  fomething  to  inform  you - Come,  I  intend  to 

clofet  ye  about  it ;  I  know  you  Priefts  love  Clofet-work ; 
you  fhall  know  then,  that  our  Politick  Ladies  have  certain 
Advice,  that  their  High  MightinefTes  have  generoufly  refolv’d 
to  give  us  up  our  Herring  Trade,  and  lend  us  all  the  Mo¬ 
ney  they  got  by  the  late  War,  taking  our  Tally  Bills 
for  the  Repayinent.  Come,  Oily-fift,  come  in  and  you  fhall 
know  more.  [  Slaps  him  on  the  Shoulder. 

Difcip.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart,  fweet  Honey-fuckle 
ods  Sugar-fops  —  I  melt  like  May  Butter  ;  rare,  rare  News, 
and  Pll  fpread  it  about  ifack. 

Bayes.  There’s  a  Scene  now;  there’s  Politicks  and  Wit  to¬ 
gether  for  ye. 

Sr/iith,  This  new  Charader  fhew^s  Roguery  enough,  I 
confefs. 

Chant.  Ay,  there’s  a  double  entendre  in’t  too,  if  we  could 
hit  it,  hah,  'Johnfon. 

'  yohn.  Pox,  I  was  liftning  to  the  Fiddle;  don’t  difhirb  me. 

[  Fiddle  vjithin. 

Bayes.  Oh - now  for  the  third  Entertainment :  They’re 

tuning  I  find ;  a  Scene  of  new  Variety  Fill,  which  will  be 
fhewn  in  another  little  Mafque,  explaining  the  Humours 
of  the  City— Come,  firfi  enter  Difcord^  a  Figupe  very  well 
acquainted  there  at  prefent,  and  wu'th  him  \_£hter  Difcord. 
and  three  Figures^  three  Figures  more,  Bigotry,  in  the  Ha¬ 
bit  of  a  Jefuit ;  Faciian  in  the  Garb  of  aFanatick ;  and  Sfub-^ 
hornnefs  drefl;  like  a  Quaker. 

Smith.  I  marry,  Sir,  this  gives  an  Idea  of  fome  Diverfion 
indeed  ! 

Smith.  I  warrant  ye.  Sir -  [  Song  begins  here. 

The  firfi  S  o  N  G,  in  the  third  TTafpue^  reprefented  in  the  Fi¬ 
gure  of  Discord  drefl  like  a  City  Stock-jobber. 

Bold  Difcord  is  my  Ancient  Name; 

My  Title  too  of  greater  Fame'; 
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The  City  can  it  well  explain  ; 

A  fly  notorious  Knave  in  Grain, 

A  wheadling  Party  Robber, 

No  Brain  has  in’t  more  Turns  of  Wit, 

When  there  is  any  thing  to  get ; 

More  learn’d  in  City  Politicks, 

Nor  can  a  Monkey  do  more  Tricks, 

Then  I,  a  true  Stock-jobber. 

[  Bigotry^  Fadion  and  Stubbornefs  appear^ 

Second  Movement. 

My  Sons  here  ftill  are  woffe, 

A  Nation’s  greateft  Curfe  ; 

Who  boldly  in  Difguife 
Make  Religion  cloak  their  Vice, 

Who  boldly, 

When  Stock  does  rife, 

Then  to  the  Skies, 

Their  airy  Hopes  are  flying  j 
But  if  it  falls, 

Down  goes  St.  Paul\ 

Their  Church  and  they  are  dying. 

And  tho’  they,  like  Saints,  will  diffemble  with  many. 
They’re  Devils,  mere  Devils,  at  the  turning  the  Penny, 
A  dull  quaking  Moper, 

A  Mafs  Interloper, 

With  them  a  blew  Pradtice  of  Piety  Groper, 

Who  quarr’lling  and  fnarling. 

And  bking  and  fighting. 

Would  make  their  Commotion 
A  Cafe  of  Devotion, 

Would  make,  ^c. 

When,  oh,  ’tis  Money,  that  grand  Devil, 
Money,  Money,  that  grand  Devil, 

Is  the  Root  of  all  their  Evil, 

And  though  their  ill  Lot, 

Their  own  Vices  begot. 

The  Crown  and  the  Goveftmieht  muft  be  in  Fault. 

The  Crown,  ^c. 

"it he  next  is  the  Comical  Dialogue  between  BiGO  T  RV, 
(drefs^d  like  a  yefuit ;  Faction,  like  a  Farnatick  ;  and 
Stubbornness,  Uke  a  Quaker 

Big,  The  ftubborn  Sons  of  Alba  can’t  agree. 

Or  elfe  they  fure  would  ne’er  make  ufe  of  me: 

-  And 
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And  to  promote  _rheir  Jars  I  now  am  come. 

To  aid  ’em  like  a  true-bred  Son  of  Rome  : 

For  fo,  in  fpite  of  all  their  Laws,  I’ll  be, 

As  by  my  fhaven  Crown,  Friends  may  in  private  fee. 

Faction  comes  up  and  obferves  him. 

Taci.  Blefs  me !  oh  blefs  me !  if  my  Sight’s  not  gone, 

I  fee  a  Typ^e  o’th’  Whore  of  Babylon. 

As  I’m  a  Protellant,  ’tfs  fo ; 

Tho’  banifn’d,  yet  they  will  not  go. 

He  Ihevv’d  me  his  fnorn  Pate, 

But  I  may  profit  by  the  Bead 
I’ll  go  and  peach  him  for  a  Prieft, 

So  gqt  the  Rogue’s  Eftafe. 

[  Is  going.,  and  Stubbornnefs  flops  him 
Stuhb.  Hold,  Friend,  pray  hold- — by  what  I’ve  heard, 
Thou  want’fl  a  brotherly  Regard ; 

Thy  Mind’s  in  fome  Confulion; 

Now  plainly,  if  thou,  wilt  be  wife, 

I  may — Hum— give  thee  fome  Advice. 

And  bring  things,  to  Concluiion. 

Big.  You  may.  Sir,  as  well 
Keep  Noife  from  a  Bell, 

His  Soul  is  compounded  of  Jargon  ; 

For  as  bred  among  Bears, 

This  Rogue  flops  his  Ears  •  ■ 

At  the  ravilhing  Sound  of  an  Organ. 

Fact.  I  mufi  confels  that  Paean  Tone, 

Is  w'orfe  to  me  than  Bagpipe  Drone. 

’Tis  Popifii  and. I  cannot  bear  it. 

M  O  V  E  M  E  N  T  changes. 

Stubh,  Nay,  Friend,  thou  then  can’ll  err,  1  fee; 

For  Soundings  may  harmonious  be, 

Through  Morions  of  the  Spirit. 

And  when  a  Sifter  mounts  on  high, 

And  pants  and  fpeaks  with  Eclaly 
Then,  hum — good  lack  how  fweet’s  the  Voice  ! 
Facb.  Wnen  you  in  Revolution  doze. 

Big.  And  you  are  canting  through  the  Nofe, 

Stubb.  Our  Babes  of  Grace  rejoice, 

Faei.  Our  ftanch  Opinion  grounded  is  on  Senfe, 

We  ihew  nor  Miracles,  nor  Peter  Pence. 
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Big.  Nor  do  we,  when  our  Nonfenfe  plagues  the  T own, 
Require  a  buxom  Lafs  to  rub  us  down. 

We  hate  the  Wantons  that  to  fnare  us  come, 

And  in  our  own  Tribe  mingle  with  a  Hum. 

Big.  Fanatick,  leave  oft  your  dull  otuff,  andyour  Twang, 
Fad.  Sir  Priell:,  if  you’re  fawey  I  peach  and  you  hang, 
SiM.  Nay  furely  you’re  Vipers  of  Satan’s  own  Seed, 
And  Ihould  be  deflroy’d  to  extirpate  the  Breed. 

I’ll  caufe  our  Brethren  foon  to  join. 

And  both  your  Sedls  we’ll  undermine ; 

We’ll  vouch  you’ll  root  out  Monarchy ;  y 
For  tho’  not  fwear,  we  all  can  lye.  C 

Stuhh.  I  know  ye  all  are  Fiends — at  grand  Hypocrify.  j 
Big.  The  Canters  all  fhall  down,  but  plainly  for  thy  part, 
I  know  thou  art  for  Malles,  a  Jefuit  in  thy  Heart; 
So  thou  llialt  fcape  the  Lafh,  moil  of  thy  T ribe  arefo. 
Stuhh.  Plainly  thou  lyell— ahme,  the  Spirit  moves  me  now. 
We  never,  we  never  will  put  up  this  Wrong, 

The  King  fhall  comply,  we  are  Legion  and  ilrong. 
Fad.  We’ll  manage  the  Court  till  the  Jefuit  we  hang. 

Big.  We’ll  work,  like  the  Mole,  ’till  the  Canter  we  hang’. 
^mbh.  We’ll  mutiny  flrongly  till  both  of  ye  hang. 

Fad.  The  Jefuit  fhall  hang. 

Stuhh.  The  Canter  fhall  hang.  .  \ 

Big.  The  Quaker  fhall  Fang. 


Chorus  of  all. 

We  never,  we  never  will  put  up  this  Wrong, 

The  King  fliall  comply,  we  are  Legion  and  llrong, 

L  Fhey  all  fall  a  fighting.,  and  fo  go  off. 

Eaves.  There,  there,  a  hay - Oh  rare  Fanatick,  well 

done'" Jefuit,  oh  rare  Quaker — there’s  Mob  Commotion  for 
ye,  there’s  Hurry  and  Buftle  to  the  Life  —  egad. 

Difeor.  Halloo,  halloo,  halloo.  [_Shouts^em  on, 

Ornnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. - 

Bayes.  Come,  now  enter  to  Difeord.,  Envy  and  Jealoufy^ 
the  one  drefs’d  like  an  old  fuperannuated  Chambermaid,  the 
other  like  a  fupercillious  Italian,  ^  ^  [They  enter. 

Envy  fi>^gs.  From  gloomy  Realms  of  Night  amending, 
And  the  fatal  Lethes  Shore, 

Thus  new  Mifehiefs  ftill  attending, 

We  are  come  to  aid  thy  Power; 

Envy  and  dire  Jealoufy, 

With  potent  Difeord  ever  mult  agree. 

DifiOrB 
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Difeord.  Whilft  baleful  Feuds  Mankind  annoys 
Hymens  Rights  too  we’ll  deftroy. 

Women  may  count  Love  a  Joy. 

Smiling,  Crying, 

Whining,  Lyingy 
Of  another  kind  am  L 
I  am  fworn  Foe  to  all  his  Law  do’s  bind, 
Marriage  from  firft  Creation  was  delign’d,’ 

A  Curfe  intail’d  on  wretched  human  Kind. 

’Tis  noble  Difeord,  generous  ftrife 
That  gives  the  trueft  Tafte  of  Life. 

Marriage  firft  made  Man  fall. 

Had  I  been  in  the  Garden  plac’dy 
..  The  Woman  ne’er  had  made  him  tafte, 

’Twas  foolifti  loving  damn’ei  us  all. 

Envy.  Let  that  Humour  laft  for  ever, 

Difeord’s  Rules  to  fix  endeavour, 

Let  all  Nature  have  a  Fever. 

JealouJ,  Alba\  Court  moleft  with  Jarring, 

'  All  their  Joys  and  Pleafures  marring,- 
Let  there  be  perpetual  Warring. 

Or  if  zealous  Pangs  are  worfe, 

V ex  ’em  with  that  heavy  Curfe. 

Difeord.  Let  tne  Elements  confpire, 

Sea  and  Air,  and  Earth  and  Firer 
Let  loud  Thunder  cleave  the  Sky, 

Let  the  blafting  Lightning  fly  % 

Storms  of  Hail,  and  gufts  of  Rain 
Deluge  o’er  the  flowry  Plain : 

All  things  in  Confufion  bring, 

To  raife  new  Jars  and  bloody  Wars ; 

And  without  Caufe,  in  fpite  of  Laws,  join  to  moleft  tlieKing^' 

I  am  the  lofty  Power  Commands  all  thefe, 

Imprifon’d  Winds  can  from  their  Bonds  releafe. 

And  from  Caverns  free. 

Whenever  Mifehief’s  to  be  doneyoiimayTefureof  me. 

Envy.  And  me. 

Jealouf  And  me. 

Difeord.  Search  both  the  Globes  you  ne’er  lhall  find  there’? 
fuch  another  Three. 

Chorus.  Search  both  the  Globes, 

Bayes.  Very  well;  now  you  fliall  hear  Envy  give  ye  her 
own  Charadter. 

Envy.  By  Fortune  crofs’d,  and  Love  betray’d,^ 

I  liv’d  ’till  Seventy  five  a  Maid, 

And’ 
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And  now  in  Hell  have  Envy’s  Place, 

Becaufe  condemn’d  to,  iingle  State, 

Wnen  all  but  I  had  got  a  Mate, ' 

It  bird  me  with  fuch  mortaPHate, 

I  would  have  poyfori’d  all  the.  Race. 

Below  or  here,  where-e’er  I  am^ 

I  ftudy  to  defame ; 

To  Reputation  mortal  Foe,  but  conftant  Friend  to  Shame. 

I  fiander  all  Wit, 

And  a  Face  that  is  fweet, 

I  wifli  the  Small-Pox,  or  much  rather  the  Great, 

Sword,  Fire  and  Ruin  to  thofe  that  have  Wealth, 

And  a  P  eft  of  Blue  Plagues  upon  all  that  have  Health,. 
The  Soldier  I  wifhTor  his  Laurel  wore  Thorns : 

And  be  that  as  Life 
Loves  his  beautiful  Wife, 

Oh !  fend  him,  great  Phto^  a. huge  pair  of  Horns, 

I  ftill  have  a  Pang  when  Contentment  I  fee, 

And  Merits  Reward  when  ’tis  duly  prepar’d, 

Is  a  T orment  to  me,  is  a  T orment  to  me, 

Bayes.  There’s  Envy  for  ye— there’s  a  Touch  for  all  old 
Maids,  egad.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Come  now  for  Jealbufy.  Hark’e, 
a  W ord  by  the  by  ;  I  would  fain  have  perfuaded  her,  you 
muft  know,  to  fall  in  Love,  or  to  drink  a  Gallon  of  VF 
negar  every  Day  for  a  Month,  as  the  Jockeys  do,  to  make 
her  wafte  and  grow  hagged,  that  fhe  might  look  her  part 
well ;  but  a  Pox  on  her  ’twou’d  not  do.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jealousy  Si^sgs. 

From  hot  Italian  Progeny, 

A  Mixture  form’d  of  Blood  and  Phlegm, 

Of  both  in  the  extreme. 

Dame  Nature  firft  compounded  me  ; 

In  Pluto's  Court  I  took  my  firft  Degree 
And  Title  there  of  Jealoufy^ 

From  my  fufpicious-  Nature  ; 

So  plagu’d  I  was  with  bafe  Miftruft, 

And  with  flich  vile  Opinions  curs’d, 

I  thought  my  Ruin  doom’d  by  every.  Creature. 

Hence  made  i  Jars  in  Families, 

Difturb’d  the  Virtuous  and  the  Wife  ; 

Infcited  oft  a  happy  State, 

And  rais’d  Commotions  ’mongft  the  great ; 
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And  when  on  Earth  in  Wedlock  joyn’d, 

I  team’d  to  death  a  Wife,  joung,  chafte,  and  kind : 

Strong  Fetters,  Bolts  and  Bars 
Could  not  fecure  my  jealous  Fears. 

I  had  a  hundred  Eyes  all  gazing  round  in  vain, 

A  thoufand,  and  ten  Thoufand  Plots  and  Whimfies  in  my 
Brain. 

A  Thoufand,  . 

Enny.  Let’s  go,  let’s  go,  and  human  Peace  defroy. 

Jeal.  T o  trouble  all  the  World  will  caufe  our  greater  Joy  J 
Dtfcord.  If  they  Love  we’ll  caufe  a  Jangling, 

If  they  Wed  we’ll  force  a  Wrangiing, 

If  they  Friendfhip  chufe  to  guard  ’em. 

Wealth  or  Women  fliall  divide ’em. 

Envy.  If  with  Politicks  infedled, 

Jeal.  One  fhall  t’other  make  fulpedled ;  , 

Envy-  And.tho’  nought  appears  to  wrong ’em,- 
pifcord.  Difcord  ftiil  lhall  reign  among  ’em. 

[Exeunt  Singers. 

CHORUS  of  all. 

If  with  Politicks, 

Bayes.  Very  well;  fo  now  go  off,  and  then  enter  a 

Dance  of  ProfelTions,  and  fo  conclude  the  Act.  Ah - 

very  well  done,  egad.  [Dance  here. 

Smithi  ’Tis  fo  indeed” — they  have  acquitted  themfelves 
extremely  well. 

Chant.  Come— — and  now  for  another  Diih,  the  Boy  is 
there  by  this  time. 

Bayes.  With  all  my  Heart — tholl,  loll,  loll.  [Exesmt, 

End  of  the  Third  A£f, 
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ACT  IV.  Scene!. 

Knter  Bayes  and  Gentlemen^  as  before. 

O  W,  Gentlemen,  to  take  hold  again  of 
the  Thread  of  my  Plot :  In  the  firll:  place 
here  mull  be  a  Scene  of  Love  and  Ho¬ 
nour,  between  Prince  Prettiynan  and  his 
old  iClillrefs ;  fne  beckon’d  to  an  Affig — * 

you  remember,  fome  time  fince - Come,  enter  Prince 

Prcttlrnan  and  ThimbleJJa.  [They  come  inh]  She’s  jealous, 
3‘'6u  mull  know,  and  will  now 'give  ye  an  Opportunity  to 
fee  her  Mettle.  Come — — in  Verfe. 

P.  Prett.  Of  all  the  Ills  with  which  theWorld  is  curfl, 
Believe  me,  Pair  One,  Jealoufy’s  the  word  ; 

’Tis  a  Difeafe  of  the  moll  baleful  kind, 

And  therefore  call’d  the  Jaundice  of  the  Mind  : 

’Tis  always  fpreading  like  a  Canker  fore, 

That  eats,  and  eats - hum  [Boggles  as  mit  of  his  Part, 

'joh/2.  ’Till  it  can  eat  no  more. 

Bayes.  Gad^ookers,  I’ll  throw  down  the  Book — Eat  no 

more,  there’s  no  enduring  this - no,  Sir. — ^’Till  it  does 

all  devour,  are  my  Words. 

P.  Pret.  I  beg  Pardon,  Sir, - ’till  it  does  all  devour. 

Bayes.  Allulion - d’ye  mind,  Mr.  Smith,  a  rare  Figure 

in  Poetry — —eat  no  more — but  come  go  on.  Prince,  ne’er 
mind. 

Smith.  No,  no, - he’s  crav’d,  I  believe. 

Chant.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

P.  Pret.  PArego  it.  Madam,  if  I  fnare  your  Love. 

Thlm.  You  I  held  dear,  Witnefs  the  Powers  above. 

Dear  as  the  Foal  do’s  her  indulgent  Dam, 

Or  as  the  tender  Ewe,  the  frisking  Lamb. 

[Bayes  repeats  after  her, 

Bayes 
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Baxes.  Soft,  tender,  fwcet. 

P.  Fret.  And  I  the  bright  '’Thimble (fa., 

Dear,  as  kind  Hoflefs,  the  frank  Gueft  will  pay, 

Or  the  Hale  Maid  her  j-oyful  Wedding  Day. 

Bayes.  'Or  the  flale  Maid  her  joyful  Wedding  Day.  [_Mi- 
'micklng?^  O!  egad  there’s  four  Similes  tell  him,  worth  the 
four  Thouland  Pound,  he  goes  to  Law  for,  and  a  better 
Penny. 

Cham\  Very  pafTionate  indeed^-  Mr.  Bayes. 

Smith.  Oh !  \"cry  foft,  very  tender. 

Bayes.  And  yet  tnis  won’t  do,  fhe’s  damnably  yellow  for 
all  this,  and  you’ll  find  will  do  the  Devil  and  all  of  Mif- 
ehier. 


Thlm.  No,  Prince,  to  hide  it,  weak  isyourElTay, 

I  know  your  Heart  is  with  Farthenope  : 

What  has  fiie  done,  that  can  compare  with  me  } 

Did  riot,  \vhen  P’ate  and  you  could  not  agree, 

Thcfc  pliant  Hands  fow  all  the  Pieces  in 
Of  many  a  Lockram  Stole,  worn  next  your  Skin  ? 

Djd  not  iny  fmall  Steel  Engine  piercing  through, 

Oft  prick  thefe  Fingers  to  give  Eafe  to  you  } 

Baxes.  Ivly  fmall  Steel  Engine— Her  Needle,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
- - 1  told  you,  if  you  remember,  fiie  had  been  his  Semp- 


Johst.  Ay,  you  did  fo- - thank’c. 

Bayes,  p'hoo,^ - Gentlemen,  mind  this — — ’tis  ve- 

ry  pretty,  P^aith. 

Thlm.  Was  not  my  Perfon 


P.  Fret.  Well,  I  know  ’twas  fine. 

And  did  I  iiot  oblige  ye  too  vrith  mine.^ 

Did  1  not,  to  be  grateful,  every  Day, 
lielid’es  Endearments,  give  you  half  my  Pay  ? 

Bayes.  And  honourable  enough,  egad ;  for  you  mufi:  know, 
by  the  by,  that  the  Prince  \yas  no  better  than  a  Dragoon 
at  fir  ft,  tho’  afterwards  he  came  to  be  a  great  General. 

Thim.  You  then  w^re  true,  but  now  thofeDays  are  o’er,*) 
You’re  faife,  and  have  forget  the  Oaths  you  fwore,  'C 
Like  mellow  Fruit,  y’are  rotten  at  the  Core.  Eagerly.}  ' 


’'thcKOp 


■Furies  and  i'ire 


i’ll  cram  her  Yhroat  with  burning  Coals  like  Vortia.^ 

"W’iLh  Alps  like  the  JBgxptian  Queen,  with  Daggers 
kJT.Q  lio-mari  Lacrece  :  Revenge,  Juftice, 

And  dire  Revenge ! -  \_Kages  and  Exit. 

Baxes,  ilermtune  in  perfection,  ha,  ha,  ha ;  Ihe’s  gone  to 
phot  iVlill'hief,  but  ’tis  opportunely  enough,  becaufe  I  want- 

I  "  ed 
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ed  her  Abfence  to  bring  in  another  great  Scene  and  Dance; 
for  if  fhc  fhould  know  the  Queens  arc  in  Love  with  him  too, 
there  would  be  no  enduring  her  egad. 

P.  Fret.  Oh!  Women  veering  like  to  April  Weather, 
Now  fhining,  forming  now,  and  fometimes  neither. 

\^Exit  P.  Pret. 

John.  That’s  Nonfenfc,  begad. 

Bayes.  Egad,  Sir,  ’tis  as  "Eragedy  Verfe  fhould  be.— ^ 

Adapt  and  Ele/ate,  and  I’ll  juftify  it - Come,  draw  the 

Scene  there. 

Chant.  Ay,  ay,  ’tis  mighty  well - let  him  fay  what  he 

pleafes. 

‘The  Scene  op>ens  and  difeovers  the  tisjo  Queens  fe at ed 'with  Prince 

Volcius,  Guards  attasding. 

I  Queen.  "What  turn  of  various  Fate  has  chanc’d  to  Day, 
So  long  has  kept  Prince  Frettirnan  away 

X  Queen.  His  long’d-for  Company  has  caus’d  our  Fear, *> 
Depriv’d  of  having  it  no  longer  here;  ^ 

F.  lAol.  Than  whom  a  braver  Prince  could  not  appear.  J 

B.ayes.  So  well  bred - rfg  like  a  Prince. 

[_Iie-enter  P.  Prettimian. 

John.  So  like  a  Sow-gelder ! 

1  Queen.  Advance  this  vvay,  fair  Prince,  and  fit  by  me, 

2  Queen.  Sit  by  us  both,  or  vve  fhali  ne’er  agree. 

Smith.  Their  Majeftics  are  very  much  fmittea,  I  find, 
Mr.  Bayes. 

Bayes.  Oh,  Sir,  to  the  laft  degree. 

Chant.  Oh  !  Love,  Love’s  a  mighty  Tyrant,  Love  m^kes 
a  Queen  as  fupple  as  a  Sempftrefs. 

P.  Prettlman  gQ,es  and  Jits  on  t’other  fide  of  the  Queens. 

'I  Queen.  What  need  you  prefs  fo  to  invite  him  on  ? 

2  Queen.  Nay,  what  need  you? — But  more  of  that  alien. 
John.  Oh !  the  Devil,  can  iny  Stomach  hold  yet  ? 

Bayes.  There  will  be  a  thundering  Scene  between  ’ern 
prefently,  and  this  is  to  give  a  Hint  of  it  befgre ;  they  are 
damnably  jealous,  I  told  ye;  here  will  be  rare  Work;  but 
firfl  we  mult  have  the  fine  Court  Dance,  or  Entry. 

\^Dance  here^ 

E  2  The 
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'  7~,i/v  Dance  ended  they  all  rife^  and  come  forward ;  the  jirfh 
Queen  takes  both  the  Princes  ajide  a'nd  freaks. 

I  Queen.  Within  my  Cabinet  a  Book  you’ll  find, 

The  Owner  oii’t  will  not  be  far  behind. 

P.  Pret.  Y our  bleft  Commands  do’s  fo  much  Honour  give, 

That  who  delays  ’em - not  deferves  to  live. 

P,  J/oL  Baiinefs  avaunt,-  and  trifling  Fortune  wait. 

Your  Plcafure  is  Difpofer  of  my  Fate.  [^Exeunt  Princes. 

Bayes.  Now  here  is  the  oddelt  PafTage,  Pll  be  bold  to  fay. 
Gentlemen,  and  the  newefl,  that  ever  was  feen  in  a  Play; 
they  arc  each  of ’em  in  Love  with  both  the  Princes]- — hum! 
is  nor  that  new  now  t 
Smith.  Yes,  truly. 

'John.  Oh,  ^■ery  new - very  neyv - a  Plague  on’t. 

Bayes.  Huih - look,  look;  do  but  fee  how  they  lowr 

at  one  another. 

1  Qyieen.  Your  Highnefs  will,  I  hope,  except  my  Love, 
To  wait  ye  to  the  Door  of  your  Alcove; 

'Phat  when  you  with  the  Princes  there  refort,  . 

No  other  may  intrude  to  fpoil  the  Sport; 

But  think  not  that  I  mean  the  thing  I  fay,  [^Raifing  her  Voice. 
No,  Wretch,  ’tis  I  their  Hearts  can  only  fway. 

I  Queen.  That  you  can  fway,  you  infolently  think. 

But  if  you  do,  ’twill  be  when  they’re  in  drink  ; 

Cnee  1  remember,  at  a  Warrior’s  Fcall, 

When  railing  of  the  Siege  a  Town  rcleaf. 

And  they  of  Wine,  the  Soldiers  Rccompcnce, 

Bv  gulping  up  too  much,  had  banifn’d  Senfe; 

7"hcir  heedicfs  ftaggering  Steps  were  turn’d  to  you. 

For  whicli,  by  Jove  my  Hatred  is  their  due; 

And  Pll  renounce  ’em - yet  methinks  Pm  loth. 

Bayes.  Yet  methinks  Pm  loth.  {Softly  mimicking  her.']  Pray 
mind,  here’s  a  lufeious  Pdetaphor  coining. 

I  i^teen.  They  arc  fwcetMen,  tho’  1  have  made  this  Oath, 
Their  Bodies  clean  from  Pimples  and  from  Sores, 

And  Kofi  Solis— — iHies  from  their  Pores : 

Thev  kifs  more  foft  than  Nurfe  do’s  Infant  fair. 

Who  turns  ics  foft  Polleriors  to  the  Air. 

Bayes.  Ah — gad,  the  Image  of  that  lirikes  ye  through  I’m 
Au'c. 


Smith. 
Chant.  J 


^Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 


John. 


I 


''T-r'on 
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'John.  Pla,  ha,  ha. - Gad  would  thou  were’t  to  klfs  the 

Infant  with  the  image - that  I  have  of  it. 

-Lateen.  Worth  of  fuch  Pleafures,  I  the  bcftcan  tell, 
Since  ’tis  with  me  that  only  they  excel. 

I  Queen..  With  you,  hah,  am  I  then  for  Mildncfs  mock’d.^ 
Madam,  take  care  I’m  not  too  far  provok’d. 

Bayes.  Now — now — fhe’s  nettl’d,  now  they  begin. 

1  Queen.  A  burning  Blufh  o’er  all  my  Face  has  got, 

And  glows  jull  like  an  Ov’n  that’s  over  hot. 

2  Queen.  Then  with  frefli  Bavins  I’ll  new  Kcat  infpirc, 
With  crackling  Jealoufy  incrcafe  the  Fire; 

P"or  to  my  Clofet  know  they  both  are  gone, 

And  happy  I  too,  fhall  be  there  anon : 

Matters  of  State  miufi  be  confulted  there, 

Atfliirs  you  too  ill  fated  are  to  fliare ; 

And  whilli  in  Politicks,  commix’d  with  Joy, 

My dear,  vs\y  Frettlrnan  and  I 
Regale  in  unexampled  Ecilafy  ; 

You  like  the  Cooing  Dove  fhall  perch  alone. 

And  dol’d  with  anxious  Thought,  fob,  ligh,  and  ^ 

I  Queen.  I  thank  thcc,that  thou  doli  my  Anger  move.[A^?^f 
Ba\es,  Now,  now,  now. 

1  Queen.  To  feed  Revenge  I’ll  turn  again  to  Love. 

2  Queen.  You  Love !  fare  petty  Titmoufe  you’ll  not  dare, 

SJ^ondlx. 

I  Queen.  Yes,  Steel  devouring  Oilrich,  but  I  dare. 

\^StarUng  7ip  to  her. 

Jealoufy  burns,  and  i’ll  befo  reveng’d — I  will,  I  will,J  will — 

[Stamps  and  rages. 

Bayes.  Ah,  Statira  for  that,  efaith. 

I  Queen.  I’ll  meet  the  Princes — fpitc  of  all  I  fwore. 

And  grafp — that  thou  may’ft  never  touch  ’em  more. 

[Exit  and  t'other  fzuiftiv  after  her. 
Bayes.  Go  your  ways  for  Non  Parelio's^  egad,— — There’s 

fpr  ye.  Gentlemen, - fomc  of  the  dull  carping  Vulgar 

now  may  think  this  no  better  than  Scolding  betwixe  the  tAvo 
Queens  ;  but  let  me  tell  ’em,  ’tis  one  of  the  brighteft  Orna¬ 
ments  has  been  in  our  modern  Tragedies — for  many  Years. 

Smith.  Nay  I  mull  needs  fay,  Mr.  Bayes.,  this  lad:  Scene 
was  very  brisk  and  fpritely. 

Chant.  It  was  fo. 

John.  Phoo,  Pox,  the  Conceit  is  foie - 1  have  feen  it 

bTore  twenty  times. 

Bayes.  Before!  not  in  fo  fine  a  Drefs,  I  hope,  good 
S^eignior  Carper ;  a  late  Heroick  Author,  ’tis  true,  once  aim’d-- 

A  •  •'  'v  **  ■  f  '  * 

^3  at 
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at  fuch  a  Scene,  but  mme  is  fo  much  better,  that  Gadzooks 

Tm  afham’d  to  fpeak  on’t - Now  then,  for  another  Sur- 

hich  YOU  ilnll  have  eternally  in  this  A 61  ■'—■■■■The 


Queens  being  involv’d  in  a  vioienL  Paflion,  have  been  fo 
loud,  that  the  two  Kings  being- alarm’d  by  their  Noife 
in  Alt,  coming  into  the  Aiitichamber  heard  all,  and  order’d 
their  Guards  to  feize  ’em ;  the  tv/o  Princes  hearing  on’t  have 
cfcap’d,  fo  that  now  they  are  reckon’d  as  Delinquents  agen 

• - Gadzeoks  the  Plot  thickens  fo  very,  much  it  makes  me 

fweat.  Come,  enter  Kirrgs  and  Queens^ - Come. 


H 


Unier  the  Pivo  Kings  and  the  Queens ^  guarded  with  Belrope, 
Difeipiine,  Tokay  ^;^i^Fleabitten. 

Oh !  Wedlock 

1  King.  Oh  !  Wedlock,  what  is  worfe  than  thy  Eflate.^ 

2  King.  What  greater  Plague  than  a  deceitful  Mate  ? 
ivc  wc  for  this  been  to  fmall  Mifehiefs  blind, 

With  Patience  bojrn  the  Yoke  of  Womankind ! 

I  Ki'ng.  But  a  due  Puriifiimcnt  we’ll  not  delay, 

Coniine  ’em  clofe  ’till  wc  have  thought  the  Way. 

John.  What  arc  thefe  Fcllo'ws  Kidnap’d  already  too  ? 

[^Exeunt  Queens  guarded. 
Bares.  Yes,  Sir,  and  what  have  you  to  fay  to  that?  Sir, 
let  nic  tell  yc, there's  nothing  iikcDifpatch  in  a  Plot;  yet  ’tis 
only  the  Libeller  there,  and  the  Secretary  that  are  to  be  pu- 
niiVd;  the  Prieft  and  the  Damfcl  have  betray’d  ’em,  fo  they 
havcimpcach’d,  and  the  others  arc  to  be  maul’d.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

1  Ki'ng.  Idicfc  Criminals  may  now*  have  leave  to  ipeak. 

[The  two-  Kings  go  and  fit  in  Chairs. 

2  King.  Upon  our  feivcs'wc  will  their  hearing  take, 

I  Kinir.  hi  th’  fril  place  what  arc  vou.^' 


2  jsw.ng. 


m  rn 


next  placc- 


-you  r 


Bases.  Now  this  is  formal,  you  muO:  know,  as  judiciary 
Ylatfers  Ihould  be;  I  took  tliis  Hint  rVom  a  grave  juflicc  of 
Peace,  who  began  his  Examination  of  Criminals  jufl  fa: 
Eegii^agcn,  pray  rvlr- 
I 


-you  r 


i  /  *  CJ  /  -  - , 

1  Ring.  In  th’  firfl  place  what  are  you? 

2  King.  In  th’  next  place 
Tok.  ?Ac'S  CatOiique. 

Bel.  For  Money - I’m  a 

Oi  11  iV  part  Pm  aProtertant:  true  Blue. 


Difeip.  I’m  Shorn,  .'indfiiould  be  bang’d, — had  I  my  Due. 
Bayes.  Pithy  and  Ihort  ;  I  make  ’em  ccrifcfs  to  avoid  the 
IncehvYniclx:e  ©fa  tedious  Examination^-^—- And  indeed  the 

-  .  true 
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true  Dcfign  of  this  Scene  is  to  let  the  World  know  what 
pi  jguy  Vermin  fome  of  thefc  News-mongers  are,  and  what 
JVlifehief  they  do  the  Government - Proceed,  Mr — a — 

Difcip,  In  fhort.  Brother  Incendiary,  there  is  no  Avay  to 
incline  their  Majeflies  to  Mercy  but  plain  ConfelTion;  I 
havedone’t  already,  and  Thanks  to  this  good  Lady  here,  am 
much  lighter  in  Confcience. 

Flea.  ’Tis  true,  Monlienr,  and  therefore  to  fecond  him 
will  be  your  bed  way.  Arc  not  you  a  Spie,  Tranfub - 


heh? 


Tok.  Me  1111111  maka  no  Lye  at  dc  ConfclPon. - Yes, 

truly,  me  have  bin  de  ver  great  Rafcal  — but  me  receave  dc 
Bribe  from  him — dat  Is  ver  true.  [Po/Wx  to  Belropc. 

I  King.  When  did  you  publifh  any  true  News,  Sirrah  ? 


[7o  Belropc. 


Bel.  Egh,  lick,  fick - not  this  forty  Years. - Oh!  it 

comes  up  very  hard. 

Bayes.  Some  Peoples  Confcicnces  fly  in  their  Faces ;  I 
make  this  Fellow’s  now  plague  fiis  Stomach;  Men  and 
Times  alter  ftrangely,  Mr.  Smith.,  and  the  Politicks  of  the 
Coifee-houfe  out-do  thofe  of  the  Council  clearly. 

Smith.  The  Lyes  that  arc  vented  there,  indeed,  do  more 
Mifchief  in  a  Government  than  the  Politicians  generally  do 
it  good. 

Bayes.  Ay,  you  fhall  hear,  this  is,  I  think,  draw'll  to  the 
Life.— -Come  out  with  it  Belropc. 

2  King.  No  more  Delays,  Vermin,  but  if  you  expect  Cle¬ 
mency,  deferve  it  by  ConfelTion. 

Bel.  Oh !  if  you  mult  have  it  upthen, — for  the  Quiet  of  my 
Confcience  and  Eafc  of  my  Stomach,  I  confefs  I  was  bred  up 
in  Knavery,  and  born,  I  believe,  with  a  Lye  in  my  Mouth ; 
as  foon  as  I  could  fpeak  I  told  it — and  as  foon  as  I  could 
write  committed  it  to  Paper.— — I  have  flighted  the  Lords, 
llander’d  the  Commons,  abus’d  the  City,  banter’d  the  Coun¬ 
try,  affirm’d  fome  to  be  Dead  were  that  inllant  playing  at 
Picket,  and  others  alive  that  I  fawjult  before  put  into  their 
Graves. 

In  fine,  my  Joy  has  been  this  forty  Years, 

To  fet  the  World  together  by  the  Ears, 
ph  !  Mercy,  Mercy,  I  befeech  your  Majeflies. 

There’s  a  Fellow  for  ye  now^ - Begad  if  that’s 

not  a  topping  Chara6ler,  as  Times  go,  adieu  to  all  Genius, 
ifaith. 

Chant.  Odfo,  the  crowding  Bufinefs  in  this  A6l  has  put 
you  into  a  Heat,  Mr.  Bayes. 


Baye  t 


S6  The  two  ^leeyis  Brentford  ;  Or, 

Bayes.  Oh!  fultry,  fultry;  I  muft  unbutton  my  Wafle- 
coat.* 

'John.  ’Sdeath,  I  have  been  in  a  Bath  thefe  two  Hours, — 
would  thefe  Kings  would  give  Judgment,  that  the  Court 
might  break  up. 

1  King.  Break  up  the  Court,  we’ll  think  on  what  is  faid,"^ 

Oh,Brother,’tis  theQueen  moil  plagues  myHcad ;  > 

2  King.  And  mine  too,  but  we’ll  drink,  and  then  to  Bed, ) 

[Belrope,  Difeip.  and  Tokay  are  carried  off. 

[^Exeunt  Kings  and  Guards. 

Bayes.  I  told  ye  thefe  Kings  were  to  be  admir’d  for  their 
Clemency,  it  has  been  the  line  way  of  Writing  for  many 
Years;  but  come,  after  this  Glut  of  ferious  Bulinefs  ’tis  lit 
to  bring  in  fome  Diverlion ;  now  therefore  you  fhall  have  the 
fourth  Entertainment ,  fome  Humours  of  the  Country : 
Come,  llrike  up ;  the  firfl  is  an  amorous  Shepherd  declaring 
the  Power  of  Beauty  and  Love.— — Come,  Sir. 


Enter  a  Shepherd. 


SONG. 

When  Beauty  wall  its  Power  purfae, 

What  cannot  charming  W oman  do  ? 

The  Warrior  muft  abate  his  Rage, 

’Twill  make  his  Sword  quite  lofe  its  Edge: 
’Twill  make  the  Students  flight  their  Rules  ; 
’T'will  make  the  Statefrnen  look  like  Fools : 
The  grcateiL  Prince  ’twill  make  a  Slave  ; 

1  he  Niggard  lavifr,  Co'ward  brave : 
Trajan's.,  Nero's., 

Captives,  Hero’s, 

All  muft  truckle  and  come  too, 

When  Beauty  will  its  Power  purfuc. 

What  cannot  charming  Woman  do, 
When  Beauty,  Cfc. 


Ti 


a'lcs.  So 


now  comes  in  his  Wife  to  do  her  part;  I  dc- 
lign’ci  this,  you  muft  know,  as  a  true  Model  of  Conjugal 
Anedtion  :  and  to  be  rung  by  all  new  Brides  andBridegroon^s 
at  leaf  the  hrfl  W eck,  for  fear  the^^ihouid  not  like  the  Tune 


WJ.1  e  wi.  kVi 


Enter 
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Enter  a  She^herdefs. 

Smith.  Happily  contriv’d,  indeed. 

John.  Oh,  wonderful!  the  marry ’d  Tribe  will  be  much 
oblig’d  to  him. 

Chant.  Prithee  let’s  hear- - -no  carping  beforehand. 

S  O  N  G  II. 

I. 

Chloris  Since  I  my  Damon's  PalTion  know, 

And  he  his  conflant  Chloris  \ 

To  yonder  Covert  let  us  go. 

Where  Zephir's  Breezes  gently  blow, 

And  tell  our  Am’rous  Stories :  ‘  ^ 

The  Thrufh  and  Nightingale  are  there, 

O’er  Rofie  Bed  is  near  ’em, 

Who  Sing  and  Warble  without  Fear, 

Rejoicing  that  we  hear  ’em. 

II. 

Damon.  There,  there  the  fragrant  Woodbine  grows. 

The  JefTamin  fweet  embracing; 

The  Orange  and  the  Tubarofe, 

Of  which  a  Chaplet  Pll  compote, 

My  eager  Love  expreliing. 

Clofe  by,  a  Silver  Spring  do’s  rife. 

And  purling  glide  at  Leifure ; 

There  Will  I  gaze  on  thofe  fair  Eyes, 

’Till  Senfe  is  loft  in  Pleafure. 

Bays  Sings.  ’Till  Senfe  is  loft,  ^c. — —Ah!  dear  Crea¬ 
ture,  egad,  I’m  almoft  in  Love  with  thee  my  felf,  [Exeunt 
Singers. ^  but  only  here  are  others  coming,  and  fo  I’m  forc’d 

to  divide  my  Love  between  ’em. - -Come,  now  enter  Cr^- 

rnifa.^  a  Country  Milk-maid ,  who  fings  a  right  Ballad  in  its 
natural  Purity ;  kis  of  her  Sifter,  and  how  llie  balk’d  an  a- 
morous  Knight,-  'a  Courtier,  who  moft  barbaroufiy  made  an 
Attempt  to  get  her  Maidenhead.— Here’s  Variety  for  ye  ftill, 
Gentlemen:  Come,  my  Dear. 


Enter 
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Enter  a  Milk-MAID. 

SINGS. 

Chorus,  ’Twas  in  the  fiow’ry  Spring, 

The  LinnH,  Nightingale  and  Thrufh, 

Sate  on  the  frefh  green  Hauthorn  Bufh ; 
x\nd  jug,  jug,  jug,  and  twee,  twee,  twee. 

Mod:  fweetly  they  did  ling. 

I. 

All  you  that  either  Hear  or  read, 

This  Ditty  is  for  your  Delight; 

’Tis  of  a  pretty  Country  Maid, 

And  how  fhe  ferv’d  a  Courtly  Knight. 

Chorus,  *Twas  in  the  fiow’ry  Spring, 

II. 

This  Courtly  Knight,  when  Fields  were  green. 
And  Sol  did  genial  Warmth  infpire ; 

A  Farmer’s  Daughter  late  had  feen, 

Whofe  Face  had  fet  his  Heart  on  Fire. 

Chorus.  ’T was  in  the  iiow’ry  Spring. 

III. 

Oft  to  her  Father^s  Houfe  he  came. 

And  kindly  was  receiv’d  there  dill ; 

The  more  be  added  to  his  Shame, 

Since  only  ’twas  to  gain  his  Will. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the  flow’ry  Spring,  ^V. 

IV. 

One  Evening  then,  amongd  the  red, 

He  came  to  vilit  this  good  Man ; 

But  needs  mud  know  where  Clara  was. 

And  heard  fhe  w'as  a  Milking  gone. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the  fiow’ry  Spring, 


Then 
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V. 

Then  call’d  he  for  his  pamper’d  Steed, 

With  Piftols  at  his  Saddle  Bow; 

And  to  the  Meadow  rode  with  Speed, 

Where  fhe  wa^  milking  of  her  Gow. 

C horns.  ’Twas  in  the  lk>w’ry  Spring, 

VX 

Then  down  he  lights,  and  ties  his  Horfe, 

And  fwore  Ihe  miift  hiS  Pain  remove ; 

If  not  by  fair  Means,  yet  by  Force, 

Since  he  was  dying  for  her  Love. 

Qhorus.  ’T was  in  the  flow’ry  Spring, 

VII. 

The  pearly  Tears,  now  trickling  fall, 

And  from  her  fair  bright  Eyes  do  flow ;  1 

But  that  he  heeded  not  at  all, 

But  do’s  her  flraitthe  Piftols  fhew. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the  flow’ry  Spring, 

vnX 

But  firft  pull’d  out  a  fine  gay  Purfe, 

Well  lin’d  within,  as  fhe  might  fee  ; 

And  cry’d,  before  it  happens  worfe, 

Be  wife,  and  take  a  golden  Fee. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the  flow’ry  Spring, 

IX. 

Ob'!  keep  your  Purle,  reply’d  the  Maid, 

I  will  not  take  your  golden  Fee; 

For  weib  you- hope  to  be  repaid. 

And  greater  Treafufe  take  from  me. 

Chorus.  ’T was-  in-  the  ffow’ry  Spring, 

Bayes.  So,  hold,  hold;  enough,  enough; — ^ — >1  confider’d 
the  Story,  tho’  ’tis  altogether  pleafant,  would  be  too  long, 
and  perhaps  pall  the  Audience,  and  fo  cunningly  defign’d 
the  Gonclufion  for  the  next  A61, 

Smith » 
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Smith.  Oh  I  why  fo,  Is/Iy.  Bayes  - no,  no,  prithee  let’s 

have  it  out,  I  don’t  think  it  tedious  at  all. 

Chant.  Oh!  out  with  it,  by  all  means; - tedious,  ’tis 

very  novel  and  divertivc.  ’  ' 

N^ay,  egad.  I’ll  be  upon  fnre  Ground; — I’ll  have 
Leave  ot  the  Audience. — -If  they  fay  ay,  fhe  hiall  proceed,  not 
elfe,' — m  not  be  hifs’d  at  for  being  tedious,  I’nirefolv’d: 
What  fay  yc,  Gentlemep,  hiall  flie  go  on  or  po  ?  .  j 

X. 

A  thund’ring  Oath  then  out  he  fent, 

That  Ihe  fhoufd  prefently  be  Dead , 

For  were  his  Heart  not  eas’d,  he  meant 
Point  blank,  to  fhoot  her  thro’  the  Head. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the  dow’ry  Spring,  ^c. 

XL 

Then  making  Hade  to  feiie  her  wciit^ 

'  And  laid  the  Fire  Arms  at  her  Feet ; 

Whiifi:  Clara  feeing  his  Intent, 

Has  no  recourfe  to  Aid  but  Wit. 

Chorus.  ’T was  in  the  flow’ry  Spring,  Iffc.  .  . 

XII. 

She  feigns  a  Smile,  and  clinging  clofe, 

Cry’d  out.  I’ve  now  your  Courage  try’d; 

You’ve  met  no  fimple  Country  Mq.ufe, 

PAy  pear.^  you  fhall  be  fuisfy’d. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the  fow’ry  Spring, 

XIIL 

jMv  Father  takes  me  for  a  Saint, 

‘Tho’  weary  of  my  Maiden  Gcqr; 

That  I  may  give  you  full  Content, 

Fray  look,  Sir  Knight,  the  Coall:  be  clear, 

’Twas  in  the  ilow’ry  Spring, 


XIV.  LocJv 


B  A  V  E  S  P  O  E  T  A  S  T  £  R.' 

XIV. 

Look  out,  and  fee  who  comes  and  goes, 

And  you  fhall  quickly  have  your  Will, 

For  if  my  Father  nothing  knows,- 
Then  I  lhall  be  a  Maiden  ftilL 

Chorus. ^  ’Twas  in  the, 

XV. 

The  wdtlefs  Knight  peeps  o’er  the  Hedge, 

As  one  well  pleas’d  with  what  he  heard, 

When  fhe  do’s  both  the  Pillols  fnatch, 

And  boldly  Food  upon  her  Guard. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the, 

XVI.  ) 

Keep  off,  keep  off.  Sir  Fool,  fhe  cry’d^ 

And  from  this  Spot  of  Ground  retire, 

For  if  one  Yard  to  me  you  llride ; 

By  my  fav’d  Maidenhead  I  Fre. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  injhe,  ^c. 

XVIL 

My  Father  once  a  Soldier  was. 

And  Maids  from  Ravifhers  would  free ; 

His  Daughter  too  in  fach  a  Cafe, 

Can  flioot  a  Gun  as  well  as  .he. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the,  ^c. 

xviir. 

For  Sovereign  too,  when  Foe  invades. 

Can  on  occalion  bravely  kill. 

Not  fhoot  like  you  at  harmlefs  Maids  ; 

That  won’t  obey  your  favage  Will. 

Chorus 4^  ’Twas  in  the  flowry  Spring, 

XIX. 

Who  when  the  good  old  Man,  whofe  Cheer, 
Shew’d  welcome,  tho’ of  little  Coft, 

A  Rape  thought  on  his  Daughter  dear, 

Moft  grateful  v/ay  to  pay  your  HoF. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  oc.  XX.  Go 
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XX. 

Go  home  ye  Fop,  where  Game’s  not  dear, 

And  for  half  Crown  a  Doxey  get, 

But  feek  no  more  a  Patridge  here, 

You  cou’dn’t  keep,  tho’  in  your  Net. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the  dowry  Spring, 

XXI. 

At  this  the  Knight  look’d  like  a  Mome, 

He  prays,  he  fues,  yet  vain  was  all  ; 

She  foon  convey’d  the  Trophies  home, 

And  hung  up  in  her  Father’s  Hall. 

Chorus.  ’Twas  in  the  dowry  Spring, 

Bayes.,  Very  well  - - thank’e  Sweet-heart,  ’tis  a  little  of 

the  longed  ■ — r—  but  the  Relifh  and  Story  in’t  fhall  vie  with 

all  the  Opera  Trillo’s  in  Europe^  egad -  Come,  now 

the  lad  Dialogue - And  the  Dance,  and  fo  end  the  Adi. 

Smith.  Why,  well  faid,  thou  fpar’ft  no  Pains,  I  mud  fay 
that. 

Bayes.  I  think  fo,  this  now  exprelTing  another  fort  of  Ac¬ 
cident  relating  to  Country  Matters — is  the  intended  Plunder 
of  a  Cottage  in  time  of  War,  and  fav’d  from  the  rough 
Officer,  by  the  moded  Virtue  of  two  pretty  Farmers  Daugh¬ 
ters,  whom  I  make  him  fall  in  love  with  —  Hey  —  call 
Robin  the  Serjeant  agen — there — we  mudufe  him  once  more 
- - oh  come.  Sir. 

Enter  Officer  and  Serjeant,  and  three 
or  four  Soldiers. 

Officer  fings. 

Draw  out  our  Foot,  and  dank  the  Horfe, 

The  Gates  of  that  proud  Building  force  : 

And  bid  the  Churl  his  Money  bring, 

Whofe  fordid  Soul,  as  black  as  Ink, 

Would  never  make  a  Soldier  drink  ; 

Nor  do  one  generous  thing. 

Ssrj.  At  your  Command  you  may  be  fure, 

They  indantly  will  do’t, 

And  if  come  Files  of  Foot, 

A  Score  of  Men,  or  fewer, 
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Were  order’d  here,  where  now  we  are. 

You’d  find  fome  Bags  as  full  and  fair, 

And  buxom  Girls  to  boot. 

Officers.  This  feems  a  Farmer’s  Grange. 

•  Serj.  ’Tis  fo. 

Thofe  Earthworms  make  the  Money  grow. 

As  rife  as  Beans  and  Pe^s, 

And  tho’  himfelf  look  like  a  Louie, 

He  has  two  Daughters  in  his  Houfe, 

That  fhine  as  bright 
As  Stars  by  Night,  - 
And  quick  and  nimble  as  a  Moufe ; 

Hop  up  and  down  like  Fleas. 

Officer.  Stand,  (land  away - lure  thefe  are  they. 

Serj.  Your  Honour’s  Right—rA  Sorrel  and  a  Bay. 

[  Daughters  come  Itz* 

Another  Movement,  flow. 

1  Dang.  Be  pleas’d,  Sir,  to  draw  near, 

And  tafle  our  homely  Beer. 

We’ve  Manchets  juft  now  bak’d, 

And  Chefnuts  newly  rak’d ; 

Stout  Beer,  the  Bottles  breaking, 

And  Syder,  our  own  making-rrStout  Beer, 
Officer.  Oh !  for  your  Meat  and  Drink  I  think  not  on’t; 
There’s  fomething  elfe.  Sweetheart,  I  want. 

2  Datig.  Your  Honour  may  love  Fruit: 

We’ll  bring  ye  that  to  boot. 

A  Peach  that  charms  the  Puller, 

And  Cherries  your  own  Colour ; 

Fine  Plums  that  might  regale  a  Queen, 

With  Codlings  too  andi  Greani.' 

Officer.  The  prettieft  Fools  that  e’er  were  leen 
By  Heaven,  or  elfe  I  Dream. 

How  my  Heart  pants— I  mu, ft — and  yet  I’m  loth. 

\^AJide» 

Serf.  A  plague,  why  fure  he  won’t  attack  ’em  both. 
Officer.  Sweet - can  you  love— — 

1  Daug.  Oh!  yes.  Sir,  and  a^ord  a  Bargain  in’t  with 
Honeliy. 

Officer.  A  fimple,  fimple  word. 

’Tis  out,  quite  out  of  Fafhion  [_takes  hold  of  the  fir fl.,  and 
f  other  pills  him  away  ^  Come,  I  long. 

2  Dang.  Pray,  Sir,  mind  me,  I’ll  fing  ye  a  fine  Song. 

Another 
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Another  Movement. 

There  was  a  Soldier  brave  intrenching, 

That  Honour  priz’d,  not  Gold,  nor  w.enching, 

Was  ftill  the  foremoft,  never  flinching. 

Officer,  OhTranfport!  how  this  fecond  Fires? 

Come,  then,  will  you  comply  with  my  Defires  ? 

[To  the  fecund  Daughter, 

I  grow  impatient.' 

1  Daug.  Pray,  Sir,  turn  this  way, 

I  fing  a  little  too  as  one  may  fay.  [  "Takes  hold 
\of  the  fecond  Daughter and  the  firft  pulls  him  away. 

Another  Movement. 

The  Captain  from  the  Temple  led: 

His  kind  and  charming  Love, 

And  fairly  got  her  Maidenhead, 

As  fhe  did  well  approve. 

Serj.  They’ve  fool’d  him  quite,  I  fee  it  in  his  Face,  y 
Officer.  Sweet  Innocence,  how  charming  is  thy  Grace 

Luft  now  ebbs  out,  and  Love  flows  in  a-pace.  } 

Another  Movement. 

2  Daug.  Remember  Honour  glorious, 

^Twill  make  you  ftill  vidtorious ; 

Which  Peace  of  Mind  providing, 

Is  to  famed's  Temple  guiding. 

I  Daug.  If  you  would  take  occafion. 

To  plant  a  lawful  Pafiion. 

Sings  the  fame  Tune. 
What  Charmer  but  would  take  ye, 

And  ever  happy  make  ye. 

Officer.  I  will;  my  Heart,  by  Love  and  Honour  won^ 

,  So  much  admires  thee  now, 
ril  plight  a  nuptial  Vow, 

And  for  your  charming  fakes  will  fave  the  Town. 

Another. 

Draw  off,  my  Boys,  your  Powers, 

Obey,  and  dare  not  frown, 

Great  Honour  will  be  yours, 

Serjeant.  But  Profit  will  be  none. 

[  Anfwerlng  In  the  fame  Tune. 


Serj.  a'/zd 
Soldier 
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Honour  will  be  yours, 
h-omen.  J  ^  ’ 

By  this  brave  Adion  done- 
A^^'^Great  Profit  would  be  ours, 

If  we  Vvcre  let  alone. 

(j  fiT.c m  n7td''l  ..  T "I’  t- 

rry  >(jrreat  Honour  wnli  be  yours, 

14  omen.  J  ^  ’ 

otry.  Profit  would  be  ours. 

omen.  J 

Honour  will  bs  yours, 

By  this  brave  Adtion  done. 

^^“^"LQ-eat  Profit  would  be  ours, 
ooldiers.  j  ^ 
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If  we  were  let  alone. 

Chorzts  of  all.  Great  Honour,  cf  c. 

Bayes.  Great  Honour  'will  be  mine,  whenever  this  is  fung* 
Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  very  well  done,  egad — and  fo  your 
moil  humble.  [^Exesint  Slfzgers']  Come,  now  a  Dance  of 
Dragoons  and  Milkm_aids,  and  lo  conclude — [_Dance  here.J 
Look’e,  I  contriv’d  this  bong  and  Dance,  to  influence  Vir¬ 
tue  arid^  Integrity  arnongfl;  the  Soldiers ;  Puid  ’tis  a  fort  of  a 
mute  Satyr,  with  inftruAive  Hints,  that  inftead  of  debauch¬ 
ing  the  Country  LalTes,  as  ufaal,  they  may  reform  and  marry. 


Enur  Feeabitten. 


Flea.  Sir,  There  was  a  guilded  Flask  order’d  me  to  adt 

my  part  with,  and  Mrs. - —  has  taken  it  for  her  owm  Ufe ; 

fo  that  without  it  I  can’t  do  my  next  poifoning  Scene. 
Bayesi  Odfo,  I  mufc  go  and  manage  that  Aifair. 

[  Exeunt  B.  and  Flea- 
Smith.  Let’s  go  too — There  may  be  fome  pleafant  Scuffle 
arnongfl  the  Women. 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  AFi. 


^ 
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Act 


ACT  V.  Scene  I. 

'Enter  Bayes,  and  Gentlemen,  as  before, 

O  M  E,  Gentlemen,  now  you  fhall  have  my 
t’other  Walk,  and  fo  we’ll  conclude  ho¬ 
nourably  ;  which  Walk  I  muft  tell  ye,  be- 
fore-han'd,  will  caufe  fome  Alterations  in 
your  Tempers,  for  ’twill  raife  bothTerrour  and  Pity,  the 
two  great  Incidents  of  a  good  Tragedy. 

John.  Neither  in  me.  I’ll  give  my  word  before-hand. 

Bayes.  Oh  !  I’ll  venture  it - Come,  where’s  Mifchief- 

plotter,  where’s  Thimblejfa''^. — - The  Flask  of  Poifonl’m 

Pure  is  order’d  now.  And  Fleabitten — where’s  ihe  now 
Oh  here  they  are  —  pray  Ipeak. 

Enter  Thimblessa  and  Fleabitten. 

Thtrnh.  Like  fallen  Spider  in  his  Web,  that  lies 

Watching  how  he  may  catch  and  poifon  Flies : 

So  have  1  wraited  for  this  Interview. 

You  told  me,  when  w^e  lately  eas’d  our  Bofoms, 
Of  a  rare  Drugg  was  given  you  by  a  Wizzard, 

That  would  outdo  ev’n  Hecate'^s  Compofition, 

T o  rid  us  from  thofe  Letts  of  hopeful  Greatnefs, 
And  long’d  for  Love — ^give — give  it  me  with  Speed, 
I  long  to  be  in  Action. 

Bayes.  Blank  Verfe,  obferve,  by  w^ay  of  Variety ; 

Flea.  ’Tis  forth  coming— and  of  fo  mortal ,  and  fo  fell 
a  Nature, 

’T will  feife  on  all  the  innate  Intellects, 

As  foon  as  taken  dowm. 

"Thtrnh.  Oonz— let  me  have  it. 

John.  Oh  rare  Maudlin — Sure  this  Gentlewoman  has  taken 
another  fort  of  Dofe — by  her  fwearing. 

Smith,  She’s  in  a  plaguy  PalTion,  you  muft  fuppofe. 

Chant, 


Ba 


lyes 
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Chant.  Oh — Love  and  Ambition  work  in  her  like  A^na,-- 
fortts. 

Bayes.  PalTion  — why  the  Libtle  Creature  has  found  out 
now/ that  the  two  Queens,  as  well  as  Parthenope^  are  in 
Love  with  her  Prince.  Zoons,  would  not  that  make  one 
Swear  ?  belides^  you  know,  file’s  but  of  poor  Extradlion,  a 
Sempfirefs. 

Chant.  Nay,  then,  flie  may  fwear  as  Ihe  pleafes. 

John.  Oh — like  any  drunken  Carter  in  Thames-ftreet. 

Thir/ib,  Deliver  me  the  heliifh  Cordial  ftraightj^ 

Fll  do  the  Deed;  this  is  the  Hand  of  Fate: 

Keep  you  the  Secret  clofe,  wee’ll  both  be  great. 

[  Exeunt, 

Chant.  Why  thefe  are  two  dreadful  Creatures,  indeed, 
.Mr.  Bayes. 

Bayes.  Hum - VChy,  Sir,  it  may  be  they  are,  and  it 

may  be  they  are  nor — Gome,  proceed. 

Enter  A  R  M  O  R  I  L  L  I  S  ajid  PARTHENCPE. 


Parth.  Is  Prettiman  then  falfc— ^ — Oh  difmal  Fate  : 

Arm.  Are  all  my  Hopes  to  be  a  Queen,  too  late  ? 

[  Bayes  mimicks  ‘'em, 

Parth.  Pm  lick  and  tortur’d  with  the  horrid  News. 

Arm.  Ambition,  Fever-like,  my  Life  purfues. 

Parth.  Oh,  that  a  Cordial  fome  kind  God  would  give  ! 

Arm.  A  Crown’s  the  only  Cordial  I  would  have. 

Bayes.  Plaguy  relllefs,  damnably  uneafy,  at  the  Turn  of 
State :  Here  comes  the  two  Queens — they’re  fall’n  very  lick  too. 

John.  Of  a  Fever,  Sir  ! 

Bayes.  A  Fever,  Sir, - O  Lord!  O  Lord  !  there  he 

is  agen - D’ye  hear.  Gentlemen,  the  Devil  take  him,  he 

puzzles  me  fo,  I  don’t  know  what  I  do  or  fay. 

Smith.  Nay,  prithee,  Johnfon.^  this  is  barbarous. 

Chant,  At  the  end  of  a  Play,  too,  when  Biilinefs  comes 
on  thick. 

Bayes.  No,  let  him  go  on,  I  fliall  have  it  again  in  fpite  of 
him.  A  Fever  ! — no,  Sir,  they  are  lick  for  fear  of  being  be¬ 
headed  ;  you  may  well  think  they’re  in  fome  Danger. — Ha, 

ha,  ha ;  poor  Creature,  he  has  quite  forgot  what’s  pafl. - 

Come,  pray  come  in,  Queens - and  very  lick,  d’ye  hear  ? 
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Enter  Queen  s. 


1  Queen,  No  Comfort  yet,  oh !  who  will  be  fo  kind 
T o  eafe  my  fearful  Sicknefs  of  the  Mind  ? 

As  th’  tim’rons  Hare  that  in  the  open  Grounds  % 

Clofe  in  her  Form,  hears  the  ill-boding  Hounds,  C 

So  every  W ord  brings  Fear,  and  Fear  my  Bread  furrounds.  j 

Bayes.  And  Fear  itiy  Bread  furrounds - in  Verfe  again. 

Sadj  but  fmooth  as  the  dowmy  plumage  Sw^ans  do  wear. 

[^Repeating. 

John.  Or  Storm  oppodngFurof  RuJJianBt^Lr. 

Bayes.  Ay,  w^hat  you  wnll,  Sir ;  w^hat  you  will—go  on. 

ha. 

2  Queen,  Guilt’s  fulfom  Diet  do’s  my  Stomach  pall. 

And  ah  !  to  whom  fhall  I  for -Succour  call, 

That  can  with  Cordial  Skill  my  Pain  adwage, 

And  quell  my  P^oyal  angry  Husband’s  Rage  ? 

Bayes.  Now  mind. 


Enter  Thimblessa  with  a  Flask. 


Thhn.  They’re  here,  and  all,  as  to  my  Purpofe,  met 
Like  Partridge-Covey,  ready  for  the  Net ;  \_AJide.  C 

I  come,  great  Queens,  to  pity  your  fall’n  State.  [Tc?  them.} 

1  Queen.  What  News  abroad  ^ 

2  Queen,  What  fays  the  Voice  of  Fate 

Thim.  The  King  do’s  dill  perfid  in  Rage  and  Hate  ; 

Sharp  Knives,  and  Axes,  and  fuch  Butcher’s  Words, 

Are  all  the  Matter  their  Difeourfe  affords. 

1  Queen.  I  may  well  believe  we  are  undone. 

2  Queen.  There  is,  alas !  no  w^ay  for  us  but  one. 

Baves.  No  way  for  us  but  one.  [^Mimicking.']  Hold,  hold, 
now  fuppoiing  her  felf  in  fear  of  Execution,  and  refolving 
to  dider  mildly,  here  mud  be  a  topping  Simile. 

Smith.  Is  that  abfolurely  neceffary.  Sir  ? 

Bayes.  Yes,  Sir,  ’tis  always  counted  a  mighty  Ornam.ent; 
a  noted  Bard  lately,  at  the  end  of  an  Ad,  to  em.bellifh  the 
W ork,  made  his  Heroine  compare  her  felf  to  a  Bull  jud  go¬ 
ing  to  be  knock’d  o’th’  Head. - Now  mine  here,  *1  think, 

is  a  more  foft  and  natural  Fancy  by  much;  for  I  compare 
my  Queen,  to  drew  her  Humility,  to  a  meek,  lowdy  Coun¬ 
try  Cook-maid,  who  is  jud  defigning  to  dick  a  Pig. 

John.  A  Pig,  that’s  lowly  and  condefoending  indeed. 

Bayes, 
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Bayes  reads.  Thus  do’s  the  tuneful  Pig  in  K^ij’s  Arms. 
Smith,  The  tuneful  Pig  ! 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  with  Wick,  Wick,  Wick,  deplore  em 
fuing  Harms ; 

Mouth  hop’d,  and  Limbs  extended  fnowy  white, 

Like  tender  Virgin  on  her  Bridal  Night ; 

Yield  to  the  Knife  which  thro’  its  Gullet  goes, 

Whilft  gulhing  Purple  down  the  Bowl  exuberantly  flows. 
Ah,  Gadzooks,  match  that  Simile,  Mr.  Critick,  if  you  can. 

Smith.  Nay,  Faith,  Johnfon..  here  I  think  Mr.  Babies  has 
Nonplus’d  ye. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,' ha,  ha.  ^ 

Bayes.  Nonplus’d  ’ei^,  ha,  h^,  ha. - Come,  go  on. 

Barth.  But  of  the  Princes  what  do’s  Fame  relate  ? 

‘Thim.  There’s  Gibbets  rais’d  for  them  at  the  Court  Gate. 

Bayes.  A  bloody  Charadter  hers. - You  muft  know,  as 

thefeTor  Pity,  fo  I  made  bets'  to  caufe  Terror;  befides,  be- 
ing  all  her  Rivals,  the  fubtle  Queen  tells  this  Lye,  that  fo  by 
driving  ’em  to  Defpair,  fhe  may  make  ’em  readier  for  her 
Revenge. 

1  Queen.  What’s  to  be  done  ? 

2  ^ieen.  Since  of  all  Hope  bereft  ? 

Thtm.  Take  Heart,  oh  Queens,  fome  Comfort  yet  is  left. 

\_Shews  the  Flask, 

This  happy  Flask  a  Cordial  Draught  contains. 

Compos’d  to  eafe  th’  atflidled  of  their  Paius  : 

Not  Galiick  Nantz.,  nor  fam’d  Fisherman  Juice, 

Nor  what  the  noble  Clary  do’s  produce. 

Can  half  fo  much  revive. - Drink  and  don’t  fpare. 

It  is  the  fovereign  Antidote  of  Care.  \Givesit  the  Queen. 

1  Queen.  Thou’rt  kind — I’ll  try — ’tis  good. 

\_Drinks  and  gives  it  the  id  Queen, 

2  Queen.  None  better  found.  \_^Drinks  and  gives  it  Arm. 

Arm.  Moft  excellent.  \Gives  st  Parthenope. 

Barth.  Divine, - let  it  go  round.  'yAll  drink, 

Bayes.  If  this  is  not  a  barbarous  Devil,  I  don’t  know 

where  you  will  find  one. - This  Scene  too  will  make 

fome  People  be  afraid  of  being  too  eager  for  a  Dram  of  the 
Bottle. 

Tldm.  So,  now  to  your  Repofe  with  Pleafare  go, 

[_Exeunt  all  bsit  Thimblefla. 
What  Comforts  will  attend,  you  foon  will  know. 
’Tis  done  to  my  Wifli,  and  I  fliall  fear  none  of  thefe  Riva’s 

hereafter. - Now  for  my  t’other  Fool,  Fleabitten\  to  firp 

her  Tale-telling  I’ll  go  to  the  Kings  and  accufe  her  prefen tl  y. 

F  Tha 
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The  Flask  they  have  with  ’em,  which  being  known  to  be 
hers,  will  do  her  Buiinefs  effectually.  {Exit. 

Chant.  Oh  !  this  Gataftrophe  will  be  too  bloody,  Mr. 
Bayes. 

Bayes.  This,  nay  there’s  more  yet.— — The  Princes  are  to 

take  the  fame  Dofe  too, - Come,  quick.  Prince  Volcius ; 

pray,  Sir,  come  and  poyfon  your  felf. 


Enter  Princes. 


P.  VoL  What  have  they  done,  ye  Gods  !  wiiat  is’t  I  fee  ! 
P.  Fret.  Oh  !  dreadful  Sight !  dead  rny  Farthenope ! 

{They  go  in  and  bring  otit  the  Flask, 
’Tis  fo,  and  done  by  this,  of  which  Pm  th’  Caufe. 

F.  Vol.  Since  too,  wx^’ve  loft  the  Crown ,  why  do  we 
Paiife  ? 

Let’s  follow  flrait  to  the  EUJtan  Shade. 

P.  Frett,  Which  was  for  all  fuch  wretched  Lovers  made. 


{They  drink  and  Exeunt. 

Smith.  Oh !  horrible. 

Bayes.  Nay  prithee,  dear  Smith.,  have  Patience.  I  know 
thefe  tragick  Adtions  niuft  needs  touch  thee,  ^s  they  will  the 
reft  of  the  Audience ;  but  prithee  let  the  Play  conclude,  I 
tell  thee  ftill  thou  haft  not  my  Plead. — —Come,  now  draw 
the  dead  Scene  there,  and  fliew  them  all,  and  then  enter  the 
two  Kings  haftily. 


Scene  draws.,  a72d  the  two  Queens,  Frtnce 
Frettiman,  xPrmorillis  Par  then  ope, 

Chairs  all  a-row.,  as  dead. 


Volcius,  Prince 
appear  Jitting  in 


So ;  now  Pll  be  bold  to  fay,  this  excels  the  moft 
dead  Scene  that  ever  was  ftiewii  in  Tragedy. 


famous 


Enter  Kings,  'with  T  H  i  M  b  L  E  s  s  A  and  Fleabitten 

e-narcied. 


1  Kii^g.  Oh!  baleful  Sight;  oh!  wretched  Royalty, 

That  cannot  this  amend,  and  yet  can  fee. 

2  King.  We  were  refolv’d  Love  fliou’d  again  take  place, 

And  all  be  pardon’d  by  an  A6l  of  Grace, 

I  Kinz.  YdiXd'FFThirnblejfa.,  thy  Preferment  fliall 


I? 


qua!  thy  Loyalty,  which  we  extol. 
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2  King.  But  for  this  bloody  Trait’refs - let  her  feel 

The  fharpeii  Pangs  on  the  tormenting  Wheel. 

Flea.  Barbarian !  will  you  ferve  me  thus  ?  [To  Thimblefla* 

Tbim.  Yes,  Fool, — - - 

’Tis  juft,  I  always  us’d  ye  as  my  Too! : 

Like  modern  Wits  that  deal  in  Policy, 

Us’d  for  a  Turn  a  wlnle,  and  then  thrown  by : 

Lay  hold,  and  bind  her.  [The  Guards  are  going  to  bind  her. 

Flea.  Nay  then,  I’ll  play  my  Card. 

Kings — they  are  all  alive,  take  off  your  Guard. 

Both  Kings.  Alive, - how  can  that  be? 

Smith.  Ay,  how  indeed  ? 

I’m  Hire  we  ftiw  ’em  poyfon  thcmfelves  fairly. 

"John,  Ay,  and  they  muft  be  dead  too,  what  a  Pox ! 

Bayes.  Oh!  you  ftiall  fee  that  prefently. - D’ye  hear,  all 

of  ye,  are  ye  dead  or  no  ^ 

(Jmnes.  No,  no. 

Bayes.  Look’e  there,  I  hope  you’ll  take  their  Words. 

Chant.  Well;  but  how  is  this  natural,  hit.  Kayes'^ 

Bayes.  Why  thus.  Sir ;  I  have  told  ye  agen  and*  agen,  that 
the  Audience,  as  well  as  -your  felves ,  fhall  always  be  fur  - 
priz’d  with  my  Plots ;  fo  v/hat  you  think  will  end  one  way, 
I  ever  defign  anomer:  And  this.  Sir,  I  affirm,  no  Poet 
breathing  has  Wit  enough  to  do  but  my  felf. 

Smith.  Ay,  but  a  little  plainer,  pray,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Bayes.  Why  then  plainly,  you  muft  know.  Sir,  that  this 
Fleabitten.^  a  better  Head-piece  than  t’other,  and  a  great  deal 
honefter ,  finding  the  vicious  and  vindidlive  Nature  oiThim- 
blejfa.^  refolv’d  to  try  her  by  a  piece  of  Cunning ;  and  fo  told, 
her  fhe  had  that  mortal  Poyfon,  already  mention’d,  wdhich 
file,  wanting  it  to  difpatch  her  Rivals,  greedily  begs,  and  t’o¬ 
ther  as  readily  feems  to  grant ,  but  inftead  of  it  only  gives  her 
a  Flask  ftll’d  with  Sack,  with  an  Opiate  irft,  which  in  few 
Minutes  would  lofe  its  quality,  and  render  ’em  as  well  as 

ever. - zknd  now,  pray.  Sir,  have  you  my  Head  or  no  ?~ 

Ha,  ha,  ha. - Go  on,  dear  Fleabitten. 

Smith.  This  is  better  than  I  expePied,  Johisfon. 

Flea.  Within  ten  Alinutes  flie  my  Guilt  fliall  clear,  and 
prove  who  did  the  Deed. 

Kings.  Then  feize  on  her.  [Guards  go  to  feize  her.^  and 

[fhe  turns  mad  and  raves . 

Thim.  Burn,  burn  my  Chariot. 

Bayes.  See,  fee  another  Turn,  her  Guilt  has  crack’d  her 
Brain,  and  fne  runs  mad  o’th’  fudden. 

F  4 
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ihim.  Burn,  burn  my  Chariot,  1  am  'Phaeto'ft^ 

I  guide  the  flaming  Horfes  of  the  Sun ; 

Or  rather.  I’m  his  Spoufe - Cynthia  the  Moon: 

The  Stars  are  all  m.y  Pages,  fee  how  they  glitter. 
Each  in  his  Golden  Coat  made  up  of  Atoms. 

Their  Food  Coffee-Berries  fcorch’d  by  Lightning, 

1  hat  burns  the  Souls  of  Fionarchs  into  Cruft ; 
Mingling  in  melted  Vows  inftead  of  Vfater. 

You  Kings  are  my  Gallants. - Come  let’s  to  bed 


Eut  you’re  fo  old 
PvOyalty’s  rotten. 


)u  cough,  and  fnore,  and  fpit. 

■Give  me  found  Flearr  of  Oak. 

[_Looking  on  P.  Prettimaii. 
I  fhake  your  Leaves  off.  {Shakes  But  there’s  a  Pine,  hah. 
Oh,  ye  Gods!  —  he’s  crooked,  grow  ftrai^ht,  for  Shame; 
ftaiid  ftrmly  like  a  Cedar — I  heard  him  breathe,  he  plays  Dog- 
fleep  to  balk  me. — If  fo.  I’ll  dive  and  get  a  Lobfter’s  Claw, 
alive  I’ll  get  one;  and  fo  pinch  his  Nofe,  I’llm.ake  him  roar 
’till  he  leave  otf  dilfembling. — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  he’s  mount¬ 
ing,  and  Vapour  like,  fee  he’s  exhal’d  on  high : — I’ll  follow 
and  purfue  him  through  the  Sky. 

Ride  on  a  Whirlwind,  make  proud  Jove  obey  : 

I  come,  I  come,  ye  Clods  of  Earth,  give  way. 

{Rujhes  thro'*  the  Guards^  throvjs  jome  down  and.  Exit. 

Bayes.  Oh !  rarely  adbed,  finely  perform’d,  egad,  Mrs. — 
This,”^  Gentlemen,  is  a  Trick,  you  muft  know,  often  us’d  by 
dome  very  great  Authors;  who  when  they  don’t  know  what 
to  do  w'ith  a  Cnaracter  in  their  Plays,  they  make  it,  to  amiufe 
the  Audience,  run  dark  mad;  which  do’s  theBufinefs  rare¬ 
ly. — ^Eut  now  for  their  Majefties  Act  of  Grace  in  Condufi- 
on,  and  then  all  fiiall  end  merrily. 

John.  So,  that’s  well. 

If  Goddefs  Jti'no  would  my  Spoufe  reftore. 


I  Kin 


'S' 


1  Krnz, 

^  .  o 


I  WOUi 


m '  r> 

t  \  s. . 


la  coat  on  her  once  more. 


I  King 


And  I  be  fonder  than  I  was  before. 

Thele  Princes,  tho’  diftoyai,  pardon  too, 

And  in  a  friendly  Dance  new  Joys  purlue. 

Flea.  Sound  Ivlufick  there,  fee,  they  begin  to  Vv^ake. 

he  Tune  of  a  Dance  is  ylaid.^  the  fir  ft  Queen  yavjns rifes 
fowly  //j?,  rnakes  a  Curtejy.,  and  takes  the  firjt  King.^  who 
frnihng  kif  es  it. 


I  Queen.  A  Dance — nay  then  this  Hand  I  humbly  take. 
z  Queen.  I  this,  and  hope  I  lhali  Atonc'ircnt  make. 

{Ta.ves  the  decond  Kin7'’s  Hand. 
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P.  Vol.  Then  this  is  mine.  SJ^akes  Armorillis. 

Arm.  This  mine. 

P.  Pret.  This  mine.  \^akes  Parthenope. 

Parth.  This  mine. 

Qrnnes,  And  all  with  Thanks  in  the  Diverfion  join. 

Here  they  all  Dance  zuith  hugging  and  kljfing.,  infpir^d  hy 
'  ■  Cupid  and  YtnViS  defcendlng  from  the  Clouds. 

Bayes.  Now  here’s  the  finefl:  Dance  in  the  World - - 

There’s  for  ye  now,  egad,  I  can’t  forbear  fainting  ’em  my 
felf  in  this  Pance;  and  to  make  ’em  finifh  the  Play  in  Joy 
and  Peace,  is  beyond  all  other  Conclulions  in  the  World, 

I  think. 

John.  Be  the  reft  of  the  Play  v/hat  it  will ,  the  Conclu- 
fion  of  it,  by  is  good. — Hark’e,  Friend,  [To  a  Scene- 

keeper.  ]  prithee  try  if  thou  can’d  get  me  a  Dram  of  fome- 
thing. 

Smith.  I  can’t  conclude  fure  ’till  that  Gentlewoman 
{Fieabitten~\  is  rewarded. 

Chant.  Ay,  that  indeed  mud  be  thought  on,  and  then  all’s 
in  order. 

Bayes.  Why  then  flie  fliall  be  rewarded,  Sir,  if  you’ll  have 
Patience.  The  Queens,  you  fee,  are  jud  going  to  comple¬ 
ment  her ;  look’e  there,  [The  Queens  go  and  make  Curtefies.^ 
and  IPAnfper  Fleabitten.]  file’s  happier  than  the  Poet  is,  fhe’s 
to  have  a  confiderable  Place  at  Court. 

John.  What,  without  being  fent  to  learn  Spanijh  ? 

Bayes.  Ay,  Sir,  without  being  fent  to  learn  SpanlJh.,  good 

Mr.  Biter;  are  you  let  into  that  Secret ! - Well,  thus  far 

I  think  we  are  right. — Now  for  the  lad  vocal  Entertainment, 
and  then  you’re  welcome,  Gentlemen. 

John.  Egad,  the  Entertainment  mud  day  for  me,  my  Sto¬ 
mach  wambles  fo,  I  mud  go  and  look  after  my  Dram.. 

Smith.  Why  Faith,  I  think  a  Dram,  as  he  fays,  will  be 
no  falfe  Latin.^  and  then  we’ll  come  and  hear  the  Conciu- 
lion. 

Bayes.  Let  ’em  go,  the  Jed  is  coming  toDifcovery.  [Exit 
]o\\iAovi  and  Smith]  And  now  we  are  alone,  my  Friend,  I 
give  ye  Thanks  for  your  Share  in’r. 

Chant.  I  think  I  han’t  been  wanting  to  humour  Matters  as 
you  order’d  me ;  and  if  your  comical  A61ion,'  lately  rehears’d, 
has  been  a  Bite  upon  our  Criticks,  Smith  and  Johnfon  yon¬ 
der,  but  efpecially  the  lad,  I  fliall  find  my  felf  very  well  di- 
-yerted  wkh  the  Pleafure  of  turning  the  Jed  upon  him;  not 
'  :  - 1  _  “  only 
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only  by  fhewing  your  fuperior  Talent  of  Underflandingy 
which  he  now  very  much  doubts ;  but  alfo  by  their  finding 
the  Drama  here,  which  he  has  all  along  ridicul’d,  to  be  effen- 
tially  proper  in  its  felf,  and  writ  on  puipofe  in  this  manner 
for  the  Town’s  Diverfion. 

Bayes,  The  ill  Nature  of  Criticifm  is  grown  to  fo  mon- 
ftrous  a  Degree,  and  the  Wits  of  that  kind  are  fo  plung’d  in 
their  own  Self-opinions,  that  for  the  mere  fake  of  condemn¬ 
ing  a  whole  Piece,  they  fhall  negligently  overlook  feveral 
Beauties  in  it  that  deferve  Applaufe ;  of  this  inveterate  kind 
IS  Jahnfon,^  whom,  by  ridiculing  my  felf  in  Adtion,  I  and 
my  Piece  here  have  banter’d  all  this  while ;  and  who,  for  all 
his  boalled  Learning  and  Judgment,  do’s  not  enter  into  the 
Merit  of  my  Caufe. 

Chant,  There  lies  the  Marrow  of  the  Jefl,  I  fhall  laugh  at 
him  egregioufly  when  webring  him  to  own  his  Miilake;  -  I 
have  lent  him  the  Book  you  gave  me,  your  Remarks  on  hu¬ 
man  Learning. 

Bayes,  I  heard  fo,  and  that  it  has  the  Luck  even  to  con- 
troul  his  Criticifm ,  for  they  fay  he  commends  it  to  the 
Skies. 

Chant,  He’s  raviflit  with’t,  calls  it.  The  Wonderful ; - - 

fwears  Arifiotle  and  Bliny  were  mere  Dunces  to  the  Author 
of  that,  which  makes  our  Defign  the  more  pleafant  flilL 

Bayes,  Through  all  my  Piece,  hitherto,  it  has  feem’d  a 
Banter  upon  Poets  and  Poetry;  now ’tis  high  time  to  let  the 
Satyr  turn  upon  the  Criticks,  and  by  proving  the  fubjedl  Mat¬ 
ter  only  fpurious,  lliew  the  Excellence  of  that  charming  Aly- 
fiery,  and  curb  the  Rafhnefs  of  thofe  w^ho  fiippofe  them- 
felves  Judges  of  Wit  and  Writings,  and  yet  in  reality  come 
very  fhort  of  the  Matter :  But  here  they  are  again, — now  for 
the  Alufick,  and  then  we  fhall  hear  the  Sentence.- 
Gentlemen. 


'Gome, 


Enter  Johnson  ana  S  i  T  h. 


And  now  to  entertain  you.  Sir,  particularly,  John- 
fon.]  I  have  contriv’d  another  Opera  Rarity,  it  has  al¬ 
ways  been  a  great  Beauty  in  ’em  to  get  a  Lyon,  or  a  Bear 
in,  to  put  one  of  the  chief  Adlors  iiiDiflrcfs;  who  being  ve  ¬ 
ry  outragious  upon  the  poor  Fellow  that  was  cover’d  in  the 
Adonfter’s  Shape  ,  and  to  Lew  his  extreme  Valour,  has  of¬ 
ten  beat  and  bruifed  him  moil  unmercifully.  Now  to  Lew 
a  little  more  Decency,  and  fave  the  Sc^ne^keeper,  who  ge¬ 
nerally 
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aerally  had  not  above  half  a  Crown  a  time  for  having  his 
Bones  broke,  I  have  contriv’d  fomething,  for  I  confefs  I 
would  have  a  Lyon  if  poflible. 

Smith,  Oh !  nothing  more  natural  in  an  Opera  than  a  Ly- 
on,  y\x. Bayes, 

John,  Ay,  or  the  Creature  that  goes  about  with  long  Ears 
would  do  very  well. 

Chant,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bayes.  Well,  well,  for  all  that,  this  is  purpofely  prefent- 
ed  to  your  Parts,  Faith,  Mr.  Johnfon,  Now  my  Contriv¬ 
ance  is  this,' — I  bring  my  Hero,  who  muft  be  a  fine  Singer, 
you  mufi  know,  upon  the  Stage  ;  the  feeming  Lyon  attacks 
him; — but  here’s  the  Turn  now — theOppofer  is  only  a  Scotch 
Conjurer,  or  Magician,  who  puts  himfelf  into  a  Lyon’s 
Shape  to  defiroy  the  Hero,  who  is  one  of  King  George's  Of¬ 
ficers,  and  was  finging  in  a  Wood  near  the  Camp  there; 
but  hearing  his  melodious  and  delicate  Trillo,^  is  fo  charm’d, 
that  after  two  or  three  Flouriihes  and  flight  Buffets  receiv’d, 
he  fings  the  Bafs  part  in  a  Dialogue  with  him,  and  afterwards 
SI  Scotch  where  giving  him  theVidlory,  he  faves  the 

Breath  of  the  one,  and  the  Bones  of  the  other — Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Smith,  Admirably  well  contriv’d.  Sir. 

Bayes.  Well,  if  you  like  it.  Gentlemen,  I’ll  crowd  it 
fomewhere  amongfl:  the  refl.  Come,  enter  Hero,  his  Sword 
drawn  for  the  Combat,  and  let  the  Lyon  be  ready  to  anfwer 
and  fing  the  Scotch  Song.  y 

Enter  Hero  and  Lyon, 

Hero  fings  in  Recitative, 

Alas,  alas,  alas,  what  ails  me, 

Methinks  my  Strength  and  Courage  fails  me ; 

’Tis  fo,  and  if  Fate  don’t  reftore  me. 

This  horrid  Monfter  m.ay  devour  me : 

Yet  I’ve  a  Mufick  Spell,  aiy^i/  gave  me, 

Is  Sovereign,  and  perhaps  may  fave  me. 

Air,  Oh !  Mufick  that  with  moving  Art, 

Infpires  the  Brain  and  charms  the  Heart, 

In  gentle  Numbers  now  infufe 
Such  Strains  to  the  harmonious  Mufe, 

As  may  with  Joy  to  Mortals  fhew 
All  they  can  prove  Divine  below* 
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Ijyon  fings  in  Recitative , 

Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh.  I’ve  lofl  all  Power. 

Bayes.  Egad,  fo  methinks ;  is  that  like  the  roar  of  a  Ly¬ 
on,  Sir?  Yon  ihould  roar  out.  Oh,  oh,  as  if  you  were  to 
be  heard  all  over  the  Foreft. — Prithee,  Jack  w’hat  d’ye  calPni, 
do’t  agen,  for  Shame. 

Lyon,  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh,  I’ve  loft  all  Power,  J 

My  Charm’s  out-done,  and  at  this  Hour  > 

I  cannot  leap,  nor  ladi,  nor  roar.  3 

Hero»  What  art  thou,  in  the  name  of  Wonder, 

With  Lyon  Shape,  and  Voice  of  Thunder  ? 

Some  grand  Inchanter’s  Fiend,  or  what^ 

A  Beall,  a  Devil,  or  a  Scot  ? 

Byon^  Hear  but  my  Air 

All  will  appear. 

Sings  a  Scotch  Song. 


Ife  a  Highland  Laddy, 
Muckle,  flout  and  bold, 

As  e’er  wore  a  P laddy 
Wrapping  from  the  Cold. 
A  rank  Union  hater. 

Which  did  us  nea  Gud, 
And  to  root  that  Matter, 
Woons  Ife  leafe  my  Blood. 

IF 

Daddy  dealt  in  Charming, 
We’ll  he’d  cure  the  Itch  ; 
Weather  too  make  florming, 
Mamm.y  was  a  Witch  :  ' 

Fra  thefe  twa  gud  People 
Came  my  Conj’ting  Skill ; 
lean  fire  a  Steeple, 

Or  can  raife  the  De’eh 


Jil.  Oft 
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III. 

Oft  my  fel  transforming 
To  fmaw  Bead  or  large,- 
I  abroad  am  harming, 

Aw  that  love  King  George^ 

But  your  Charm  is  ftronger 
By  a  high  Degree, 

I  can  roar  no  longer, 

You  have  conquer’d  me. 

Hero  in  Recitative, 

Vi^coria^  HiSloria^  vive  le  Roy^  vive  le  Roy\  Vi<^oria» 
Since  Fate  alone  this  Deed  has  done, 

I  muft  Affairs  to  Orders  bring ; 

And  wiff  the  King’s  vile  Enemies, 

That  ever  dare  againu  him  rife 
All  ty’d  in  fuch  a  String. 

[Fetches  a  Cord  and  puts  abozit  the  hyoFs  Heckl 
Jir.  Juft  as  m}  Mulick  conquer’d  thee. 

So  will  the  King  each  Enemy, 

’Twill  be  but  vain  oppoftng: 

Ye  ragged  Loons  that  won’t  obey. 

And  have  in  Hopes  a  fmiling  Day, 

’Ware,  ’ware  the  fatal  clofing. 

[Leads  ozit  the  Lyon  by  the  Halter, 
Bayes,  So,  fo;  wEy  there’s  the  Lyon  conquer’d  now,  and 
the  Ladies  not  frighted  at  all  with  a  bloody  Battle.  The 
reft  of  the  Entertainment,  Gentlemen,  are  three  feveral  forts 
of  Huinourifts  that  make  their  Court  to  a  Lady;  who  is  fo 
modeft  fie  receives  all  with  Indifference.  The  ftrft  is  anho- 
neft  jolly  Country  Gentleman,  that  fie  refufes  for  Toping, 
and  who  refolves  not  to  leave  his  Bottle  for  any  Beauty  in 
Chriftendom, 

Enter  Gentlemenl 
SONG  here, 

I. 

When  I  vifit  proud  Celia  juft  come  frommy  Glafs, 

She  tells  me  I’m  flufter’d,  and  look  like  an  Afs ; 

When 
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When  I  mean  of  my  Paflion  to  put  her  in  mind, 

She  bids  me  leave  drinking,  or  fhe’ll  ne’er  be  kind. 
That  ihe’s  charmingly  handfome,  I  very  well  know, 
And  fo  is  my  Bottle,  each  Brimmer  fo  too  ; 

And  to  leave  my  Soul’s  Joy,  oh,  ’tis  Nonfenfe  to  ask, 
Let  her  go  to  the  Devil,  to  the  Devil,  bring  t’other  half 
Flask. 


II. 

Had  fhe  tax’d  me  with  Gaming,  and  bad  me  forbear, - 
’Tis  a  thoufand  to  one  I  had  lent  her  an  Ear. 

Had  fhe  found  out  my  Claris^  up  three  pair  of  Stairs, 

I  had  balk’d  her,  and  gone  to  St.Jamesh  to  Prayers. 

Had  fhe  bad  me  read  Homilies  three  times  a  Day, 

She  perhaps  had  been  humour’d,  with  little  to  fay. 

But  at  Night  to  deny  me  my  Flask  of  dear  Red, 

Let  her  go  to  the  Devil,  to  the  Devil,  there’s  no  more 
to  be  faid. 

Smith.  Ha,  ha,  ha, - This  is  a  vers^jolly  Fellow  indeed. 

Bayes.  Well,  now.  Gentlemen,  you  fhall  fee  the  Lady 
and  her  moil:  favour’d  Gallant,  who  is  a  little  upon  the 
Grumble — You  fhall  hear.  Come,  Courtier  like,  a  fine  Air 
now. 

Bnter  well  Drefl  Gentleman  and  Lady. 

1. 

He  fings.  ’Tis  not  a  Kifs,  or  gentle  Squeeie, 

A  Complement  or  fmiling  Eye, 

That  can  my  anxious  Bofom  eafe,  " 

Or  quell  the  Flame  that  foars  fo  high. 

Each  welcome  Favour  giving  Hope, 

Dear  Celia  rais’d  my  Joys  at  lirfl ; 

But  Hinted  is  but  like  a  Drop, 

That’s  giv’n  to  one  who  dies  with  ThirH. 

II. 

I 

Fool’d  "Tantalus  in  Days  of  old, 

Had  greateft  Torment  for  his  Sin,  i 

Forbid  to  tafte,  yet  Hill  behold  ; 

The  Frmt  was  bobbing  at  his  Chin. 


3 


Such 
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Such  lufcious  Plums  and  Grapes  I  view, 

WhilO:  all  by  me  are  highly  priz’d, 

Can  you  a  Gueft  invited  too, 

Think  fit  fhould  be  fo  tantaliz’d  ? 

-  IIL 

Who  lets  his  Friend  but  only  fip 
His  Wine,  is  Niggard  of  his  Store, 

So  tho’  I  tafte  your  rofie  Lip, 

’Tis  nothing  if  you  grant  no  more. 

With  Fragments  fome  the  Stomach  pleafe, 

And  fmall  Repafi:  the  Humour  fits, 

But  Love’s  a  Lord  of  noble  Race, 

And  cannot  dine  on  Scraps  and  Bits. 

Bayes.  Well  Paid,  you  fee  he  deals  like  a  Man  of  Ho¬ 
nour,  he  tells  her  his  Mind —  But  now  you  fhall  hear  what 
the  Lady  fays. 

Smith.  Ay  that,  pray,  Sir. 


I. 

Lady  fings.  When  your  Paflion, 

On  fmall  Occafion, 

Or  Inclination, 

Your  Humour  fires ; 
Straight  ’twill  caufe  ye, 

To  grow  more  fawcy, 
If  e’er  we  crofs  ye. 

In  vain  Defires. 

But  we  are  not 

Such  Fools,  we  dare  not, 
And  therefore  fear  not, 
Your  Tricks  to  tell : 

Let  it  grieve  ye, 

We  muft  deceive  ye, 

An  Inch  to  give  ye. 

You’ll  take  an  Eli. 


II.  If 
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If  our  Favours, 

Of  Kindnefs  favours, 

Your  w^arm  Behaviours 
Soon  fhews  ye  rude : 

If  but  civil. 

It  works  our  Evil, 

For  like  the  Devil, 

We’re  flill  purfued. 

Or  if  lending 
A  part  pretending, 

’Twill  foon  be  ending, 

,  In  Friendlhip  fmall : 

You’re  fuch  Creatures, 

Such  Virgin  Haters, 

’Tis  in  your  Natures^ 

To  plunder  all. 

Bayes.  There,  there  ;  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  think  Ihe  has  given 
^  him  his  own  agen — with  Intereft,  egad. 

Chant.  She’s  even  with  him — indeed,  Sir,  that  mull  be 
owned. 

John.  Ay,  very  well,  fo  this  is  the  laf,  is  it } 

Bayes.  No,  Sir,  not  yet - The  Lady  is  not  fo  ill  be- 

lov’d— but  there’s  a  mad  Fool  that  follows  her,  amongft  the 

reft, — And  now  prepare  your  felves - for  I  intend  to  Ihew 

the  very  Quintifcence  of  Humour  that  can  be  in  Song - 

Come,  dear,  dear,  Mr.  a- - -Enter,  and  as  mad  as  ^ March 

Hare,  be  fure. 


Enter  Madman. 

Sings.  Fromx  deep  Avernus.,  which  fome  call  the  Grave, 
Blafled  with  Care  and  Pain, 

By  fcornful  Beauty  flain. 

O’er  Lethe's  Flood,  and  many  a  horrid  Wave, 

I  now  afcend  to  Plains  of  Light  again. 

I’ll  mount  where  the  Celeftial  Signs 
Are  all  in  lofty  Skies  appearing. 

Where  Muiick  every  Sphere  refines, 

And  makes  it  worth  Apllo's  hearing. 

Fo 
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Can  be  my  dear  ; 

Tve  rang’d,  I’ve  fought  her,  far  and  near  1 
My  Flames  can  tell, 

She’s  not  in  Hell, 

And  too  Divine, 

On  Earth  to  Ihine : 

No,  no,  ’tis  fo,  flie  muft  be  there. 

And  fee  where  Berenice  is  frowning, 

Her  brown  difhevel’d  Locks  difowning;- 
When  file  difplays  her  Silver  Hair, 

And  whilil  her  Brow’s  divinely  fair. 

Bright  Ariadne  too  is  crowning, 

She  fits  in  State,  in  CafiopecCs  Chair. 

Oh,  help,  ye  Powers,  that  Lovers  fway, 

Help,  help,  fome  lovefick  God  ; 

Her  lovely  Bofom  fhews  the  milky  way, 

And  we  can  never,  never  mifs  the  Road. 

The  Giants  of  old. 

Made  with  Deities  bold, 

Set  Hills  upon  Hills, 

By  their  Force  and  their  Skills : 

My  Zeal  is  as  ftrong, 

And  I’ll  do  fo  e’er  long, 

On  high  Benmen-mawr^ 

Raife  like  a  Tower. 

But  if  human  Art,  cannot  add  to  my  Force,  f  \ 
I’ll  fly  like  a  Dove,  by  a  far  better  Courfe ;  0 

For  my  Friends  the  mad  Mufes  will  lend  me  their  v 
Florle.  3, 


But  if,  ^c. 

Bayes.  Ah,  mighty,  mighty,  —  well,  my  dear  Friend, 
go,  go,  prithee  make  haft  in,  and  get  one  of  the  young  Girls 
to  rub  ye  down,  for  thou  art  in  a  plaguy  Sweat,  I  find  *• 
go,  go.  Well,  Gentlemen,  what  fay  ye,  is  not  this  conclu- 
lion  fine?  [Exit  Madman, 

Chant.  Very  entertaining,  certainly,  Mr.  Bayes. 

Smith.  Ay,  ay,  —  the  Songs  are  all,  no  doubt  on’t,  very 
well. 

Bayes.  And  now,  pray,  Sir,  your  Judgnient  of  the  whole 
candidly. 

John.  Why,  Sir,  as  to  the  Mufical  part,  I  have  little  to  carp 
at ;  but  if  you  ask  my  Opinion  candidly  of  the  whole,  I  mufi: 
be  fo  free  to  tell  ye, —  that  you  defign  fome  Scenes  here  for 
ierious  Tragedy,  that  are  firange  fluff  to  me. 
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Smith.  There  wants,  indeed,  a  little  Elevation,  M.r.  Bayesy 
Ha,  ha,  ha.  ‘  . 

Bayes.  Bite :  Ha,  ha,  ha,  faith,  you  fhall  give  me  leave 
now,  Sir,  to  langh  in  my  turn;  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Chant.  And  I  too,  faith, — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, — for  with  your 
Severity’s  Leave,  my  Friend  Critick,  he  can  fhew  very  found 
Pveafons  for  what  is  pah :  And  I  have  been  all  along  com 
cern’d  in  the  Secret,  to  put  the  Trick  upon  ye,  and  brought 
ye  hither  this  Morning  for  that  Delign.  In  fliort,  the  piece 
was  writ  thus  humouroufly  on  purpofe ;  and  what  you  fup- 
pos’d  intended  ferious  Tragedy  was  done  in  ridicule  to  ban¬ 
ter  the  Criticks;  fo  faith  John/on  your  cenforiousSvcord  has 
had  no  edge  to  wound  any  thing  here,  if  you  coniider  wife¬ 
ly  of  the  master. 

John.  Nay,  if  ’tis  really  fo,  I  confefs  Smith  and  I  are 
both  banter’d  ;  but  however,  1  can’t  help  faying,  a  Poet  for 
this  fort  of  writing  cannot  be  preferr’d  by  me  ;  if  he  could 
come  up  to  fach  a  thing  as  this  now  \^pulls  out  a  Book'] 
Remarks  on  human  Learning  ,  if  he  could  write  fuch  a  Book 


inflead  of  Criticiling,  I  fliould  adore  him. 

Chant.  Why  then  to  confound  that  inveterate  Humour  of 


thine,  all  at  once  know ,  that  this  individual  Perfon  is  the 
very  worthy  Author  of  that  Book  you  value  fo,  and  now  I 
hope  you  will  knock  under. 

John.  Why  art  thou  in  earnefl —  Did  vou  write  this  Book,. 
Sir  ? - 


Bayes.  If  it  could  Ipeak,  Sir,  I  believe  it  would  anfwer  in 
the  affirmative.  | 

John.  Way  then.  Sir,  with  much  Veneration,  and  more  | 
Shame,  for  my  Adiilake  of  you  .and  your  Writings,  I  hum- f 
beg  your  Pardon ;  and  for  your  fake  refolve  liereafter  to 
judge  of  Authors,  and  each  particular  Genius,  with  more 
Candor  than  fornieiiy.  And,  Sir,  to  make  fome  amends,  I 
do  alfo  confefs,  that  there  is  a  nfatural  Self-Conceit,  in  moii  { 
that  wmuld  be  thought  Criticks ,  that  infinitely  Iway  above .  ^ 
their  Defign  of  doing  Juftice,  wTich  has  made  me  difaliow  ^ 
fjveral  Iprightly  Thoaghts  and  Fancies,  efpecially  in  your; 
vocal  Fart:  To  conclude,  I  am  now  of  another  Opinion,, 
and  fiiall  be  proud  of  }'Our  inftruSIive  Converfation. 

Smith.  And  I,  Sir;  you  having  now  ingenioufly  taught 
us  to  acknowledge  that  v/e  have  been  fevere  upon  our  felves, 
not  you  all  this  while,  and  only  begging  your  comical  Epi¬ 
logue,  W'bich  you  gave  us  a  hint  of,  w^e  defire  to  begin  a 
ihid  Obligation  of  Triendfiiip  over  a  Bottle. 

2a ^es.  \Cirh  all  my  Heart,  Gentlemen 

Chant,- 
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Chant,  Then,  Johnfon,,  yon  can’t  help  confeffing  the  Mu- 
fical  Part  here  is  well  enough  ? 

John.  Yes,  for  EngUfi,^  but  I  could  not  help  thinking  it 
was  not  elevate,  like  the  Italum  Artifts :  Oh !  one  Seraphkk 
^rtllo  of  the  Signiors.  I  like  th’  infipid  Town  Thought  be¬ 
yond—— 

Chant,  Beyond  all  the  good  Senfe  in  the  World,  Hah  ! 

Bayes,  Now,  Gentlemen,  you  muh:  know,  that  this  Epi¬ 
logue  has  a  Whim  in’t,  as  well  as  the  Prologue,  it  is  a  Tria- 
logue,  and  to  be  perform’d  between  Sol,^  Rain,^  and  Boreas, 

Smith,  Oh !  for  Heaven’s  fake  let’s  have  it. 

Bayes-.  On  Condition  that  you  will  henceforth  be  recon¬ 
cil’d  to  Plays  and  Stage-Poetry,  you  fljall — always  conlider- 
.  ing  the  Defign  is  for  fpecular  Inllruflion ,  as  I  could  fhew 
you  in  a  Piece  of  my  own  ;  but  lince  that  looks  like  Vanity, 
I  will  borrow  a  Piece  of  a  Country  Friend  of  my  Acquaint¬ 
ance,  and  conclude  with  a  Parallel. 

A  Country  Lafs,  for  fuch  was  £he  here, 

(In  th’  City  may  be  Sluts  as  well  as  there) 

Kept  clean  her  Hands,  for  thofe  being  always  feen, 
Had  told  her  elfe  how  fluttifh  fhe  had  been. 

But  for  her  Face,  ’twas  dirty  as  the  Stall 
Of  a  P'ilhmonger,  or  a  Ufurer’s  Hall. 

Begrim’d  with  Filth,  that  you  might  boldly  fay 
She  was  a  true  Piece  of  Eromotheus's  Clay. 

At  laft  within  a  Pail,  for  Country  Laffes 
Have  oftentimes  no  other  Looking-glaflcs, 

She  faw  her  dirty  Face,  and  fain  flie  would 
Have  blufh’d,  if  thro’  fo  much  Dirt  fie  could : 

Yet  ftraight  within  that  Water — that  I  fay, 

That  fhew’d  the  Dirt — flie  walk’d  the  Dirt  away: 

So,  Comedy,  as  Poets  do  intend  ’em, 

Serve  firft  to  Ihew  your  Faults,  and  then  to  mend  ’em. 


The  End  of  the  Mujical  Opera. 
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The  EPILOGUE 

Spoken  by  Adors  brought  in  by  Bayes, 


The  Epilogue  is  a  Trialogue,  and 
fpoken  by  three  Figures:,  in  Foetical  F)reffes  ^ 
the  one  Reprefenting  the  Sun ,  the  fecond  Plu- 
via,  or  Rain ,  and  the  third  Boreas ,  or  the 
North  V/ind  j  who  now,  as  in  a  fit  of  Raillery  ^ 
expofie  worldly  HtrmourSy  and  mimick  a  fiubtle 
Money-Game,  or  Trick,  plaf  d  in  City  Manage- 
ment ;  where  Feople  ofi  all  ^Degrees,  who  ex- 
peEied  the  Benefit  ofi  wonderful  Rife  of  Stock, 
are  difiappointed.  The  Comical  Names  they 
now  take,  are  Mississippi,  Directius, 
and  Bubble.  Mississippi  begins. 


3/#/  Like  the  Sun, 

Bright  Beams  put  on  ; 

And  with  Scotch  Senfe, 

Got  golden  Pence 
From  forward  Fools  that  would  believe  me. 


1  fpread  my  Rays, 

Dazled  their  Eyes, 

And  tho’  fome  gai’d 
To  hear  my  Lyes, 

I  did  the  Rich  and  Poor  furprize, 
And  no  Plot-Juggler  rofe  to  grieve  me. 


DitreCi, 
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DlreSi,  tho.  Exchange^  where  Traders  gain, 

I  fluently  began  to  rain, 

And  making  full  round  Drops  appear. 

Sprinkled  both  Whig  and  T^ory  there, 

I  would  not  let  Scotch  Wit  out-do  me. 

The  Men  at  Court,  tho’  proud  and  great. 

Were  bubbled  by  my  Money  Cheat ; 

The  grave  Law-makers  too  with  Pain 
Went  dangling  in  my  growing  Rain, 

I  made  ’em  think  they  all  Ihould  gain 
Vafl:  Heaps  if  they’d  purfue  me. 

Bubble.  To  make  this  City  Chouce  to  grow, ' 

And  trick  the  Globe,  as  Time  did  fhew ; 

I,  like  North  Gufl,  did  flily  blow; 

Sword  Blades  and  Copper  I’d  maintain 
I  mingled  with  the  Sun  and  Rain, 

And  ftrove  by  Law  to  make  thin^  plain  ; 

Tork-Buildings.^  Fifhing,  many  a  Bubble 
I  manag’d  well,  and  gain’d  each  Day,  without  much  Pain 
or  Trouble. 

MiJJi(f.  But  oh !  the  Drowth  of  fultry  Days. 

Dired,  But  oh !  the  Floods  when  Rain  eflfays. 

Bubble.  But  oh !  the  Blafls  when  Boreas  fways. 

Miffijf.  I  with  my  Radiance  lull’d  the  P - s, 

I  Diflipated  all  their  Fears 

Made  French  Crowns  pafs,  tho’  wanting  Weight, 

Made  Plots  t’  involve  the  K — g  and  State, 

And  grew  my  felf  confounded  great. 

Dtred,  I  found  ye  foon. 

Ye  bonny  Loon, 

And  knew  our  Change  Fools  were  in  Tune ; 

T o  manage  Matters  in  your  way, 

If  Money  Cheats  could  come  in  play, 

I  therefore  ftudy’d  the  S - Sea  : 

Brought  Fops  in  firfl:  for  three  Pound  ten. 

That  did  not  dare  to  pafs  for  Men  ; 

Soon  after  ten  Pound,  or  a  Score, 

Which  doubled  Weekly  as  much  more; 

’Till  the  Increafe  did  fo  command, 

1  drain’d  up  all  the  Money  in  the  Land. 

This  by  my  Showers  and  Rain  was  done. 

Which  gain’d  me  flill  a  vafl:  Renown. 

Bubble.  When  Sun  did  glare,  and  Rain  did  flow, 

Then  backward  I  began  to  blow ; 
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The  Coifee-houfes  cram’d  were  feen, 

With  Bubbles  of  all  Sorts  brought  in; 

So  great  was  ftill,  fo  mighty  then  their  Avarice  and  Folly. 
The  common  Ideots  flighted  were, 

The  Brokers  were  employ’d  fo  far, 

The  Garter  and  the  blazing  Scar 
Made  polling  hade  to  crowd  Change-Alley, 

Mijftjf.  But  late  with  fpreadi  ng  fuch  warm  Beams, 

And  getting  Gold  by  vile  Extremes ; 

Tho’  I  regal’d  the  Regency, 

And  made  the  K - as  blind  as  he ; 

Some  Rabble  would  explode  the  Cafe 
To  know  what  MiJJiJJippi  was, 

And  whether  having  paid  their  Money, 

That  five  Years  hence  they  fliould  have  any. 

This  curfed  boggle  broke  my  State, 

’Twas  firfl:  call’d  Trick,  and  then  a  Cheat ; 

The  Mob  began  to  gather  Stones, 

And  I  to  fave  my  harrafs’d  Bones, 

Finding  the  Perfecution  hard, 

Got  leave  at  Court  to  have  a  Guard  ; 

And  in  the  Palace  fhone  once  more. 

But  not  fo  dazzling  as  before. 

Dired.  You’ve  now,  dear  Father  of  the  Skies, 

Related  my  Calamities ; 

For  as  -your  'Mijfijfipp  'i's  gone, 

So  S - Sea  Stock  no  more  comes  on  : 

I  wifely  flow’d,  and  gently  rain’d. 

Nine  hundred  once  my  Mart  maintain’d  ; 

But  when  a  Thoufand  I  would  force 
The  Gray  Mare  prov’d  the  better  Horfe  : 

The  Money-trick  no  more  would  do, 

And  down  it  fell  to  one  or  two, 

A.nd  made  more  bufy  ideots  mad 
Than  ever  Moor-Fields  Bedlam  had. 

You  fay  at  Court  your  State  you  hide, 

I  there  mull  too  my  Perfon  guide; 

Led  forne  in  pieces  hew  my  Pate 
Whom  I  have  chous’d  of  an  Eflate  ; 

Some  Bubbles  great  turn’d  out  of  Doors, 

That  in  our  Stock,  have  fpent  their  Stores, 

Have  all  refolv’d  to  launch  my  Pores. 

Five  Millions  have  been  dipt,  they  cry, 

Tho’  fome  o’th’  Wife  fay  that’s  a  Lye  ; 
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For  feven  there  fcarce  is  in  the  Nation, 

So  that’s  th’  effe6l  of  Reprobation  : 

But  when  the  S - te  fits,  if  thofe 

That  bear  my  Title  are  prov’d  Foes, 

And  for  nought  had,  if  they  fhould  take 
The  Humour  to  call  Bullion  back, 

Beft  way  to  fave  our  being  undone 
Is  to  confider  where  to  run  ; 

For  the  Stock’s  heat  is  now  fo  cool. 

Who  fcap’d  is  Wife,  who’s  dipt  a - 

Bubble,  I’m  glad,  by  Heaven,  fince  ’tis  fo, 

That  we  were  fnubb’d  fo  long  ago ; 

My  Breezings  now  can’t  pleafe  a  Friend, 

I  fizzle  fuch  fmall  puffs  of  Wind  ; 

I  cannot  bring  my  Tricks  to  pafs. 

Of  Chalk,  or  Horn,  or  crimfon  Glafs ; 

Our  modern  Plots  are  open  laid. 

We’ve  chous’d  the  P - s,  and  ruin’d  Trade. 

Search  all  the  Cheats  of  foreign  Nations 
That  have  been  prone  to  caufe  Vexations, 

If  ever  one  was  fo  notorious, 

I’ll  give  ye  leave  to  hang  up  Boreas  ; 

So  rll  fneak  off  this  very  Hour 

Before  the  C - s  Ihew  the  Power. 

MiJJiJf,  Sol  too,  no  more  lhall  dazzle  gay, 

Nor  fhine  the  MiJJiJfippi  way  ; 

I’ll  make  no  Wheedles  pafs  for  Beams, 

Nor  fcorch  the  Grandees  of  St.  James  ; 

Nor  fhew  my  Effigies  with  grace. 

As,  Brother,  yours  at  Guilford  was. 

Dired,  ’Tis  true,  with  vile  Subfcriptions  ty’d 
My  Shape  was  late  there  dignify’d. 

And,  on  my  Soul,  had  I  my  Due, 

And  Cullies  would  Revenge  purfue, 

My  Corps  would  be  fufpended  too  : 

Therefore,  dear  Friends,  away  I’ll  go, 

In  fome  Land  foreign  rain  and  flow. 

I’ve  Heaps  of  Gold — got  you  know  how. 

Bubble.  The  K - g’s  expeaed  every  Day, 

But  I’ll  not  for  a  Pardon  flay. 

For  I’ve  deferv’d  as  much  as  they  ; 

And  tho’  we  qualify ’d  our  Cafe, 

They  know  our  Cheat’s  too  rank  to  pais. 

And  for  our  Rout  an  Order  was. 
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Mijfijf.  And  now  to  th’  MiJJiJfippi  Sphere, 

I’ll  poll  to  France^  no  more  Ihine  here, 

Left  ^;^;2’s*dreadful  Ghoft  appear. 

Bubble.  Since  bubble  Trifles  ftnk  fo  low 
My  Blafts  ftiall  here  no  longer  blow  : 

Direct.  Nor  ftiall  my  fruitful  Showers  of  Rain 
Change- Alley  cheer,  my  Cafe  is  plain ; 

The  S - te  fits,  my  Tribe  muft  run. 

And  here  the  Trialogue  is  done 

’Twixt  P  L  u  V I  A,  Boreas,  and  the  Sun. 
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ACT  I.  Scene  I. 

4 

A  Garden  belonging  to  a  Talace. 

V 

'Enter  Demetrius  in  Dlfguife^  his  Sword  dr  awn  ^  and 

G  O  M  o  N  D  following. 

E  awful  Powers,  mufl  I  then  bear  this 
Villainy  ? 

Behold,  my  Love,  the  Fair,  the  chad 
Clorona^ 

Barbaroufly'  murder’d  thus ,  before  my 
Face, 

Yet  leave  her  unreveng’d? 
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Goy/io7^.d.  There  is  no  Remedy. 

The  Moniler  now,  heading  the  Tyrant’s  Guards, 

Has  fent  for  more,  to  back  his  Homicide  : 

Whole  Troops  will  ftraight  be  here  ;  and  now  this  Moment 
Some  of  his  Creatures  fearch  through  all  the  Rooms, 
Expefling  vaft  Reward  for  taking  Grtmoald; 

The  Name  that  you  have  given  your  Difguifc  : 

When  you  hold  Council  with  the  Ellien  Party, 

Oppreft  by  this  fell  Tyrant  Ariftander^ 

If  then,  my  Lord,  inllead  of  the  falfe  GrimoaU, 

They  find  the  true  Demetrms ;  not  you  only. 

But  we,  the  Caufe,  and  all,  are  loft  for  ever." 

[  Enter  Pollidamus. 
Demet.  My  Eyeballs  fiart,  my  Brain  and  Heart’s  on  Fire, 
When  I  but  think— — Oh  execrable  Dog  ! 

To  bath  his  brutilh  Phangs  in  that  fair  Bofom, 

The  An2:els  mieht  miftake  for  Paradife, 

And  mils  no  part  of  their  expected  Happinefs ; 

Death,  and  Confufion,  I’ll  go  back  and  kill  him, 

In  th’  midft  of  all  his  Hellhounds ! 

FoU:d.  Angels  guard  us !  — WTat  can  this  mean? 

Gornond.  E)elay  but  of  one  Minute.. 

Sinks  all  your  Friends  -into  perpetual  Ruin, 

And  lofes  you  irrevocably— —  for  Heavens  fake  confider ! 
And,  gracious  Prince,  as  ever  WTetched  Corinth^ 

And  th’  few  of  the  old  Strain  were  tender  to  ye, 

Recal  your  Patience ;  fly,  and  fave  your  felf. 

Demet.  Oh  bloody,  murd’ro'us  Villain !  — Oh,  my  Chronal 
Gomond.  The  Princeffes  Apartment  is  the  nearefi: 

Shelter  at  Hand,  there  you  have  Intereft ; 

Not  a  w^ord  more  as  you  prize  all  our  Lives. 

Demet.  Give  me  Revenge,  ye  Powders, — or  take  this  Trifle 
back  ; 

Blow  off  this  Bubble ,  ’tis  not  w^orth  my  Care.  [  Exit. 
Follid.  Some  flrange  Mifchance,  fure !  what’s  the  matter, 
Collonel  ? 

Why  is  the  Prince  thus  hurried  ? 

Gomond.  Whence  come  you,  good  my  Lord, 

That  you  are  ignorant  of  a  dreadful  Accident, 

Florrid  enough  to  fright  the  Univerfe, 

And  make  all  Nature’s  numerous  Offspring  tremble? 

PolUd.  From  a  lone  Grotto.^  where  I  have  been  reading 
Some  Paffages,  in  the  calm  Halcyon  Days 
Of  our  Fore-fathers,  e’er  curfl  Tyranny 
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Ruffled  the  Souls  of  great  ones  to  a  Storm : 

But  fay,  what  Accident  of  Note  fo  dreadful 

Can  fall  o’th’  fuddain  ?  I  heard,  indeed,  that  Damocles^ 

The  King’s  proud  Favourite,  has  this  Morning  made  th’  Go¬ 
vernor  a  Vifit, 

His  Frown  I’m  fure  can’t  fright  the  great  lUmoleon  ; 

Much  lefs  the  Univerfe. 

Gomond,  Hear  then,  my  Lord, 

What  will  fright  you,  and  every  Creature  elfe, 

Whofe  Soul  bears  Senfe  of  Honour,  this  great,  proud 
Fiend  you  fpeak  of,  has  kill’d  the  Governor’s  Daughter. 
Pollid.  Hah,  fure  thy  Brain’s  crack’d  I  what  fay’ll  thou.  Go- 
mond^  kill’d  her ! 

Gomqnd.  She’s  dead,  my  Lord,  the  beautiful  Clorona\ 

The  Flower  of  Virgins,  Pattern  of  true  Virtue  ; 

And  in  a  Word,  her  Sex’s  Mallerpeice; 

In  a  curllFret  of  PalTion,  by  r\\2X  Damocles^ 

That  Monller  Damocles^  barbaroully  butcher’d. 

Pollid.  Immortal  Gods,  fay  how,  for  what  ?  my  Ears, 
methinks. 

Glow  with  Expedance  of  the  dreadful  Tale, 

And  my  Blood  llagnates,  frozen  up  with  Wonder. 

Gomond.  To  tell  the  Story,  from  its  curfed  Source 
Would  prove  too  tedious,  therefore  the  main  mattter, 
Briefly,  is  thus: 

You  long  have  known  the  Governor 
Once  of  Mtolia.^  under  great  Demetrius  \ 

Our  late,  dread  Royal  Mailer,  ( till  Antigonus.^ 

The  conqu’ring  Macedonian's  SuccelTor, 

Winning  a  glorious  Battel  where  he  fell, 

Set  up  his  Son,  this  Tyrant  Arifiander.^) 

Still  kept  to  head  the  Elliens — whofe  rough  Numbers 
Have  been  but  lately  quell’d,  nor  do’s  "Timoleon.^ 

Whofe  Heart  is  fix’d  upon  this  Prince’s  Right  ; 

Spare  yet  t’  incourage  Parties,  and  in  private 
To  own  this  young  Demetrius.,  who  has  the  Name 
Of  the  old  King,  and  nearell  is  related. 

Pollid^  I  know  him  of  that  Line, 

And  alfo  know  that  Ariflander's  Policy, 

Aflilled  by  his  Engine  Damocles., 

Had  in  his  Infancy  refolv’d  his  Murder  ; 

Had  not  the  Queen,  now  fome  Years  fince  deceas’d, 
Exerting  her  CompalTion  one  foft  Minute, 

(A  Virtue  wonder’d  at,  lince  Wife  to  him;) 

Beg’d  him  her  Page,  and  bred  him  with  her  Daughters. 

Gomond, 
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Gomond.  But  yet  fo  ftrifl:,  that  the  Offence  is  Mortal  M 
T o  name  him  of  that  Race,  or  own  his  Birthright ;  I 

Himfelf  forbid  too  to  converfe  with  ElUens 
Of  any  Rank,  tho’  here,  at  Lord  'TimoleoTd's 
Under  Difguife,  and  by  the  Name  of  Grimoald, 

He  often  fteals  to  meet  the  Male  contents ; 

As  now  this  Adorning. 

PolUd.  ’Tis  whifper’d  that  the  Tyrant’s  youngeft  Daughter 
Has  fuch  Elleem  for  him,  ’tis  grown  to  Paffion, 

Tho’  modefi:  Governance  keeps  it  in  Bounds ; 

She  being,  as  fame  reports,  a  Miracle, 

Confidering  whofe  Daughter,  fair,  wife  and  virtuous, 

ATld  and  Religious — and  by  Confequence, 

Oft  in  Rebellion,  with  her  vicious  Father, 

But,  for  her  Siller ! 

Gomond.  She  is  the  reverfe; 

CurfI  AriftandePs  own,  his  eldefi  born, 

FirfI  Grafting  of  his  damn’d  Impiety, 

And  as  her  Face,  by  Nature,  bears  his  Features, 

Her  Soul  too  Ihares  his  Vices,-— but,  nor  this, 

(V/ho  ’tis  thought  loves  him  too,  tho’  her  Pride  checks  her) 
!Nor  t’other,  tho’  her  Merits  pleads  fo  largely. 

E’er  mov’d  the  Prince,  Nature’s  chief  Work  :  Clorona 
Engag’d  him  all ;  that  fweet  unhappy  Virgin 
This  inilant  mafliicred. 

PolUd.  Give  the  reft  Vent,  and  rid  me  of  my  Pain* 

Gomond.  This  fatal  Morning, 

Juft  as  the  Prince  had  tender’d  her  his  Vows, 

As  was  accuftom’d,  rufhes  in  proud  Damocles.^ 

With  infolent  Command  from  Ariftander 
To  my  Lord  Governor,  to  furrender  up 
His  Daughter  to  his  Charge,  to  be  a  Wife 
To  one  that  he  had  chofe,  and  this  fo  politively, 

That  no  Delay  mnft  be  on  pain  of  Death. 

PolUd.  A  Snare,  by  Hell,  laid  for  TimoleQn'’s  Life  i 
I  frnell  it  rank,  they  knowing  he’d  deny. 

And  give  the  Tyrant 'thus  frefh  caufe  of  Quarrel. 

Gomond.  You  may  fuppofe,  he  that  for  fifty  Years 
Had  led  his  martial  Troops  to  glorious  Battel, 

Where  his  Command  was  like  the  Voice  of  Fate, 

As  foon  as  giv’n  obey’d,  was  now  confounded 
At  thefe  unnatural  Orders. 

PolUd.  Was  the  Prince  by  too  ? 

Gomond.  He  was  ;  altho’  to  Damocles  unknown 
By  his  Difguife,  but  yet  firuck  dumb  as  Death, 
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As  was  the  Governor  for  a  v/hile,  rill  routing, 

As  from  a  mortal  Trance,  his  troubled  Spirits, 

He  anfwer’dj  Arifta^ider's  Will — was  Law, 

And  bid  the  haughty  Lord  accoft  C lorona^ 

Since  her  Confent  was  neceffary  too, 

Who  did,  and  heie  now  comes  the  fad  Cataftrophe. 

PoUid.  My  Blood  ftill  bears  an  Ague. 

Gomond.  This  Heir  of  Hell,  it  feems,  fome  time  before, 
Had  given  her  Notice  of  his  brutal  Love, 

Which,  with  Diflike,  being  anfwer’d,  th’  haughty  Infolent 
Refolv’d  to  fdze  her  by  the  Tyrant’s  Power ; 

But  with  a  Courage,  w^ondrous  in  her  Sex, 

Clinging  about  her  Father,  flie  defy’d  him; 

Till,  from  that  Guard  he  drag’d  her  with  fuch  Rudenefs, 
That  from  her  fnowy  Neck,  the  fwelling  Veins, 
iVs  if  enrag’d  at  fuch  ftrange  ruffain  Violence, 

Spouted  warm  Gore  in’s  Face,  which  as  Ihe  faw. 

Still  more  refolv’d  her,  for  with  bitter  Terms, 

Repeating  the  whole  Mafs  of  Infamy  ~\ 

In  his  curft  Mailer’s,  and  his  own  vile  Adlions, 

She  to  the  laft  abhor’d  his  amorous  PalTion, 

And  with  fuch  feminine  Inveteracy, 

That  Damocles^  flulh’d  with  a  Night’s  Debauch, 

Inflam’d  too  with  Greek  Wine,  and  Hell’s  worll  Fury, 

And  rais’d  with  her  fliarp  words,  to  th’  extream  of  PalTion, 
His  Dagger  drawing,  fix’d  it  in  her  Heart, 

Pollid.  Before  her  Father’s  Face  ! 

Gor/iond.  Before  her  Father’s  and  her  Lover’s  Face, 

Who  ftraight,  like  Thunder,  Ihot  at  Damocles^ 

And  with  a  Weapon,  which  he  wore  conceal’d, 

Had  nail’d  him  to  the  Arras,  had  not  th’  Guards 
Quick  interpos’d,  two  of  which  perifh’d  infiantly, 

At  the  brave  Prince’s  Foot;  but  the  reft  prelfing, 

My  felf,  and  fome  the  Houlhold  Crys  brought  in. 

Made  fhift  to  force  him  from  them,  and  certain  Ruin, 

Whilfl:  I  at  lalt  alone  conduced  him 

Out  of  the  Crowd  through  a  dark  PalTage  hither ; 

And  what  paft  more  you  faw. 

Poltd.  Ye  heavenly  Pow’rs !  can  ye  view  thefe  Horrors ! 

Yet  idle  keep  your  Vengeance ! - But,  good  Collonel, 

Where  was  the  Governor’s  Lady,  wife 
Soul  of  the  Elliens^  the  brave  Grecian  Heroine, 

Whilft  this  inhum^an  Scene  of  Death  was  adling. 

Gornond.  hi  her  Devotion,  e’er  the  dawn  of  Day,- 
Amongfi;  the  facred  Priellelfes  of  Bacchus^ 

The  Greeks  fam’d  Deity ;  paying  grateful  Thanks 
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For  the  Recovery  of  her  young  Son  CUndor^ 

Late  from  a  dangerous  Sicknefs ;  the  foie  Gift 
Of  Heaven,  by  her,  to  Lord  Timoleon^ — Cloroha 
Being  by  a  former  Choice. 

Pollid.  Had  the  infulting Murderer  nothing  to  fay  of  her? 
Gomo'/zd.  Yes,  to  conclude,  he  mutter’d. 

The  Sting  of  the  young  Viper  being  blunted. 

There  yet  remain’d  a  Meffage  from  the  King 
To  th’  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  whom  he  would  meet 
At  her  return  from  Prayers. 

PolUd.  Mifchief’s  old  Strain,  I’ll  lay  my  Life;  ’twas  hot 
fome  Years  ago 
That  Artflander  courted  her. 

Gomond.  Mofttrue;  but  for  the  Governor  was  dill  rejedted 
Since  when  Love  turns  to  Hate :  But  fee,  my  Lord, 

The  noble  Heroine  we  are  fpeaking  of ; 

Hah! - and  that  Devil  Damocles \  nay  then 

This  Interview  mud:  be  of  fatal  Note : 

Let’s  dand  aiide  and  hear ;  when  th’  Prey  is  mark’d 
That  Fiend  has  Claws  to  reach  a  Furlong  off; 
ril  keep  aloof  from  the  fell  Gripe. 

Poliid.  And  1.  {They fland  afide. 

Enter  Damocles,  Belizaria  guarded^  and  Clindor. 


Damo.  The  Deed  may  feem  too  raili,  but  whenth’Abufe 
Of  my  great  Mader,  and  my  felf’s  condder’d. 

The  MYrld  mud  call  it  Judice;  fome  tame  Fool, 

Perhaps  may  fay,  ’twas  but  a  Woman’s  Anger: 

Woman !  whofe  only  Weapon  is  the  Tongue, 

And  Men  fhould  laugh  at  it,  a  proper  Argument  ; 

The  Stings  of  Female  Serpents  are  mod  dangerous, 

And  fliould  be  trod  out  quickly  led  they  breed 
A  Race  too  drong  to  quell ;  you  therefore,  Madam,[7oBeliz» 
I  have  brought  hither  from  that  Houfe  of  Clamour 
Where  now  I  know'  Rebellion’s  forming  Hydra's ; 

Beddes  my  Budnefs  to  ye,  from  my  Mader, 

T o  give  ye  Council ;  and  by  the  Example 
Late  diewn,  to  have  a  Care  lo  teach  this  Boy  here 
More  Loyalty  and  Manners  than  his  Sider. 

BcUz.  Cceledial  Maid !  of  Heaven  belov’d,  Clorona^ 

Wno  now  amongd  the  Virgin  flngels  yonder, 

A  new'  come  Gned,  receiv’lt  the  joyful  Welcomes 
Of  all  the  Dwellers  in  that  Court  of  Glory, 

Forgive  me,  dnee  thou  know'hl  I’m  forc’d  to  bear 
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The  tainted  Breath  of  thy  vile  Murderer ; 

And  lince  Revenge  is  not  within  my  Pov,^er 
To  put  in  Adi,  accept,  fweet  Saint,  the  Joy 
My  Heart  retains,  to  think  thou  flralt  be  crown’d 
With  Happinefs  eternal,  when  this  Wretch, 

Rebel  to  Heaven  and  Nature,  flung  v/ith  Pangs 
Of  tortur’d  Confcience,  howls  in  Hell  for  ever. 

Damo.,  ’Tis  well,  ’tis  wond’rous  well ;  yet  if  that  Title, 
That  Rebel,  had  been  fpar’d  by  yoiir  Sagacity, 

And  fhar’d  amongflyour  Politick  Family, 

Methinks  your  Speech  had  been  more  natural. 

Beliz.  Oh  !  no,  it  can  fuit  none  fo  well  as  thee ; 

The  petty  Crimes  are  drawn  in  Minataure, 

Of  thofe  rebel  againfl  inferior  Princes ; 

But  thou  againfl  the  King  of  Kings  mak’fl  Head, 

Break’ll  down  his  Fence  of  Law  and  Divine  Mandate  , 

And  fhedding  innocent  Blood,  with  thee,  is  Juflice, 

Which  fliews  Rebellion  in  the  largefl  Figures, 

Rank  Difobedience  againfl  Heaven’s  Supremacy : 

Thou  fcorn’fl  to  be  fo  trivial  an  Oftender 
To  mutiny  about  Difpute  of  Titles, 

The  Right,  or  Wrong,  or  Male- Adminiflration 
Caus’d  by  Ambition,  in  this  lower  Orb; 

No,  to  a  loftier  Vice  thy  Pride  do’s  fwell,  ^ 

To  Murder,  the  fuperior  Crime  in  Hell,  V 

And  equals  that  proud  Fiend  that  did  at  firfl  Rebel !  j 
Damo.  Good  flill;  wHl  then,  proud  as  you  pleafe  to 
make  me, 

As  lawlefs  and  ungovern’d,  yet  you  lliall  fee,  I  have 
So  calm  a  Temper  to  endure  Revilings 

Bitter  as  thefe  without  return. - Proceed, 

Nay  now  I  urge  you  to’t,  fay  all  you  can. 

And  in  your  word  of  Thought  deferibe  my  Characler. 

BeUz>  Thou  darefl  not  fland  it,  furc  ! 

Damo..  Begin,  and  try  me. 

Bclz.  So  odious  is  the  Theme,  my  trembling  Tongue 
Faulters  at  th’ Attempt;  but  lince  ’tis  urg’d 
Jn  part,  ’tis  thus :  Firfl  then, — That  Form  is  horrible; 
Nature,  in  Pain,  has  given  fuch  frightful  Airs 
Throughout  thy  Face,  as  if,  inftead  of  Union, 

She  meant  to  fcare  the  World  from  Amity. 

Thy  Limbs  too  feem  as  if  contriv’d  in  hafle, 

When  ihe  was  weary  of  her  bungling  Work, 

And  fent  ’em  out,  half  finifa’d,  to  the  World: 

Then  for  thy  Mind,  ’twould  craz^  a  Stoick’s  Brain 
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T o  think  that  Levf dnefs,  Rapine,  Cruelty, 

Pride,  Rancor,  Avarice,  Envy,  Detradlion, 

Murd’rous  Deceit,  and  loathfom  Flattery, 

Join’d  with  the  reft,  as  in  Contempt  of  Providence, 

Should  make  the  Popular  Thing  Men  call  a  Favourite. 

There, - do’s  the  Pidlure  ple,afe  ye  ? 

Damo,  Not  extremely;  I  think  Pve  feen  it  fairer  drawn 
in  Colours; 

Tut  you’d  have  yours  be  thought  no  flatt’ring  Pencil, 

Nor  is  it,  I  confefs. 

Be  Hz.  No,  ril  be  fworn 
I’ve  drawn  as  near  the  Life  as  I’m  able. 

Damo.  Well,  I’ll  take  yours  yet  with  a  kinder  Hand  : 
Beauty  is  proper  to  exalt  the  Fancy  ; 

Your  Forehead,  like  the  Front  oi  Venus  fair  ; 

Your  Eyes  have  Fire,  that  could  kindle  Nature 
Were  it  extindi:,  and  new  create  the  "World. 

Your  charming  Breafts.- - But  oh!  where  am  I  roving. 

Thus  fays  the  King. - Now  then  receive  my  Meflage  : 

The  King,  my  Mafter,  wills  ye  to  difeard. 

And  with  a  Heart,  that  wifhes  ye  right  well. 

All  Malecontents,  and  cleave  to  his  Protedlion: 

Your  Husband  is  a  weak  mifguided  Dotard. 

Beliz.  Audacious  Upftart! 

Damo.  Ruine  is  at  his  Heels,  ready  to  crufh  him, 

And  would,  did  not  your  Intereft  wlxh  the  King 
Stave  off  the  Blow ;  be  wife  then,  and  comply, 

Drefs  up  your  Beauty  with  an  Air  of  Pleafure, 

And  let  great  Ariftander  find  ye  grateful. 

Beliz.  The  Ancients,  when  they  w^ould  depidl:  a  Devil, 
Still  faOiion’d  him  wnth  monftrous  Horns  and  Hoofs, 

To  make  his  Form  more  terrible  to  Fancy: 

I  had  forgot  that,  when  I  drew  thy  Pidture ; 

For  juft  as  that  to  them,  to  me  art  thou  : 

After  this  Speech,  Thy  Eyes  are  large  as  Bowls, 
i  hy  Mouth  Breathes  Fire  that  blafts  ;  Hence  horrid  Spedlre,- 
But  Praife  be  to  Csleftial  Providence, 

1  hy  Power  can  only  fright,  but  not  coiPapel:. 

No,  hellifh  Tempter,  let  thy  Mafter  know, 

That  the  chafte  Soul  of  Belizaria  ftands 
Still  fix’d  on  its  old  Bafts,  facred  Virtue, 

Whence  neither  Gold  nor  Power  can  e’er  remove  it. 

Damo.  Nay  then,  ftnee  offer’d  Grace  is  fo  rejedled, 

’Tis  dangerous  to  give  the  Liberty  : 

Guards,  take  her,  and  confine  her  to  a  Chamber  j 
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And,  on  your  Lives,  let  none^  no  not  her  Husband, 

Have  Speech  with  her  ’till  the  King’s  farther  Order, 

The  Boy — may  keep  her  Company — I  think 
I  He’s  yet  too  young  for  Mifchief. 

Bel'tz.  His  dear  Prattle 

Will  give  me  Joy  amidil:  a  thouiand  Sorrows. 

Come,  CUndor^  come,  thou  Darling  of  my  Life, 

Comfort  thy  mourning  Mother  ;  and  hereafter, 

When  I’ve  infus’d  more  Sentiments  of  Honour, 

Tell  that  bad  Man  her  Soul’s  not  like  the  Vulgar; 

But  of  that  purer  Effence  which  the  Deities 
Gave  to  the  Votaries  they  chofe,  and  favour’d  ; 

So  perfedl,  that  fliould  Fate  and  Hell  confpire; 

The  Gem  is  right,  and  it  can  (land  the  Fire. 

Damo,  Oh !  by  all  means,  let’s  try  it  then. — Away  there. 

[£x/VDamoc.  guarded  off^  and  Clin. 

*  Re-enter  Pollidamus  arid  Gomond. 

Gomon.  No  Sybil  e’er  could  prophely  more  right 
Than  you,  my  Lord,  you’ve  gueft  the  Source  of  all. 

Poliid.  By  all  my  hopes  of  Peace,  a  noble  Lady, 

And  worthy  of  all  Honours ;  nor  can  Fame  found 
Too  highly  in  her  Praife.  Oh,  Fate !  Oh,  Heaven! 

Mud  then  this  fharp-fangl’d  Wolf  worry  us  all.^ 

No,  we  muft  muzzle  him,  perhaps  his  Mailer  too : 

But  hufli  a  while,' — fee  where  the  fad  Proceffion 

Appears  in  pompous  Horror. - Heavens !  this  Spedlacle 

Wou’d  teach  old  Niohe  to  weep  anew; 

FArgetting  her  ov/n  Woes,  to  mourn  C krona. 

Here  Clorona  appears  laid  upon  a  Bier  all  bloody^  Timoleon 
followings  bare-headeds  with feveral  PAliQm^Spedlators  and 
Servants. 

Hrnol.  Yet,  yet,  more  Air;  the  Sorrows  in  my  Heart 
Will  burll  my  aged  Trunk  ;  give  them  more  vent. 

That  I  may  blow  my  Sighs  around  the  Globe, 

And  fill  yon’  Azure  fpace  with  mournful  Clamours, 

Ye  mighty  Powers,  that  difpofe  our  Beings, 

And,  as  your  choicell  BlelTiiigs,  give  us  Children. 

Me  too,  amongll  the  reft  of  thankful  Parents, 

Who  paid  you  daily  T  ribute  of  my  Gratitude, 

May  I  not  ask  the  Reafon,  without  finning, 

Wby  Vxn  thus  robb’d  ?  Why  my  Clorona  lies, 

H  Th^ 
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The  darling  Joy  of  an  Indulgent  Father? 

Like  a  fwect  Flower  crop’d  from  its  Bed  of  Life ; 

Wither’d,  fhrunk  iip^  and  pale  ?  Oh  my  poor  Girl  1 
Where’s  now  the  Rofie  Bloom  upon  thofe  Cheeks 
That  us’d  to  blefs  me  at  each  Morning’s  Duty  ? 

Iiiftead  of  taking  mine,  that  fprightly  Eye, 

Where  like  a  Mirror  I  could  Pride  my  felf, 

And  fancy  the  Meridian  of  my  Age 

Was  come  again  ;  all  loft,  all  gone  for  ever  !  [JVeeps. 
A  Hell-born  Ruffian  fteals  my  Heart’s  chief  Treafure 
Even  before  my  Face.  Hah!  old  Timoleojt, 

What  wilt  thou  not  revenge.^ — What  fay  ye.  Friends, 

Is  the  .  curs’d  State  of  wretched  Age  fo  miferable 
We  muft  look  on,  and  bear  theie  rueful  Wrongs  ? 

PoUid.  No,  no,  Lord  Governor,  ffiould  you  want  mortal 
Aid, 

The  Gods  themfclves,  to  give  us  Proof  they  cannot 
Taint  their  Divinities  by  fuch  an  Adtion, 

But  that  it  was  the  headlong  work  of  Fate, 

Raffi  and  precipitate,  without  their  Order, 

Would  range,  in  hoftile  manner,  to  revenge  ye. 

Gomon.  Lookup,  my  Lord,  and  letyour  Griefs  give  place 
To  brave  Refolves  of  doing  your  felf  juftice  : 

The  Seafon’s  ripe,  the  Tyrant’s  Crimes  full  blown, 

And  muft  be  cropt;  there’s  ne’er  a  Tongue  in  Corinth^ 

Fix’d  in  the  Head  of  any  Man  of  Honour, 

But  fpeaks  my  Senfe ;  nor  any  weeping  Eye, 

Curft  with  a  light  of  this  *  heart-killing  ObjecI,  [*  Clorona. 
But  wou’d  diredt  a  Hand  to  wield  a  Sword 
To  cut  th’  Inhuman  Monfters  from  the  Earth. 

I  ElUen.  Propofe  the  way,  my  Lord,  my  Life  is  yours 
With  Joy,  fo  it  revenge  this  injur’d  Lady. 
zEllten.  And  mine. 

3  EUien,  The  Lives  of  all  here. 

Revenge,  Revenge  my  Lord,  and  fuddenly. 

EinioL  Cover  her  PTce,  and  now  my  Friends,  I  thank  ye. 

[*  ‘To  thern^ 

Once  more  a  throb  of  Nature :  *  Oh !  Clorona !  [♦  K  Jfes  her^ 
Good  Friend,  1  do  bcfeech  ye  to  forgive  me;  ['To  Pollid. 
Tears  are  new  Work  wnth  me,  give  me  your  Pardon, 

And  only  think  what  ’tis  to  be  a  Father.  {IVipes  his  Eyes, 
So  then,  no  more  of  that,  *what  yet  agen  a  Look? 

[*  hooks  fadly  on  heir^  then  ftarts  on  the  fadden. 
Oh  !  thou  w'hite  Liver’d  meagre  Traitor,  Death, 

Thou  Hovr  haft  watch’d  thy  time  to  terrify  me! 
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Hov/  oft  in  foremoft  Ranks  of  bloody  Battle, 

When,  like  a  Field  of  Com,  mellow’d  for  Harveft, 

The  Soldiers  were  in  Clufters  mow’d  away. 

Have  I,  with  my  good  Sword  here  clafh’d  thy  Scyth, 

And  dar’d  thee  to  the  Combat, - but  vain  Boaft, 

Since  when  I  view  (thee  once  fo  flighted)  *  there, 

Looking  on  Clorona, 
I  flart,  and  fliake  with  Horror.  \Sbout  and  alarm  vjithln, 
Gomon.  Something  of  Moment’s  acling  in  the  Streets  by 
this  x\larm. 

Pollid.  Go  and  fee,  good  Gomond,  \_Exit. 

Gomon.  I  am  prevented,  here  comes  one  from  Court ,  a 
Courtier  certainly;  I  know  him  by  his  State  Sneer,  and  his 
wrigling. 

Enter  C  i  L  o  N. 


Cihn.  ybj  Lord,  I  come  t’ inform  ye  from  his  Majefty, 
that  having  Knowledge  of  an  Infurredlioii  defign’d  amongft 
the  People ;  and  alfo  of  an  Outrage,  meant  to  Lord  Damo¬ 
cles.,  for  his  doing  Juflice  on  your  Rebellious  Daughter,  by 
fome  ElUens  of  your  known  Party ;  who,  it  feems,  like- 
wife  oppos’d  the  Guards,  of  which  are  feveral  kill’d,  ’tis  the 
King’s  Pleafure  the^  Body  ihall  be  fciz’d,  to  be  difpos’d  of  as 
becomes  a  Traitor.  Your  felf,  my  Lord,  bethinks  fit,  for 
the  prefent,  to  banifli  into  JEtolia.,  amiongfl;  fome  Numbers 
more  of  the  Confederacy ;  nor  fuffered  even  to  take  leave  of 
your  Wife,  but  to  be  gone  within  two  Hours  at  fartheft,  on 
pain  of  Death.  This  is  the  Tenor  of  my  CommilTion,  myl 

Lord. - Guards  carry  off  the  Body^ 

Ttmol.  Now  hold,  my  Heart,  and  Brain  keep  firm  thy.- 
Station ; 

The  Air  grows  hot,  ’twill  breed  a  Calenture : 

Furies  and  Hell !- - My  dear  Clorona  hurry’d- 

To  be  difpos’d  of  as  becomes  a  Traitor; 

Perhaps  her  beauteous  Body  thrown  to  Dogs, 

Or  by  vile  Hangman’s  Hands  to  be  prophan’d. 

And  dragg’d  about  the  Streets. - Hah !  Patience  avaunt, 

This  is  too  rank  ;  Death,  *  once  moreft  defis^  thee. 

Draws  and  falls  upon  the  Guards.,  who  difarm  him., 

\jind  throw  him  down. 
Cilon.  Secure  the  Governour,  he  is  old, — half  crav’d  we 
may  fuppofe  too ;  we  mulf  bear  with  Frailty,  You  there  mac 
are  his  Friends  take  care  of  him,  d’ye  hear?  And  that  you 
Ycape  your  felves,  take  as  my  Favour. 

[Exit  Guards  earrvin?  off  the  Body., 
H  2  " 
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PolUd.  Infolent  Upflart!  Come,  Lord  Goveriiour,  riiq 
Recal  your  manly  Spirits  to  their  Fundtions, 

And  let  us  all  join  Hands  to  meet  our  Friends 
There,  in  lEtoha^  for  Fll  thither  too. 

Gomon.  And  I,  where  not  a  Day  lhall  have  an  end, 
Wherein  the  longed  Hours  feem  not  too  Ihort, 

In  Confultation  of  the  i  yrant’s  Ruin, 

And  the  Deftructlon  of  that  Villain  Damocles. 

Follid,  The  glorious  Sun,  each  Morn,  lhall  gild  our 
Councils, 

And  every  God  propitioufly  diredl  us ; 

Clorofta^  from  her  heavenly  Scat,  Hall  take 
A  plealing  View  of  each  Delign  we  make^ 

And  bleis  the  Vengeance  plotted  for  her  fake. 

TimoJ.  Up  then,  old  Man ,  from  thy  repulfing  Grave, 

[^Rifes 

Fvcft  even  difclaims  thee,  ’till  thy  Wrongs  are  righted; 
R.ouze  and  purfae  what  glorious  Honour  dictates ; 

Honour,  F.evenge,  the  Hero’s  bright  twin  Deities 
Court  thee  once  more  to  fettle  thy  Renowni, 

And  do  a  Deed  Hall  gain  eternal  Laurels. 

’Tis  faid,-  Medeca  once,  by  Magick  Skill, 

Her  Father’s  aged  Veins  did  wdth  new  Vigour  flL 
As  his,  by  Art,  mine  Hall  by  Nature  be, 

And  ftrong,  as"'wcre  her  Charms,  Clorona's  Wrongs  to  me; 
Her  to  F;evenge,  behold  me  young  again, 

Aly  Blood  ferments,  frefn  Heat  warms  ev’ry  V^ein, 

Courage  and  Anger  fire  my  Heart  and  Brain  ; 

Monarchs  Ambition,  Statefmen  Intcrefl:  prize; 
xind  Lovers,  doating  on  fair  Lady’s  Eyes, 

Purfjc  Delight ;  but  to  a  Soldier  wrong’d, 

R.evcnge,  a  Lveet  Revenge  is  far  above 

The  Joys  of  Empire,  liitereft,  or  of  Love.  [Excr-mt  orrmes. 
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Enter  Demetrius  mdijguisdj  and  Amidea. 


Amici. 


H 

O  ^1 

rowly 


have  fworn 

They  this  Grimoald  enter  my  Apart¬ 
ment  : 

My  Siiter’s  Agents  too  are  fearching  nar- 


Thro’  all  the  Lodgings. - Fie,  my  Lord  Demetrius.^ 

How  could  you  entertain  fuch  flight  Regard 
For  my  true  Friendlhip.  to  expofe  me  thus? 

Demet.  Call  it  not  flight,  adorable  Divinity, 

Nor  a  Prellimption  on  thofe  milder  Graces, 

That  beautifle  your  Soul,  and  make  ye  heavenly  ; 

But  that,  in  my  Diftrefs,  as  to  a  Saudi  aary, 

I  came  for  a  Protedbion. — If  then,  gracious  Lady, 

My  Habit  be  conceal’d,  Grimoald  is  vanifh’d. 

And  mult  deceive  all  Spies ;  if  you  are  pleas’d 
To  think  the  worfnlefs  trifle  of  my  Life 
P  it  fubjcdl  for  a  Secret,  and  forgive  me. 

Amtd.  I  have  taken  Care  that  your  Dilguife  be  fafe 
From  thofe  that  fearch  ;  fo  much  was  due  to  Honour : 

If  1  had  Paid  to  Love,  it  might  be.verify’d.  [^AJidc 

But  you,  my  Lord,  grow  dangerous  in  your  Polhicks, 

And  honeft  Friendlhip  is  fcarce  flrong  enough 
To  flop  the  Current  of  a  Daughter’s  Duty,"^ 

From  whence  there  might  flow  Safety  to  her  Father. 

Demet.  The  Stream  yet  flows  no  farther  than  Sufpricion  : 
Thus,  Madam,  you  can  break  no  Bond  of  Duty, 

But  in  each  Point  are  fafe. 

Amid.  Were  the  Cafe  mine. 

Heaven  knows,  I  could  forgive  ye,  had  your  Dagp'er 
Been  bufy  with  the  Inmate  of  my  Breafl,  ° 

H3  T  •  ^ 
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And  made  the  little  Boiller  ceafe  its  Motion ; 

Such  fmall  regard  have  I  for  the  vain  Follies 
Of  this  round  . Ball  we  breathe  on,  and  fo  trifling 
Appear  to  me  the  State,  the  courted  Pleafures 
On  which  the  World  do’s  place  its  chief  Contentmenta 
One  thing,  .perhaps,  worth  living  for,  I  value ; 

But  that,  like  Myfleries  of  Heaven  to  the  Vulgar, 

Muft  be  conceal’d, - unlefs  a  Blufn  reveal  it.  \_Afide. 

Demet.  May  that,  and  every  other  BlelTing,  crown 
The  beauteous  Amide  a. 

Amid.  And  tho’  the  fad  Tale  of  Qlorona's  Death 
Fxadl  extremeft  Juflice  and  Revenge, 

Yet  were  it  known  that  you  are  Grimoald^ 

So  fear’d  and  rioted ;  and  that  I  am  privy 
To  your  clofe  meeting  of  the  ElUen  Party, 

Againfl  the  King’s  Confent,  and  dread  Command^ 

\Vhat  Ruin  might  not  pour  upon  us  both  ! 

Demet.  I  am  fchool’d,  fair  Excellence,  and  will  no  more 
Ingage  you  in  my  Fate. 

Amid.  Perhaps  ’tisTreafon 
You’re  plotting  there,  Treafon  againft  my  Father.^ 

Is’t  fit  his  Daughter,  then,  fiiould  b^’  your  Confident.^ 

No,  Prince,  I  charge  ye,  on  your  Lite,  no  more: 

Thus  far,  lince  I’ve  been  bred  up  in  your  Councils, 

I’ll  keep  the  Secret;  but  if  you  relapfc. 

Honour  and  Duty  put  it  pall  my  Po’^.^er. 

Demet.  Your  Clemency’s  too  great,  and  I’m  afhanfd 
Of  this  unmanner’d  Trouble.  ^ 

Amid.  No  doubt,  my  Siller, 

E’er  this,  has  told  the  Pling  the  whole  paft  Matter; 

Believe  then,  ’tis  a  thing  of  Confequcnce 
T’ evade  her  Malice,  you  well  knov/  her  Humour; 

(Wnich  has  been  late  difiafted  with  your  Condudl) 

So  fliould  be  on  your  Guard. 

Demet.  1  am  fo,  Ivladam ; 

And  have  a  Turn  of  Wit  too,  ready  at  Hand, 

To  throw  GrimoaW’s  late  Adtion  from  Demetnus. 

Amid.  That  has  been  worth  your  Study. — Hah !  flie’s  hel*e. 

Enter  G  l  L  M  u  N  D  A. 

Std’n  in  unknov/n  too,  pray  Heaven  fine  has  not  heard  us. 

Gihmin.  Alone,  and  in  clofe  Talk! — Nay  then  ’tis  plain 
7'hcre’s  Love  betwixt  ’em.  Can  then  that  purblind  Wretch, 
I'hat  Pngure  of  a  Man,  that  fenfclefs  Statue,  \_Apart. 

Prefer 
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Prefer  that  awkward,  dull,  Religious  Face, 

With  the  pale  Train  of  all  her  ghotlly  Features, 

Stiffen’d  by  formal  Zeal,  even  to  Uglinefs, 

To  my  frefh  Youtn,  and  Flower  of  blooming  Beauty  ; 
Nouiiih’d  with  Empire’s  Sweets,  and  pleas’d  with  Power? 
How  1  defpife  the  Creature,  and  will  turn 
All  Liking  to  Abhorrence ! — What,  arc  ye  ftartlcd  ?[7o  them. 
Some  Plot  then  mmlt  be  forming. — Where’s  this 
Tn  s  r.:nk  Arch-traitor,  that  dares  feek  Frotedlion, 

Tnu6  Doldly,  in  your  Highneffes  Apartment 
Amid,  A  Traitor  feek  Protedtion  here !  What  mean  ye? 
Glim.  Good  ignorant  Holinefs,  d’ye  want  the  Meaning? 
Sure  tnat  grave  Head,  that  has  fo  long  been  poring 
On  mouldy  xAathors,  for  Worm-eaten  Morals, 

With  fuch  falfe  Gems,  dreffing  the  Hypocrite, 

To  pafs  on  Ideots  for  Divinity, 

Mult  know  the  Definition  of  a  Phrafe 

So  german  to  her  Adtions. - For  ’tis  fworn 

The  Traitor  enter’d  here. 

Amid.  And  freely  might  do  fo  without  my  Knowledge. 

G  'llm.  Or  has  this  clofe  combining 
Another  fort  of  Plot,  call’d  an  Intrigue; 

In  which  this  doughty  Prince  of  airy  Gallles, 

Exerts  his  Love,  in  hopes  the  Timics  will  turn. 

And  Fate  ordain  your  Saintfhip  for  a  Queen  ? 

Is  this  the  fubjedt  of  your  Privacy.^ 

Come,  Sir,  the  Truth,  what  think  ye  of  the  Lady  ? 

Demet,  Tho’  this  odd  manner  of  Examination 
With  Realbn,  Madam,  might  excufe  an  Anfwer ; 

Yet  fince  you’ve  nam’d  the  Princefs  in  particular. 

And  make  Refledlion  on  this  Interview 
Of  fuch  ftrange  Nature,  I  will  fpeak  the  Truth ; 

And  tell  ye  1  am  lorry  to  fee  Beauty, 

Like  yours,  ruffled  wfith  unbecoming  Anger; 

Which,  in  one  meaner,  might  be  counted  Malice, 

As  to  my  Thoughts — They’re,  as  they  ought,  of  both  : 
The  Princefs  is  a  Mint  of  Godlike  Virtues, 

Where  new  bright  Graces  every  Day  are  coin’d, 

To  blefs  all  thofe  about  her:  And  for  you.  Madam, 

You  can  be  what  you  pleafe,  there’s  enough  in  ye 
To  furnifh  out  a  compleat  Excellence, 

You  are  a  Royal  Virgin. 

Royal  Virgin! 

Js  that  all  — By  my  Soul’s  befi  Joy,  Ambition, 

This  is  a  rank  Abufe— -—a  pointed  Satyr : 

H  4  lull 
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Inftcad  of  praifing  Female  Rights  of  Conquefl, 

Of  wounding  Hearts,  of  charming  to  an  Ecftafy, 

And  gaining  Trophies  by  victorious  Beauty, 

He  tells  me,  with  fly  Malice,  I’m  a  Virgin  : 

Virgin  ! - the  Title  of  a  Village  Milkmaid. 

Amid.  Between  the  fcormy  Gulphs,  Love  and  Ambition, 
How  her  proud  Soul  is  tortur’d ! 

Glim.  Well,  witty  Sir,  your  Jeft,  is  underdood : 

But  your  fatyrick  Vein  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 

[_FlouriJh  ’UiHh'i-n. 

Or  Majedy,  for  that  I  know  you  dream  on, 

Will  be  of  ufe  to  entertain  my  Father, 

Whom  1  hear  coming,  and  divert  this  Grimoald 
Out  of  his  Mind;  fo  fpeed  ye  both,  you’re  fure  of  my 
Alfiftance. 

Fnter  Aridandcr,  Damocles,  Cilon,  avid  Guards. 

Arift.  Can  there  be  Truth  in  what  I  hear,  of  Traitors. 
Sheltring  their  infamous  abandon’d  Heads 
Here  in  this  Cell  of  vile  Hypocrify  ? 

If  I  did  think  ’twere  fo,  degenerate  Brat; 

But  why  not  think  }  What  elfe  can  be  the  Fruit 
Of  all  this  canting  Zeal,  thefe  ghoflly  Groanings ; 

With  the  long  Bedroll  of  Fanatick  Cheats, 

But  Mifchief,  Treafon,  rank  rebellious  Villainy? 

Furies  and  Fire,  how  elfe  is  this?  From  whence? 

Where  didft  thou  learn  this  wretched  Trade  of  Bigotry? 

I’m  fare,  not  from  thy  Father. 

Damo.  All  your  x^dtions 
Purfuing  Methods  of  Imperial  Greatnefs 
And  Glory,  dill  have  prov’d  your  Soul  too  noble 
For  fach  1  o w  T r affi ck . 

Arifi.  Now,  by  my  Crown  and  Dignity, 

But  that  I  will  not  quedion  mv  Experience, 

I  fhould  believe  thy  Flother  plaid  me  falfe  ; 

And  that  feme  bigot  Pried  duder’d  with  Wine, 

And  gorg’d  with  the  Reverlions  of  the  Temple, 

Stol’n  from  fome  high  luxurious  Sacridee, 

Begot  thee  in  the  Cnds  of  his  Rliaofodv. 

Amid.  Good  Sir,  I  do  befeech  vc  not  to  blame  me, 
Becaufe  m.y  Adiions,  full  of  Innocence, 

Tend  towards  Piety.  Piety,  P,oyal  Sir, 

Is  the  bled  Guide  of  Duty,  and  however 

Malicious  Vice  may  wrong  me  of  your  Favour- 

?v'ly  Prayers  arc  dill  devoted.  Arifl. 
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Artft.  D’ye  hear  ? — — Her  Prayers ! 

A  Girl  of  Fifteen’s  Prayers  are  much  material ; 

Stuff,  fluff,  diffembling,  nothing  elfe,  by  Bacchus, 

She  that  has  that  one  Gift  of  flrain’d  Devotion, 

Has  twenty  Mifchiefs  in  her  Head  to  vie  with’t : 

By  the  bright  Luftre  of  our  Rofic  God, 

I  think  now  ’tis  affronting  his  Divinity,  7 

To  t^aze  him  for  more  Bleffings  than  are  voluntary^  , 

He,  full  of  Indulgence,  prefllng  the  rich  Grape 
At  Eafe,  and  in  good  Humour,  fmiles  upon  us, 

And  doles  his  Bleffings  as  he  finds  our  Merit, 

Without  the  plague  of  our  Impertinence, 

And  why  then  mufl  you  pray  ? 

Gilm.  ’Tis  Impofition 

Upon  his' facred  Senfe,  and  mofl  ill  Manners, 

As  if  we  v/oiild  appoint  his  Hours  of  hearing, 

And  hop’d  to  flatter  him  into  Compliance : 

Befides,  in  Zealots  ’tis  all  Afledlation, 

And,  ten  to  one,  the  Fruits  of  rank  Hypocrify. 

Arift.  Ah  !  my  Darling, 

Let  me  embrace  thee,  thou  art  my  own.  I’m  fure, 

[  Embracing  her. 

And  fliall  enjoy  the  Sv/eets  of  Empire  with  me. 

But  .to  thePoint  flill,  where’s  this  Traytor 
That  Villain,  who  for  fear  his  Coward  Treafon 
Should  be  detedted  by  our  Bofom  Damocles,, 

The  Ruffian  made  one  defperate  Pufii  and  fled. 

Pemet.  If  ever  Patience  wou’d  be  prov’d  a  Virtue 
Now  let  it  fliew  its  Force.  ’  \_Afide, 

Cilon.  But  what’s  mofl:  noted 
5o,  pleafe  your  Majefty,  is  that  the  Rebel 
Shou’d  be  dog’d  hither  to  her  Highnefs’s  fide : 

There  w'as  a  pretty  Bufinefs. 

-  Arift.  Nay,  ’tis  not  much  unlikely,  he’s  fome  Retainer 

Her  Highnefs  has  in  Pay. - Hah !  is’t  fo.  Minion  > 

Give  me  to  know,  and  let  him  be  produc’d ; 

Or,  by  my  Head,  not  all  your  windy  Prayers, 

No,  nor  your  Prieflefles,  thofe  holy  Conjurers, 

With  all  the  Mylleries  of  their  Incantation, 

And  fubtlcfl;  Juggling,  flrall  evade  my  Fury. 

Amid.  I  am  all  yours,  Sir ;  and  as  my  primitive  Being 
Proceeded  from  yon,  if  you  fulpedl  my  Duty 
I’m  ready  to  furrender.  \ Weeps. 

Arift.  Whining  Hypocrite ! 

There’s  now  another  Sign  of  Female  Mifchief, 

Thofe 
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Thofe  Tears,  which  would  as  plentifully  fall 

Were  but  her  Lap-Dog  lick. — Damn’d,  damn’d  diflembling, 

Gods !  from  a  weeping  and  a  praying  Woman, 

You  that  have  Power,  defend  me. 

Gii/n.  YourMajefty 

Looks  o’er  the  great  Demetrius  there,  whofe  Knowledge 
May  give,  perhaps,  moft  Light  into  the  Bufinefs, 

Since  he  was  there;  *Dull  Fool,  negledl:  my  Favours! 

[  *  Apart. 

I’ll  be  reveng’d,  tho’  his  Deflrudlion  follow.  \_Afide. 

Arift.  What  — he !  the  grovelling  Infedf  I  have  nourilli’d 
From  Infancy  by  my  indulgent  Smiles;  ’tis  impolTible 
That  he  dares  fpeak,  or  think,  or  look  towards 
The  rebel  Elllens.,  againft  my  known  Comjnand, 

Much  lefs  affift  ’em  ;  yet  ’tis  buzz’d,  indeed, 

That  fome  of  the  Rabble  own  him  for  a  Prince, 

And  talk  of  Lineage.  Hah !  young  Sir,  what  fay  ye  ? 

Is  this  authentick.^  Ipeak,  you  Prince  of  Poppets, 

What  know  you  of  this  Traytor  ?  on  your  Life  the  Truth. 

Dernet.  Sir,  not  thro’  Fear,  \)U.t  fvom  th’  effedi  of  Daty^ 

I  do  confefs  I  faw  a  Stranger  enter ; 

Who  likev/ife  feeing  me,  in  a  wild  Hurry 
Convey’d  himfelf  as  quickly  thro’  a  Window 
Into  the  Garden,  e’er  I  could  have  time 
To  apprehend  him,  or  to  know  his  Crime. 

ArlJL  A  natural  Slownefs  upon  this  occafioii 
PolTell  ye.  Sir,  I  do  not  like  th’  Excufe ; 

Therefore  I  would  advife  ye  ufe  your  Diligence, 

Your  utmofl  Care,  to  find  this  Grlmoald^ 

This  Bugbear  of  the  Herd,  within  three  Days, 

Or  elfe  your  Head  pays  Forfeit. — Your  Head,  great  Prince, 
By  Bacchus^  I  have  fworn  it. 

Dernet.  Mighty  King, 

What  lies  within  the  reach  of  Human  Po\ver, 

Or  Wit  t’effecl,  fhall  be  employ’d  to  take  him. 

Be  pleas’d,  great  Sir,  to  excufe  Impofiibilities. 

Arifl,  Inipolfibilities !  nothing’s  impolfible  that  I  command, 
I’ll  hear  no  more,  my  Word,  like  Fate,  ne’er  alters ; 

Your  Head — or  GrlmoaUe^. 

Dernet.  Then  the  Gods  affnl  me.  {Exit  Demetrius. 
Arift.  Let  ’em,  with  all  my  Heart,  and  much  good  do  ye. 
Glim.  So,  there’s  a  Virgin  Favour  for  ye.  Sir. 

{Scornfully  to  Demetrius. 

Arft.  You  too  ;— get  to  your  Clofet,  *  try  if  Canting 

[*  Jo  Amidea. 

Can 


The  Fate  of  Tyranny.  107 

Can  cure  the  Green  Sicknefs. — — Kence  with  that  Face, 
Pale  as  a  Statue  in  an  Abbey  Chapel, 

I’ll  have  another  Hour  for  you. 

Amid.  Let  me  have  Life 
No  longer  than  Obedience  to  my  Father; 

I’ll  to  the  facred  PrieftelTes  of  Bacchus.,  • 

And  after  folemn  Sacrifice,  invoke 
The  Deity  to  pardon  all  Offences, 

And  ever  guard  the  King.  \Exit  Amidea, 

i  Arifl.  Thou,  my  Gilmtmday 
!  Joy  of  my  Heart,  and  Pleafure  of  my  Eyes, 

‘  That  with  the  Rofie  Graces  of  thy  Look 
i  Excel  I’ft  Aurora  in  her  Morning  Glory, 

;  Go  to  thy  lov’d  Diverfion,  Mafques  and  Mufick ; 

!  Let  thy  pleas’d  Fancy  ftudy  for  Delights, 

;  And  take  my  Purfe  and  Power  to  procure  ’em. 

;  Cilon.,  go  you  and  fee  if  th’  Order’s  executed, 
i  The  new  Tax  on  the  Elliens  about  Grain  ; 

;  Stridly  examine  if  it  has  been  paid, 

I  T o  Morrow  I’ve  another  Game  to  play, 
i  Cilon.  Your  Majefty  fhall  find  my  Diligence  fwifter  than 
I  Thought,  and  I  afliire  ye  very  proud  of  the  Honour. 

I  Darno.  What  other  Game,  if  I  may  prefume.  Sir } 

'  Arift.  Come  hither,  give  me  thy  Ear.  [They  whifyer. 

.  aim.  So  much  for  injur’d  Beauty :  I  think  his  Head’s  at 

I  Stake, 

And  nothing  lefs  can  make  me  Satisfadlion. 

My  pious  Sifter,  too,  is  gone  to  exercife 
Amongft  the  frantick  Priefteffes ;  poor  Enthufiaft, 

;  I’m  refolv’d  I’ll  follow  in  Contempt, 
i  And  laugh  at  their  mad  Ceremonies. — What  are  the  great 
More  than  the  vulgar,  but  in  the  variety 
;  Of  their  Delights  ?  Feaftthen,  my  Soul,  in  Luxury, 

And  tafte  the  Pleafure  of  unbounded  Will ; 

Since  that  vile  Canker,  Time,  muftfpoil  our  Bloom, 
j  And  Joys  infipid  in  the  Days  to  come, 

!  I’ll  take  the  prefent  Moment  whilft  I  may. 

And  make  beft  ufe  of  ev’ry  happy  Day.  [Exit, 

Darno.  Sir,  I  confefs  I  cannot  guefs  your  Drift, 

Have  you  then  order’d  this  ftrange  Proclamation  t 
Arifi.  ’  Pis  done,  and  worded  too  as  they  defire. 

Darno.  And  great  Pollidarnus.,  you  fay,  is  fent. 
j  Sent  from  JEtolia  with  a  Suit  to  me 

This  Morning,  in  the  Name  of  all  the  banifh’d, 

Darno.  To  grant  fafeCondudt  for  their  Wives  and  Children. 

Arifl. 
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Arift.  Their  Effeds  too,  this  I  have  granted  all, 

And  publifh’d  it  at  ev’ry  Market  Place. 

Hah ! — doll:  thou  wonder  ? 

No  matter,  e’er  the  Night’s  pale  Goddefs  yonder, 

Has  ’twice  adorn’d  herfelf  with  borrow’d  Brightnefs, 

Got  from  her  Brother’s  Magavdiie  of  Luftre, 

There  will  fome  Changes  happen — things  be  done, 

Will  make  thee  own  thy  Mailer’s  fruitful  Brain 
Was  wife  in  doing  this;  nay,  tho’  confenting 
To  give  this  Liberty  to  their  Wives  and  Families, 

May  add  to  a  rebellious  Confpiracy, 

I  hear  are  gathering  yonder,  —  Yet  1  have  don’t. 

Dam.  Profper  ye.  Sir,  you’ll  give  me  leave  to  fcratch. 
Bite  my  Nails,  pore,  or  fo,  I  cannot  folve  the  Riddle. 

Re-enter  C  i  L  o  N. 

Cilon.  Sir,  your  Majelly’s  Commands  are  executed,  and  I 
think  ulher’d  by  a  new  Comet ;  a  Comet,  and  pleafe  ye,  for 
here’s  fomething  without,  appears  as  rare  at  Court. 

Arift.  What  Comet  mean’ll, thou  ? 

Cilon.  Oh,  a  very  wonderfiil  one,  Sir!  to  he  plain  then, 
Lord  Pollidarnus Friend  to  the  oM  Governour  Tirnoleon^ 
begs  an  Audience  of  your  Majelly — He,  he,  he,  he. 

[  Laughs  ridiculoufy. 

Arift.  Admit  him—He  is  welcome. 

Cilon.  The  Devil  he  is!  \^Afide~\  MyBar'fureis  defective,; 
What,  I  befeech  ye.  Sir  ? 

Ariji.  I  tell  thee  he  is  welcome,  bring  him  to  me. 

Cilon.  The  world  turns  round,  buti  am  no  Allrologer. 

[A.V/V.  Cilon. 

Dam.  Nor  I,  ’tis  not  a  Courtier’s  Buhnefs ;  but  go,  prithee 
let’s  fee  this  Meteor. 

AriJl.  Two  of  the  greateh  Gifts  that  Fate  bellow’d, 
When  firll  the  human  Soul  was  blefs’d  with  Reafon, 

Were  Truth  and  Subtlety,  who  tho’  of  different  kinds, 

Are  jointly  feared  in  the  Heart  of  Man; 

W'here  each  by  turns  mov’d  by  the  Wheels  of  Knowledge, 
Perform  their  natural  Offices- — One  of  thefe 
Mud  now  be  manag’d, — Put  a  dowdy  Look  on, 

[To  Damocles. 

And  feem  as  if  ye  were  fad — Furrow  your  Brow, 

As  if  foft  Confcience,  curbing  dubborn  Nature, 

Made  ye  nnealie;  Pve  a  reafon  for’t. 

[  Damocles  apart  as  MelanchoUy. 

Enter 
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Enter  PoLLlDAMUS  with  Cl  LON. 

VolUd.  Health  to  your  Majefty. 

Arift.  Welcome  PolUdamm — I  have  given  Orders 
About  the  late  Requeft  of  thofe  are  banilh’d, 

To  have  a  Paflport  for  their  Wives  and  Children  ; 

’Tis  granted  Lord,  and  that  they  may  not  find 
I  am  the  Bugbear,  counted  by  the  Rabble, 

Pvc  ratified  the  Grant  by  Proclamation, 

For  them,  and  their  Effeds - A  free,  fafe  PafTage  ; 

On  the  King’s  Word.. 

Pollid.  Upon  my  Knees,  I  thank  ye,  Sir. 

Arift.  Oh,  good  Pollidarntis.,  no  Ceremony  ! 

Wife,  honell;  Lord,  'why  thou  haft  been  a  Stranger 

Of  late,  at  Court,  unlucky  Mifconftrudlions 

Have  quite  unhing’d  us  all,  fome  Faults  have  been  too, 

I  muft  confefs;  well,  Friend,  they  muft  be  mended, 

We  are  all  faulty. 

Pollid.  ’Tis  common  to  human  Nature,  Sir, 

And  with  a  Joy — unwonted  to  my  Heart; 

I  muft  declare,  I  feel  ftrange  Satisfadlion, 

To  fee  yourMajefty  fo  well  difpos’d  : 

The  Crowd  would  not  believe  this,  as  you  fay.  Sir. 

Arift.  Oh,  no,  with  them,  I  know  I  am  a  Monfterl 
With  far  more  Horns  and  Heads,  than  e’er  the  Hydra ; 

But  let  your  Wifdom  judge.  [  Embracing  hinzj. 

Pollid.  Sir,  for  your  Prefence, 

You  may  be  term’d  Divine  ;  I  hope  all  anfwers, 

In  Mind,  as  well  as  Body. 

Dam.  This  is  no  Court, 

This  is  no  School  of  Complements ;  ’dsdeath,  Pm  gravel’d  ftill, 
I  thought  the  King  had  hated  this  old  Fellow.  {^Aftde, 
Arift.  Methinks,  I  wilh  too,  th’  Father  of  the  War, 

The  great  Timoleon  better  grafted  to  me. 

But  fome  odd  Matters - 

Pollid.  Oh,  his  Daughters  Wrong’s,  great  Sir ! 

Can  never  be  fo  foon  forgotten. 

To  make  that  eafy. 

Arift.  I  have  thought  upon’t,  Pollidamus., 

Who  has  already  had  ftrict  Reprehenfion 
P'or  the  rafii  Deed,  tho’  ’twas  his  Loyalty; 

But  Loyalty,  my  Lord,  fuould  ftill  own  Reafon, 

Elfe  L  waltv  were  Madnefs : — Pray  look  on  him, 

By  deadly  IVTURchoUy  ftiii  poiTeft.; 
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He  ever  fince  has  droop’d  his  lo-svring  Brow, 

Drawn  into  Wrinkles  by  his  lafhing  Confcience, 

Shew  the  true  Lines  of  Sorrow, 

Dam,  I  fhall  run  mad,  —  I  cannot  bear  this. 

Ariji.  He  had  never  regain’d  my  Favour, 

Had  he  not  fhewn  the  Signs  of  true  Repentance. 

Dam.  Confiifion! — The  King’s  diiTedling  me  ! 

Muft  I  ftand  mute  too  ?  —  And  pleafe  your  Majefty  ! 

[  Offers  to  [peak. 

Arifl.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  there  needs  no  more  Confeffion, 
Be  forty,  and  be  filent,  I  won’t  hear  ye  fpeak. 

Dam.  Cunning,  by  Heaven  I  find  it  now,  —  Oh,  Fool ! 
To  hit  the  Mark  no^  fooner.  [AJi'de, 

Arift.  Without  doubt,  PolUdamus., 

Th’  old  Governour  has  been  ftirring  up  his  Friends; 

Hah,  is’t  not  fo? — Come,  prithee  fpeak,  good  Lord, 

Be  fo  plain  with  me,  to  relate  the  Truth ; 

Why  thou  may’fi:  be  a,  means  to  caufe  a  Parly, 

To  explain  Grievances,  and  make  us  Friends ; 

Say  then,  what-Force ? 

Dam.  Rare,  rare,  moft  artificial !  [  AJide, 

PoUid.  Some  Troops,  ’tisfaid,  indeed  there  are  in  Embrio,' 
But  none  fo  dangerous. 

Arifl.  Yes,  I  iKulfbe  befieg’d,  —  I’ve  had  a-Dream  on’t. 
PoUid.  Oh,  no,  I  hopemot,  Sir! 

If  you  are  pleas’d  to  hold  this  gracious  Temper, 

Refieding  on  pafi  Errors — with  my  old  Faith; 

Fbeg  leave  to  be  free.  Sir,  this  your  kind  Paflport, 

Will  fo  oblige  the  Ladies,  that  their  Interefi: 

Will  be  like  Balfam  to  the  feft’ring  Wounds 

Of  the  griev’d  Elliem. — Then,  Sir,  your  late  Taxation 5^ 

A  little  mitigated. 

Arifl.  Oh,  the  Taxon  Grain! 

Of  half  in  half ;  well,  well,  it  fhall  be  moderated  ; 

They  lhall  be  full  of.  Bread,  and  full  of  Mirth, 

And  we’ll  be  Friends  again  ;  by  this  time  the  Edid 
Is  out  to  their  Defire,  and  tell  old  Lyon-heart, 

Ttmoleon.^  that  the  Grant’s  the  Speedier, 

In  Complement  to  the  fam’d  Grecian  Heroine, 

His  wife  and  virtuous  Lady ;  fo,  Pollidamus^ 

Good  honeft  Lord,  farewel. 

PoUid.  Heavens  blefs  your  Majefty  ! 

[_Exit.  Eqllidamus 

Arifl.  In  good  time;  fo  much  for  the  Politician: 

Now  to  my  felf  again.“-WeLI,  haft  thou  fathom’d  ?' 
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Thy  Eye  Teem’d  to  dart  through  me,  as  if  wond’ring 
At  what  I  fpoke  ;  haft  thou  yet  found  the  Meaning  ? 

Darn,  1  muft  confefs,  Sir,  not  of  every  Circumftance; 
Tho’  I  knew  Fallacy  was  the  main  End. 

Artfl.  Haft  thou  found  that,  —  when  firft  I  favour’d  thee, 
*'Twas  for  thy  Heart,  my  Damocles,^  not  thy  Head-g^iecc ; 
Thou  art  a  forward,  bold,  quick,  willing  Fellow, 

To  execute  thy  Mafter’s  Will,  that’s  fomething; 

And  then  performing  it  without  examining 
The  Right,  the  Wrong,  the  Virtue,  the  Vice  on’t, 

Is  admirable  Service  ;  a  rare  Quality  ! 

Fit  for  a  Prince’s  Favourite, — Give  me  thy  Hand. 

Know  then,  that  whilft  my  Tongue  carrefs’d  this  Rebel, 
With  politick  King-craft  guilding  o’er  my  Medicine, 

The  Poifon  was  moft  fatal  underneath. 

Darn.  But,  Sir,  this  Paftport  to  condudi:  the  Ladies ; 

Muft  it  not  greatly  add  to  raife  new  Forces, 

And  bring  ’em  to  a  Head  ? 

Ar  'ift.  When  they’re  there  : 

But  when  is  that  to  be }  —  Oh,  dull,  dull  Damocles  ! 

Can’ft  thou  believe  I  meant  ’em  what  I  promis’d  ? 

No,  Fool,  as  Toon  as  e’er  themfelves  and  Carriages, 

For  they  have  leave  for  all, — Jewels  and  Treafure, 

Plate,  and  what  would  have  been  ftow’d  up  in  Holes, 

Cellers  and  Ovens,  had  I  try’d  to  find  it, 

1  Shall  be  upon  the  March ;  then  fnall  my  Guards - 

i  Darn.  Seize  on  ’em  all,  and  rnake  a  glorious  Plunder ; 

I  Oh,  moft  divinely  plotted ! 

I  Arifl.  Ay,  now  thou  haft  it; 

Gold  never  fails  to  prune  a  Courtier’s  Wit, 

And  form  him  for  the  Mifchiefs  of  its  Nature. 

Darn.  Let  me  adore  ye.  Sir,  as  you  are  greater 
I  Than  all  in  Power,  fo  are  ye  too  in  Politicks. 

Arift.  They’ll  have  a  glittering  Shew,  I  make  no  doubt; 
And  I’ll  command  that  no  Degree  nor  Age 
Shall  be  diftinguiftied,  but  all  feiz’d  and  rifled ; 

Which  done,  the  Women  fhall  be  Tent  to  PriTon, 

To  ponder  there  at  Leifure. 

Darn.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

The  Matron  too,  S'^  haughty  Beltzarla, 

Will  now  have  time  to  curTe  her  Iniblence, 

In  late  refufing  of  your  offer’d  Grace  ; 

There,  let  her  chew  upon  her  boafted  Honour, 

Or  try  if  ftubborn  Virtue  will  prevail  : 

Virtue  that  wretched  thing,  fit  for  a  Goal : 

This 
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This  fure  will  low’r  her  Pride.  —  Oh,  I’m  traniported 
At  the  mere  though  on’t ! 

Artft.  I’ll  give  Orders  inflantly; 

I’ll  make  her  fae  to  be  receiv’d,  and  wait  too. 

Till  I’m  at  Leifure. 

Dam.  ’Twill  be  double  Joy, 

To  make  the  proud  imperious  Beauty  know, 

’Tis  Obligation, — when  you  condefcend. 

Arift.  Why  are  we  here  confirm’d  Gods  of  the  Earthy 
Unlefs  our  Wills  have  a  commanding  Right, 

To  rule  the  fubjecl  Creature  r  Let  dull  Monarchs, 

Of  frozen  Climes,  difpenfe  with  the  Prerogative 
Kings  fhould  enjoy.  I’ll  fhew  no  fuch  Example, 

But  live  Supreme  —  He  that  do’s  otherwife, 

And  the  bright  Circle,  on  bafe  T erms  receive. 

Is  King  at  Will,  aiid  governs  but  by  Leave  ; 

And,  as  the  modern  Satyrift  denotes  him, 

A  marbled  Cafar  pinnion’d  to  a  Throne, 

The  People  regnant,  and  the  Monarch  Stone. 

[  Exemt. 

The  End  of  the  Second  A5i, 
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ACT  III.  ScexmeI. 


Enter  TimoleoN;,  and  Pollidamus. 


Upoii  Head,  fiiicc  ’tis  your  dreadful  Will, 
Let  fall  at  once,  and  dafii  me  to  the  Earth  ; 


For  thefe  dire  Plagues,  thefe  ftarts  of  Indignation, 


Are  more  infufrerable - 

Pallid.  Perfidious  Tyrant ! 

Tyrant’s  a  Name  too  mild  for  fuch  Barbarity, 

There  fhould  be  one  in  Hell  new  form’d  on  purpofe  ; 
Ciirfe  on  my  credulous  and  cafy  Folly  ! 

Are  thefe  the  Fruits  of  ail  his  fiattering  Smiles  ? 

I  Only  to  gain  a  hellilh  Opportunity 
I  For  more  and  greater  Mifehiefs,  Robbery,  Murder? 

I  Oh,  horrid  1  horrid  ! 

"Timal.  Murder - Damnation  feize  him  ! 

i  That  has  been  ever  known  his  darling  Sin, 

I  Fiis  dear  Twin-Brother,  Fill  incorporated 
I  In  his  curfi  Infancy,  fome  Woolf  was  (lain, 

I  From  whom  his  bloody  Nurfe  took  the  warm  GcJre, 

To  fmear  her  Breads,  and  make  him  fuck  in  Cruelty, 
With  his  firfi:  NouriOiment :  Mud  not  then,  ye  Gods, 
Blood  be  for  Blood  repaid?  Qh,  Judice!  Judice! 

Pallid.  The  dreadful  Infolence  too  of  frighting  Ladies, 
Wounding  and  bruizing  Children,  butchering  Servants, 
Then  bafeiy  plundci'ing  all,  is  pad  Example. 

Timol.  Why  Lucifer  has  drawn  him  to  the  Lees 
Of  Wickednefs;  the  Fiend  runs  low  in  Villainy: 
f'rom  the  fird  rank  of  Crimes,  Murder,  Oppredion, 
Rapes,  Inced,  and  unnumber’d  Sacrileges, 

He  now  defeends  in  curd  Variety, 


To  the  poor,  bade,  Mechanick  Vice  of  Stealing  ! 

I  The 
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The  Ruffian’s  Trade  to  fatisfy  his  Riot, 

When  W ant  has  made  him  defperate. 

E'/iter  G  o  M  o  N  D. 


PoIIld.  Nov/,  good  Gomond^ 

What’s  farther  done  ?  The  word  we  know  already. 

Go-/no77.  A  little  to  allay  that  word  then,  hear 
Something  of  Comfort. 

dtimoL  The  Word  founds  as  drange 
As  if  it  were  Ar'dbicL — 'Well,  proceed  ;  what  Comfort  r 
Is  my  Wife  pad  her  Fears  and  laid  in  Peace  ; 

Or  my  poor  Boy,  my  fweet  young  tender  Blodbm, 
Pluckt  up  by  fome  rude  Gripe? — Oh  !  execrable  Dog ! 
Thefe  are  his  Comforts. 


Gomon.  No,  brave  Soldier, 

Fate  has  not  been  fo  cruel,  your  Wife  and  Son 
Are  fafe,  tho’  yet  in  fome  Diforder,  being  retir’d 
To  Bacchus  Teinple,  with  the  red  o’th’  Ladies, 

T’  avoid  Imprifonment,  threatned  by  the  Tyrant; 

Whofe  Guards  have  made  fuch  an  unmanly  Havock 
’Mongd  all  that  did  redd.  Story  can’t  parallel. 

Pollid.  The  helplefs  Women,  dript  of  their  very  Ornaments, 
Carriages  robb’d,  and  all  theirfhoarded  Treafure, 

Sav’d  up  for  many' Years,  ’tis  faid,  amounting 


i  ’  a  Mafs  of  W ealth— 

GomoTi^  All  which  that  Devil  Damocles 
Stood  by  to  fee  dilpos’d  to  the  King’s  Ufe ; 

Befides  the  common  Plunder  given  the  Soldiers 
For  their  good  Service. 

\.-^^imol^  Oh,  Devil !  Devil  !  thefe  are  his  Comforts. 
Gomon.  No,  great  Timoleon.^ 

Thefe  now  fnall  fead  your  Ear;  this  matchlefs  Villainy 
Have  the  lEtolians  fo  poffed  with  Horror, 

Rage  and  P^eveiige,  that  throughout  all  the  Country ; 

Nay,  through  the  utmod  Bounds  of  wide  Achala 

They  dock  in  Shoals  to  ffrms,  each  Hour  brings  Numbers; 

So  that  with  thofe  good  Troops  already  rais’d, 

Which  are  to  w^atch  the  Sign  from  Prince  Demetrius.^ 
Within  the  Walls;  w^e  fhall,  e’er  fv||&rn,  be  ready 
To  form  a  powerful  Siege.  Jf 

pollid.  The  News  was  Yederdi^ 

The  Prince  to  be  profcrib’d  at  three  Days  end, 

Unlefs  he  dnd  out 


Gomon 
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Gomon.  ’Tis  mofl:  true,  the  Riddle  of  himfelf  to  be  that 
Tray  tor, 

Being  yet  unknown,  tho’  it  inufl  make  Demetrius 
Extremely  adive  to  divert  his  Fate  ; 

Which  under  Covert  of  a  Search  for  Grimoald^ 

Still  furthers  our  Affairs. 

Pollid.  The  new  ^toUan  Governour’s  revolted  too, 

And  has  to  Day  difpatch’d  a  Letter  to  him, 

T’  encourage  and  affift  all  Enterprizes. 

Gomon.  My  Lord,  I  haw  it ;  every  thing  befides, 
Methinks,  looks  well  and  lucky,  and  to  lead  us 
To  certain  Viclory,  dear  General, 

We  only  w'ant  you  there. 

Timol.  Me  !  Saidil  thou  me  ? 

In  fuch  a  Caufe  can  any  one  be  wanting 
That  has  a  Soul,  and  the  leaft  Grain  of  Honour, 

Much  lefs  ?  Oh!  Gomond.  thou  haft  nam’d 

A  W ord  indeed  fo  powerful,  that  Revenge, 

R.evengc,  with  its  Affo date  Victory ; 
i  hat  were  I  dead,  and  ffrouded  up  to  he 
In  mouldring  Diffolution,  a  Clod  inanimate, 

•Like  Heavens  hrfl  woifd  anew  create  me  ; 

Dart  thro’  the  porous  Marble  where!  lay. 

Like  bright  jTtherial  Lightning  force  its  way, 

And  frher  raife  new  Life,  than  could  the  old  decav. 

Pollid.  1  hat  was  Ipoke  like  Tiyyioleon. 

Timol.  Time,  that  giv’il;  Hero’s  fpace  for  mighty  Adlions, 
And  haft,  I  hope,  affign’d  me  thefe  laft  Alinutes 
To  crown  my  Days  with  Glory;  fhake  my  Sands, 

Oh  !  Lake  ’em  flowly,  that  I  may  have  leifare 
To  finilh  this  great  Deed  ;  then  willingly. 

1  fall  thy  Vidim,  full  of  Years  and  Honour. 

Gomon.  Ten  thoufand  Soldiers  tight  in  vour  Pv.efolves,  Sir., 
’Alongft  which  we’ve  fome  of  the  old  luirdy  Kind, 

That  trod  your  former  Alarches ;  Sun-burnt  Faces, 

With  valiant  Hearts,  and  finew7  Arms  to  follow  ye; 

That  W’hcn  their  frill  lov’d  General  gave  the  Word, 

Tho’  Fate  it  felf  ftood  to  oppofc,  wmuld  conquer. 

Timol.  Let  us  go  on;  Charge,  charge  then,  I  am  ready; 
Within  my  Banner,  by  fome  curious  Hand, 

The  Figure  of  Cloronaya^W  be  painted, 

Drefs’d  in^her  Virgin  white,  an  Angel  Innocence 
Gracing  her  Look  ;  and  in  her  fnov/y  Boforn 
A  bloody  Dagger,  ftuck  by  a  black  Fury, 

Grizly  and  baleful,  reprefenting  Damocles.^ 

1  2 


Wave 


116 


The  Grecian  Heroine :  Or, 

Wave  in  the  Air  to  animate  our  Friends. 

Then  found  the  Trumpet,  and  begin  the  Sport. 

’Fis  done,  ’tis  done,  methinks  I  fee  the  Adiion; 

The  Walls  are  mounted,  and  the  Breach  is  made  : 

Oh !  fix  me  there,  thou  martial  Deity, 

T  hat  lovhl:  a  Soldier ;  and  this  Arifta/ider^ 

Once  more  within  my  reach,  if  then  I  lofe  him 
May  I  be  loft  with  Infamiy ;  not  Bolts, 

Nor  crooked  Fulgor,  with  its  darling  Flairics, 

Should  guard  him  from  me ;  Heaven  nor  Earth  ftiould  five 
him ; 

Not  all  the  Powers  Hell  fent  him  for  Supply, 

Nor  all  the  i  hunder  burfting  from  the  Sky.  [Exeum, 

SCENE  IL  The  Temple  of  Bacchus. 


Enier  DemetriuS  a  Letter,  and  Z 1 2 1 M  o. 


Dernet.  Abandon’d  as  I  am,  profcrib’d,  difgrac’d, 

Yet  do’s  this  Letter  from  the  JEtoUan  Governor, 

In  the  Name  of  them,  and  all  the  banifh’d  Elliens^ 

Give  me  fOrne  Hopes,  tho’  with  extremeft  Danger. 

Danger !  what’s  Danger,  in  a  Cafe  like  mine } 

Nothing, - a  Word, - no  more. 

Ziz  'irno.  The  Siege  is  laid.  Sir,  think  on  that  to  comfort  ye. 
Dernet.  He  w'rites  me  word  they’re  ready  for  the  Attack, 

Bids  me  prepare  too,  my  Friends  within  here,  againft  five  in 
th’  Morning, 

To  kill  all  thofe  that  guard  the  Caftle  Poftern, 

Where  they  will  entrance  wTut  to  feize  the  Tyrant. 

ZAJrno.  And  rout  the  Guards. 

Dernet.  By  Heavens  I  ’tis  nobly  plotted. 

And  will,  I  hope  too,  be  as  w'cll  perform’d. 

^\way  to  your  Pcft  then,  and  remember  Silence ; 


Silence,  eood  Captain. 


ZJzrrno.  Doubt  me  not,  my  Lord 


\Exit  Zizimo. 


Dernet.  Oh !  thou  then,  who  w-ithin  this  facred  Plac 


Receiv’ft  the  Prayers  of  v'otary’s  efiftreft. 
Propitious  be,  and  grant  us  thy  Aliiftan.ee; 

TTat  Cori'nth  may  again  retrieve  lier  Peace, 

And  fneTraytor,  Grirnoald^  be  found  her  Prince. 
Bat  hold,— — I  fear  my  Feet  intrude  too  ralhly  ; 
This  Corner  of  the  facred  Dome  is  hallow’d. 
Where  the  Iliuftrious  Bones  of  Kings  and  Peers,' 
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For  many  Ages  pad,  mouldring  in  Reft, 

Poftefs  their  gloomy  Habitations. 

’Twas  here,  ah  !  fome  where  here,  the  dear  Remains 
Of  my  fvveet  Virgin  Love  were  rudely  call 
By  Villains  Hands ;  guide  me,  fome  pitying  Angel, 

To  the  dear  Receptacle,  that  I  may  with  Reverence, 
i  The  trueft  Reverence,  fprung  from  faithful  Love, 

;  Invoke  my  Angel’s  Aid  for  her  Demetrius. 

Ghojl  o/Clorona  afeends. 

Oh,  ye  Immortals,  have  ye  heard  me  then! 

Am  I  on  Earth,  may  I  believe  my  Eyes  > 

Oh  !  take  not  from  me,  thou  Gceleftial  Figure, 

My  Soul,  that  flutters  between  Fear  and  Joy, 

’Till  thou  haft  blcft  me  with  thy  lov’d  Commands, 

Behold  the  Creature  of  thy  Will,  thy  Lover 
Charm’d  to  an  Ecftafy  at  thy  bleft  Sight, 

And  crawling  on  the  Verge  of  Life  to  hear  thee. 

\Jn  his  Ecflafy  drops  the  Letter ^ 
Ghoft.  Go  on,  oh  Prince,  favour’d  of  Heaven,  go  on  ; 
J-iCt  no  Doubt  fliake  thee,  nor  chill  Fear  moleft  ; 

Thou  art  feledled  for  the  Reftauration 

Of  the  Corinthian  Liberty. - Tyranny  fnall  wane, 

And  cruel  Ariftander  fliall  be  no  more. 

From  flow’ry  Groves,  where  vyc/’s  eternal  Rays, 

With  Light  perpetual,  gilds  the  Nights  and  Days: 

Where  Heaven  gives  boundlefs  Joys  to  recompenfe 
Thofe  Virgin  Souls  that  die  with  Innocence. 

I  come  to  tell  thee.  Prince,  th’  Almighty  Doom 
Ordains  thy  Rife,  and  the  curft  Tyrant’s  Fall 
i  In  loweft  Difs ;  where  Lucifer  in  Chains 

Shackles  the  damn’d,  that  rage  and  yell  in  Horror! 

Where  frozen  Hides  dart  through  the  Bowels 
Of  gnafhing  Fiends,  or  Fire  alternate  melts 
The  fcalding  Marrow,  is  a  dreadful  Cavern 
Replete  with  Serpents  Newts,  and  odious  V ermin : 

'I  he  fpotted  Toad  here  fpits  his  yellow  Venom 

Againft  the  poys’nous  Afpick. - Horrid  Spedlres 

Skimming  about  with  piercing  Shrieks  and  Groans, 

Sound  o’er  the  baleful  Place. - This  dire  Abode, 

By  Fate,  is  fix’d  the  Cell  of  Ariftander : 

Thus  cruel  Pride,  is  by  the  Gods  rewarded. 

This  gives  the  curft  Blafphemer  too  a  Mirror 
Where  he  may  view:  himfelf ;  on  then,  my  Demetrius., 

I  3  Prepare 
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Prepare  to  ftrijve  the  Blow,  revenge,  and  profper : 

The  Powers  Divine  allur’d  Succefs  will  grant, 

And  WTong’d  Cloror-:a  prove  thy  Guardian  -Saint.  \iDefcends, 
Dernet.  And  guarded  fo,  who  can  fail  to  conquer 
Thou  heavenly  Ivleffenger,  that  from  the  Depth 
Of  low  Defpair,  haft  liited  me  to  Paradife, 

Doubt  not  but  ni  go  on ;  the  light  foot  Roe 
Stretches  not  fafier  o’er  the  fpacious  Lawn 
1  han  I,  to  meet  this  joyful  Opportunir/. 

My  eager  Speed,  hedg’d  with  the  Wings  of  Joy, 

As  fwift  fhall  Pofr  as  Time  it  felf  can  riy. 

renter  A  M  l  D  E  Reading. 

Am'id.  Sacred  Devotion,  that  doh  clcanfe. the  Mind 
From  the  vile  Drofs  of  worldly  Vanity, 

Clear  our  fnort-hghted  Seafon,  and  inipirc 
T^  clouded  Scene  with  thy  CjuleiPal  Fire. 
h5w  excellent  to  me  are  all  thy  Graces  \ 

And,  ah'!  how  fweet  is  innate  Satisfaction  ? 

Bleft  Souls  above  feraphick  Joys  may  hnd. 

But  nought  below  compares  with  Peace  of  Mind. 

What’s  here !  *  A  Letter  fubfcrib’d  to  Prince  Demetrius  I 

*  'Takes  74p  the  Letter. 

How  my  Heart  pants !  this  may  be  worth  perufing ; 

Bu  I’ll  retire  and  read  it,  for  yonder,  ’mongh  the 
Priehelles,  I  fee  my  Sitter  coming,  and  Fleaven  help  ’em, 
The  haplefs  Bellzarla'^  and  the  reft. 

Fled  here  for  Sandluary.  Oh !  Arljtander, 

I  wifh  thou  hadft  my  Heart.  {^Exlt. 


neimige,  ana  ovioer  juaa.ies^  'Ujmo  Tioe  rrtejvejjes  oj  uacenus 
in  their  Ornaments G.ilmunda  appearing  -ujlth  htr  Mafques 
on  the  other  jlde\  the  chief  Prleflefs  coming  forvjard  ^ 
[peaks. 


Ch.  P.  Ye  Gods  of  Greece^  and  above  all,  great  Bacchus.^ 
To  whom,  for  many  hundred  rowling  Years, 

Our  facred  Rites  and  myftick  Ceremonies 
Have  been  addrefs’d,  proted,  and  be  propitious 
To  thefe  thy  Suppliants;  putiiOi  too  the  impious, 

Who  dare  prophane  thy  Altar;  fnower  quick  Vengeance 
Upon  their  Heads,  thy  Votary  implores  thee. 

Helm.  The  holy  Maid  biufties  with  glowing  Anger, 

The 


The  Fate  of  Tyranny. 


Tip 


The  Agitations  of  her  troubled  Soul 
Blaze  ill  her  Eyes  and  Vifage. 

Be/fz.  Oh  !  caiiTc  thou  blame  her  ? 

Seed:  thou  not  yonder,  where  the  PvOyal  Infolent 
Appears,  in  Mockery  of  the  folernn  Myfteries  ? 

Helra.  Yes,  and  behold  it  with  confus’d  Amazement. 
Heavens !  Can  that  Figure  of  a  perfedl  x\ngel, 

That  beauteous  Form,  whofe  perfonal  Divinity 
Has  Charm  enough  to  force  C^leifiai  Favour, 

Be  yet  fo  black  Vvithin,  to  incline,  Fiend-like, 

To  horrid  Profanation r  It  confounds  me!  , 

See,  fhe  moves  this  way,  and  will  Ipeak  t’ye,  Madam. 
Beltz.  I  am  prepar’d. 

Gilm.  Is  it  then  poffible  my  Eyes  can  grant  me 
So  rare  a  Sight  as  this.^  Qx^sxBeiizaria^ 

Cry’d  up  for  Patronefs  of  Virtue,  Wifdom ; 

By  the  Crowd  nick-nam’d  too,  the  fam’d  G/rr/A;  Heroine, 
Seeking  a  Shelter  here  for  bafe  Rebellion, 

Amongd  a  Rout  of  Enthufiaftick  Bigots  ? 

Can  that  great  Soul,  then,  condefeend  fo  low 
T o  feek  for  any  Aid  but  from  it  felf  ? 

This  is  mod  wonderful,  dnee  I  know,  Madam, 

Do  what  you  pleafe,  your  Deeds  are  glorious  all, 

And  wife,  as  ye  held  Counfel  with  the  Gods, 

And  fafliion’d  their  Decrees. 

Beltz.  No,  not  fo  wife; 

Virtue’s  a  thing,  indeed,  of  fuch  plain,  dmple  Nature, 

’Tis  fuited  by  kind  Heaven  for  all  Capacities, 

And  confequently  mine;  but  facred  Wifdom 
Is  a  much  richer  Grace,  a  Gift  peculiar  ; 

W  hich  as  but  few  poITefs,  fo  few  deferve. 

Gihn.  Oh !  you  deferve  it,  without  all  Difpute  ; 

The  Gods,  when  they  contriv’d  fo  rare  a  Cabinet, 

Could  not  do  Icfs  than  give  the  riched  Jewel 
1  ’  enclofe  therein. 

Beltz.  One  Jewel,  I  confefs. 

There  is  enclos’d,  of  an  uncommon  Value 
Which  is.  Contempt  of  vicious  Dignity. 

1  can  defpife  a  mighty  Man  in  Odice, 

Whofe  Life  and  Inclinations  are  deprav’d,  , 

Oj  adls  unjudly. - And  if  I  fee  a  Lady, 

Nay,  tho’  as  great  as  you,  out-face  her  Moclcdy, 

And  from  the  Rules  of  Virgin  Decency 
Rove  up  to  Libertine  Extravagance,  .  ’ 

My  Soul  can  from  its  little  Eiriinence  ’ 

I  4  Look 
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Lbok  down,  nay  and  contemn  her. 

Gilm.  You  can,  ?reat  Heroine? 

And  from  my  Eminence  of  State,  and  Power  too, 

I  can  look  down  upon  your  proud  Humility ; 

For  there’s  an  Infolence  fometimes  in  Rags 
A  s  blameful  as  in  Robes  of  Gold  and  Purple. 

I’ve  often  feen  a  furly  Beggar  fnarl 

Becaufe  he  thought  the  Alms  was  giv’n  too  mean 

P^or  his  Defert,  tho’  in  extremeft  iVlifery. 

This  boalled  Virtue  truly  is  a  Pride 
Fafhion’d  and  gilded  by  Hypocrify, 

Which  equals  even  the  woril  of  vain  Extravagance. 

I  revel  and  enjoy  the  Vv^orld,  am  great, 

Plac’d  high,  and  thus,  perhaps,  indulge  my  Flattereis 
You’re  humble,  fet  your  Face,  give  Alms,  and  pray, 

Dilfembie - All  to  gain  publick  Applaufe. 

What  Difference  then  betwixt  my  Pride  and  yours  ? 

Behz.  The  Difference  is  in  th’  Adlions  plain  Sincerity  ; 
My  Ends  are  facred,  and  the  Good  I  do 
x\ims  not  to  be  re^warded  here  belowg 
But  in  a  Place  where  Pity’s  remember’d. 

Glim,  And  do  ye  never  fear  to  mifs  your  Axim, 

And  after  your  Pains-taking  lofe  your  Labour  ^ 

Beiiz.  Gh  1  no,  the  Records  are  for  ever  fixt, 

Set  dowm  by  an  eternal  Regiftcr, 

Where  can  be  no  Negledt. 

Glim.  If  the  rank  Hypocrite, 

Wno  kindles  publick  PVuds  for  private  Ends ; 

Or  th’  ftiibborn  fadlious  Kindler  of  Rebellion 
May  live  unpiiniilf  d  there,  and  hope  Reward, 

You  may  be  certain  of  uncommon  Share. 

Beiiz,  Ratiier  for  Loyalty  and  Love  of  Honour ; 

For  unlefs  doing  Jullice  delerve  runifhment, 

1  have  no  Pang  of  Confcience. 

Gtlm.  Not  cv’n  for  Treafcn  ? 

That  petty  Vice  lies  funk  in  your  deep  VVbTdom, 

Flere’s  a  rare  Proof  of  Honour,  Virtue,  Confcience: 

A  precious  Guide  for  our  Cormtlnan  Dames ;  \ln  heat. 

Or  is  your  MatronOiip  grown  mad  o’th’  fudden, 

Should  Rebels  have  no  Puniffment  ? 

BcUz.  Fvcbcls,  ivladam ! 

The  W ord  do’s  need  fuch  a  nice  Explanation 

’Tis  hard  to  bedefn’d;  and  you,  alas,  \_Raifingher Voice. 

That  life  ’em  moll  by  Rote,  without  true  judgment. 

Had  better  change  it  for  a  modifh  one, 

Fvelating 
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Relating  to  your  Hcad-drefs,  or  your  Body  : 

Study  new  Phrafes  that  run  glib  at  Court, 

Where  Flatt’ry  Fill  do’s  eccho  ye,  tho’  Nonfenfe  : 

Where  the  vile,  fupple,  cringing  Parafite 
May  take  ’em  like  his  Gold,  all  without  weighing ; 

And  let  no  thought  of  the  Rebels  flrain  your  Fancy: 

But  if  you  needs  will  defcant  on  the  Word, 

To  do  it  right,  know,  Madam,  ’twas  invented 
When  Royal  Villainy  firft  plagu’d  Mankind, 

Were  there  no  Tyrants,  there  had  ne’er  been  Rebels. 

G'tlm.  Oh !  can  your  Pride  mount  now  o’er  your  Sincerity  } 

\^Loudly  to  her. 

Calm  Virtue,  crofs’d,  I  fee,  can  turn  to  Thunder ; 

My  Breaft  is  all  on  Fire,  by  awful  Juno^ 

Her  Soul  o’er-tops  me  fb,  1  flag  and  faulter.  [Fretting  about. 
And  have  no  Power  of  anfwering. — But  fee  my  Father, 

He’ll  do  me  Right  I’m  fure. 

Fnter  Ariflander,  Damocles,  and  Guards. 

Arifl.  What  !  are  we  then  befieg’d?  Damocles. 

Damo.  Yes,  Sir,  injeft; 

Three  or  four  Thoufand  hot  brain’d  Ideots, 

Led  by  Pollidarnsis  and  crav’d  ‘Tirnoleony 
Bloated  with  their  long  Eafe  and  Idlenefs, 

Are  got  before  the  Walls.  Fla,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Arijl.  ril  fend  my  Guards  anon  to  whip  ’em  home  ; 

Their  hoary  Ring-leaders  too  fhall  upon  Mules, 
j  Their  Faces  to  their  Tails,  ride  thro’  the  City, 

To  divert  thofe  within. - 

Now,  my  Gilmunda.^  what  antick  Forms  are  thefe  ? 

*  What’s  all  this  Pageantry  ?  [*  Pointing  to  the  Priefteffes. 

Hah!  I  gave  Order  that  f  thofe  fancy  Womien  fliould  be 
Imprifon’d,how  comes  thisNegled  >[]SeeingBt\\i.andthe  reft. 

Darno.  In  the  great  Hurry,  Sir,  they  ’fcap’d  the  Guards, 
And  fled  for  Shelter  hither. 

Gilrn.  Thcfe  here,  the  Priefleffes, 

/  The  impertinent  Tea2ers  of  our  R.ofie  Deity, 

Are  going  to  entertain  ye  with  their  Ceremonies. 

Plcaie  yourMajefly  to  lit  a  while  you’ll  be  diverted. 

Arift.  It  fiall  be  fo,  I’ll  borrow  fo  much  time  from  the 
Beliegers. 

Gibn.  How,  Sir,  bclieg’d,  is’t  then  fo  hot? 

Arift.  Fla,  ha,  ha,  ha. — Come,  let  us  feethefe  Ceremonies. 
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_  j 

Here  follows  the ’Entertainment  of  Singing  and  Dancings  which 

done^  enter  Cilon  haflily. 

Arijl.  Extremely  pi  eafant :  Oh,  the  crack -brain’d  Anticks, 

What 'Whimfies  craze  their  Brains? - How  now,'  what 

bring’it  thou  ? 

Cilon.  Sir,  your  Majefly,  if  you’re  at  Leifure,  fliall  hear  a 
pretty  Bufinefs.  Hee,  hee,  hee,  hee ;  the  Befiegers,  it  feems, 
are  now  about  ten  thoufand;  hee,  hee,  hee.  The  new 
tolian  Governor,  I  hear,  heads  ’em,  and  joins  with  old  77- 
moleon.^  hee,  hee,  hee,  hee.  Fools,  Rogues. 

Arift.  Confuiion  feize  him!  he  makes  Head  againdme. 
He,  by  my  Bounty  rais’d.  Come  hither,  Damocles.  \JVhifger. 

Gilm.  If  my  Eyes  guide  me  right,  I  think  I  fee 
My  Sifter  yonder,  in  that  part  o’th’  Temple,  \ 

Alone  and  miiftng,  a  Paper  in  her  Hand  too  :  \ 

Now  we’re  befieg’d — perhaps  ’tis  fome  Intelligence  ; 

I’m  refolv’d  to  know, — it  may  do  Service.  \fExit. 

Arift.  Ten  thoufand  wilful  Villains  are  too  many, 

[To  Dam:)cles. 

Amd  tho’  I  fear  ’em  not,  ’tis  good  Policy 
To  be  fecure  :  Hire  then  fome  trufty  Agent, 

With  promife  of  a  Bounty  large  and  gracious, 

In  a  Difguife  to  fteal  out  of  the  Tow'n 

At  the  dead  of  Night,  and  poft  to  King  Craterus^ 

Our  Ally  and  Neighbour ;  write  our  Cafe, 

And  require  Succours. 

Darno.  Sir,  it  fliall  be  done, 

A.nd  Goddefs  Fortune,  if  thou’lt  be  ador’d. 

Retrieve  thy  Scandal,  be  no  more  inconftant,  [Exit. 

Arifi.  Enquire  you  for  Demetrius.,  let  him  be  watch’d, 

[To  Cilon. 

His  dated  time  comes  on ;  and  take  thofe  Tatlers  [To  Officer. 
And  ftow  ’emi  up  in  Prifon,  for  their  great  Heroes 
That  are  befteging  us,  thence  to  relieve  ’em. 

Beliz.  Death  is  a  Hero,  whofe  Relief  is  fare; 

He’s  ours,  and  W'e  will  thank  him  with  a  Smile. 

Adlions,  like  this,  bleft  Innocence  can  do, 

V/hen  thou  flialt  ftart,  and  tremble  at  his  View. 

Arift.  Furies  and  Hell!  aw^ay  with  that  curft  Adder, 

She  ftings  thus  far  off’.  How  now  ?  what  new  Frenzy  ? 
What  would  your.  Cctenionial  Holinefs? 

[Chief  Prieftefs  approaches  Ariftander. 

Chief  P. 
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Chief  P.  By  Bacchus^  iViy{i\ckCybele^ 

Apollo^  Delia^  the  Auguft  Divinities, 

Each  Morn  ador’d  within  this  holy  Temple, 

I  do  conjure  you  ceafe  this  Cruelty, 

And  give  thefe  pious  Votaries  their  Freedom. 

Arift.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  what  faid  the  Antick  ?  {Fleering, 
Chief  P.  Be  cautious,  Arift  under  ^  how  with  Deeds, 
Impious  like  thefe,  thou  doll  offend  the  Deities ; 

Free  ’em,  in  the  Name  of  all  the  Gods,  I  charge  thee. 

Arif.  Hence,  preaching  Ideot,  or  I’ll  fpurnthce  from  me; 
Away,  I  fay.  *Now,  by  myfacred  felf,  {ft  Ladies  carr'fd  off. 
Not  all  the  Gods,  did  they  (land  by,  fhould  free  ’em. 

Chief  P,  Then  take  theCurfe  which  I  by  them  pronounce, 
Thy  Ruin,  impious  Prince,  is  near  at  hand, 

Thy  Crown  and  Empire  loft. 

Jlrift.  Witch  !  impudent  T raytrefs !  {Drags  her  hy  the  Hair. 
I’ll  fpoil  your  prophefying;  drag  ’em  hence. 

And  give  ’em  each  an  hundred  Blows  with  Staves ; 

Then  let  ’em  try  agen  to  be  prophetick. 

{Guards  beat  the  Priefteft^es, 
The  Fury  lurks  within  ’em  will  be  rout’d, 

Inveteracy  its  high  flown  Rage  extend, 

Curfl:  Female  Mifchief  adding  to  the  Fiend.  {Exff 

Re  -enter  Gilmunda  with  the  Letter.^  and 

Gilm.  And  did  you  And  it  here  ? 

Amid.  Here  in  the  Temple,  [Amddea  weeping. 

Open  as  now,  fubferib’d  too  to  Demetrius; 

But  oh !  confider,  when  I  had  perus’d 

The  curfl:  Contents,  how  then  I  was  furpriz’d ! 

Gilm.  Surpriz’d !  Are  talks  as  if  fome  petty  News  hi  d 
reach’d  us, 

Whilfl;  I,  convulfive,  tremble  at  the  Terrors 

Are  here  enclos’d. - A  Plot  to  kill  the  King, 

And  let  in  the  Beflegers  to  deferoy 

The  Guards,  my  felf,  and  all  of  us ;  Oh  horrid ! 

And  you  to  find  this, - that  wants  Confirination  ; 

You  have  been  thought,  longflnce,  to  favour  th’ E/Z/Vw, 
And  own  this  fappos’d  Prince,  and  now,  perhaps, 

Some  Fret  of  your  Defpair  makes  you  betray  hini. 

Amid.  Oh  !  wreflnot  impioufly  my  loyal  Meaning 
Such  an  unnatural  u/ay;  reluclantConfciencc 
Infus’d  into  my  Soul  a  Fathei’s  Danger ; 

And  die  flraiige  Means,  Heaven  fenr  me  to  prevent  it. 

[  Thus 
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rhiis  a  flriS:  Bond  of  Duty  pri]:;cipally, 

As  Vv'cll  as  to  preferve  the  reit  of  the  Court, 
Divulg’d  the  Secret,  elfe  you  ne’er  had  known  it.- 
GUm.  Rather  a  Fit  of  Enthuiiaftick  Zeal 
Has  forc’d  it  from  ye ;  you  would  fain  be  fainted, 
And  this  you  think  will  do’t,  elfe  \vhy  was  I 
To  be  an  Ignorant ;  was  a  Sifter’s  Safety 
So  nightly  to  be  valu’d  ? 

Amid.  Honour  and  Confcience 
Engaging  me  an  equal  Friend  to  both, 

Produc’d  the  great  Difeovery  ;  elfe  fuch  a  Sifter, 
Who  calls  the  Good  we  do,  the  Acts  of  Phrenzy ; 
And  when  her  certain  Ruin  is  contriv’d, 

Says  her  Reliever  do’s  it  from  Defpair, 

Little  deferves  the  Grace  of  fich  a  Secret 
That  muft  deftroy  a  Lover. 

Gtlyn.  Deftroy  a  Lover  1 
Amid.  That,  ambngft  the  reft ; 

Secrets  are  Trifles  in  Inch  times  of  Danger  ; 

Yes,  I  avQw,  forgive  me,  Modefty, 

If  at  this  Juncfiire  I  tranfgrefs  thy  Laws, 

And  blulhing,  own  Demetrius  for  my  Lover  ; 
Wnofe  Life  not  all  the  Wealth  of  Earth  or  Sea, 
The  Sweets  of  Empire,  or  the  Rage  of  Potver, 
Should  have  compeli’d  me  thus  to  have  expos’d 
But  th’  Safety  of  a  Father. 

Gtlm.  Double  Traytor ! 

And  iince  I  And  him  fo,  my  Rgge  is  doubled; 
"Which  Ihall,  e’er  Morn,  have,  am.ple  Satisfadlion: 
JMy  Father’s  twine  of  Life  ib  ftightly  hangs. 

That  even  methinkt  grim  Atropos  is  ready ; 
ril  haftc,  then  and  prevent  her,  and  in  Head 
Make  her  an  Offering  of  his  Enemy  ; 

For  now  Love  to  rankeft  Hate  is  grown. 


Much,  for  mv  Father’s  fake,  but  more  my  owm 
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Amid.  Oh  wretched  Maid  how  dreadful  is  thy  Cafe, 


[Exit. 


v'/hen  thou  art  even  oblig’d  to  curfe  thy  Piety  } 
iTor  could  it  be  a  bleft,  but  fome  ill  Genius 
That  working  his  dire  Ends,  prophan’d  the  Temple, 
And  led  me  to  the  Secret.  "What  have  I  done? 
WvTy  Pav’d  a  PLther's  Life,  and  Pure  that’s  good? 
What  elfe  r  Wliv  then  i  have  to  do  this  Good, 


[liAeps. 


Murder’d  tiie  Man  I  lov’d! - Oh  Florror!  Horror! 


Can  all  the  Joys  that  blefs  my  ffli-al  Piety 
O’crcomc  the  'W ocs  my  Soul  muft  bear  for  this? 


Ah, 
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Ah,  no  1  Love  has  a  nearer  Tie  than  Nature, 

And  pulls  the  Heart  Strings  ftrongcr. — Yet  ’twas  my  Father ! 
To  fee  the  Author  of  my  Life  extended 
Upon  the  Floor !  a  Dagger  in  his  Heart, 

Which  I  confented  to ! - Impious  and  hateful ! 

A  Sin  unpardonable  ! - But  then,  Demeirius! 

Whofe  graceful  Charms  firft  caus’d  my  Virgin  Heart 
To  have  a  Senfe  of  Love;  who,  by  his  Iniiuence, 

Forming  the  Atoms  that  lay  all  confus’d 
And  wild,  firft  made  mu  know  I  had  a  Soul 
To  be,  by  my  Difeovery,  dragg’d  to  Ruin  ; 

The  Rack,  the  Sword,  Impaling,  or  the  Gaunches 
Tearing  his  Limbs  to  pieces!  And  I,  oh  killing  Terror ! 
The  fatal  Caufe  of  all !  *AlTill,  ye  Gods, 

Keep  hrm  my  Brain,  and  prop  my  daggering  Reafon ; 

Let  Amidea  now  be  worth  your  Care, 

For  nothing  elfe  can  fave  me  from  Delbair.  [Exa, 

The  End  of  the  Third  Act. 
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ACT  IV.  Scene  I. 


A  Trifon  Gate. 

Damocles  Solus. 

Onfcience,  thou  T error  of  irrefolute  Minds, 
Phantaftick  Phantom  that  depriv’il  the  Soul 
With  fordid  Fear,  of  the  due  Veneration 
It  ought  to  pay  to  that  great  God  Ambition, 
Difturb  my  Peace  no  more;  there  is  no 
room 

For  any  thing  but  Greatnefs  in  this  Bread, 

All  Thoughts  befide  are  Eafe. - PIovv  da^’ft  thou  then 

Prefs,  with  thy  nothing  here,  wiien  I  indulge 
In  the  ExcefTes  of  my  tov/’ring  Fortune, 

Lull’d  in  foft  Eafe  and  Riot,  the  bent  Bodies 
And  humble  Looks  of  Suppliants  imploring  ; 

With  the  large  Train  of  gaudy  Flatterers, 

Who  w^ait,  as  if  I  were  the  Delphian  God, 

To  worfhip  my  upriiing.^  Thou  intruded, 

And  meagre  as  the  Skeliton  of  Death, 

Pretend’d  to  moralize;  giving  Refledtions 
That  Favourites,  like  Beacons  fet  on  high, 

May  warn  the  red  of  Danger  by  their  Blaze ; 

But  fird  confume  themfelves,  that  State  and  Opulence 
Beget  the  People’s  Hate, — and  that  their  Ruin. 

This  thou  would’d  fright  me  with ;  poor  dull  Chimjera’s, 
Bugbears  o’th’ Vulgar,  fpiritlefs  and  bafe, 

But  diall  be  my  Diverfion.  I  ne’er  enter 
My  Garden  but  methinks  the  Statue  there 
Of  Pallas^  I^^ph'^e  and  D  iana^ 

All  taking  on  themfelves  Clorona^  Figure, 

With  Daggers  dab  at  me ;  at  which,  perhaps, 

I  dart,  and  for  a  Minute  may  be  ruffled; 


But 


The  Tate  of  Tyranny.  1 27 

But  ftraight  all’s  drown’d  within  the  Greekip  Bowl, 

Tnen  fomething  new,  and  wicked,  Charms  my  Soul. 

Enter  C  l  L  O  N  with  a  Letter. 

Who’s  there,  oh  Cilonl  Well,  my  Friend,  what  News? 
Ctlon.  So,  pleafe  your  Lordfliip,  I  have  here  in  Charge 

A  Letter  of  Importance. - Where’s  the  King, 

’Tis  from  the  Princefs  ? 

Damo.  What,  Gilmunda^  hah,  his  darling  Daughter  ? 

Cilon.  Yes,  my  Lord,  I  had  th’  Honour  from  her  own 
fair  Hands. 

Damo.  He  promis’d  to  be  this  Inftant  here,  on  a  Defign 
T’  harangue  th’  Imprifon’d  Ladies  with  fome  Orders, 

Some  new  Commands ;  he’d  have  ’em  fend  their  Husbands 
Without  their  Walls.  Has  there  been  ought  of  Note 
Since  the  laft  Sally,  I’ve  been  bufied  elfewhere. 

Ctkn.  Nothing,  my  Lord,  ofWorth,  lince  I  commanded 
The  Party  that  beat  ’em  off  from  the  laft  Baftion. 

I  hope  your  Lordfrdp  heard  how  th’  Counterfearp 
Was  taken ;  and  where  I  order’d  ’em  to  ipring  the  Mine, 
When  the  Enemy  defign’d  upon  our  Trenches, 

Near  the  South  Ravelin;  there,  if  your  Lordihip’s  ignorant, 

I  mull  be  bold  to  fay,  I  pepper’d  ’em : 

They  have  got  Ground  lince,  I  hear,  and  are  com.e  up 

Clofe  to  our  Pallifades. - But  if  the  King,  my  Lord, 

W ould  take  my  Counfel - 

Dayno.  Oh !  no  doubt  he  will,  [Truynpet  founds  within. 
I  hear  he’s  not  far  oif,  let’s  go  and  meet  him.  •  {Exeunt. 

Enter  frorn  the  Prifon^s  inner  part  Belizaria,  Helmige  and 
Ladies^  Clindor,  and  other  Childrey?.. 

Helm,  The  Tyrant’s  coming,  Madam. 

Beliz.  So  is,  fweet  Friend,  our  latter  Day  fatal, 

And  ruinous,  like  him  ;  let  us  with  brave  Contempt  then 
Receive  ’em  both  alike;  are  all  our  Friends  here 
Join’d  in  Opinion,  and  refolv’d  unanimoully 
On  what  was  lall  confulted  ? 

Helm.  All  moil  firmly. 

And  chiefly  declare,  a  Death  tvith  Honour 
Prefer’d  before  the  leaf!  ignoble  Adion, 

To  taint  their  Memories. 

Beliz.  Let  me  hear  ’em  own  it, 

Methiuks  the  very  Sound  is  fo  feraphical, 


I2S  The  G^cci-m  Heroine :  Gr^ 

j ' 

The  Joy  will  fill  my  Heart.  What  fay  ye,  Ladies, 

Can  ye?  For  without  doubt  when  Arifiander 
Comes  to  difcourfe  Atfairs,  he’ll  make  Propofals 
Fit  for  his  Intereft,  tho’  to  your  Difnonour. 

Can  ye  refift  ?  Shall  not  his  Flattery  tempt  ye, 

Nor  Threatnings  fright  ye  to  debafe  your  Honour, 

And  fo  betray  your  Country  ? 

1  Lad^.  No,  we  are  confirm’d. 

2  Lady.  And  all  refolv’d  to  bend  our  Refolutiohs 
To  what  you  fhall  think  proper  in  your  Anfwer. 

3  Lady.  And  this  w^e  all  have  fworn  to. 

Omnes.  All,  all,  all. 

Beltz.  Inllead  of  Infamy,  a  Death  with  Honour. 
Death ! — Well,  and  tvhat  is  Death,  hoary  Philofophers 
T erm  it  a  leap  i’th’  dark  !  A  Difquiiition 
Horrid,  yet  natural. — Senfelefs  Contradidlion, 

Death  is  no  miore  than  Nature’s  final  Couch, 

Whereon  fhe  red: s  from  Cares ;  fo  eafy  too 
That  little  Birds  endure  it  without  Noife, 

And  Infants  with  a  Sigh  give  back  their  Beings  * 

Or  if  Difeafe  or  Age  give  fome  fhort  Pangs, 

The  Joy  free  Confcience  brings,  and  balmy  Honour 
So  heals  the  Minute  Woe,  it  turns  to  Pleafur^. 

And  tho’  the  Separation,  may  feem  terrible, 

Of  Soul  and  Body,  like  two  ancient  Friends 
Of  long  Acquaintance,  that  are  loth  to  part ; 

Yet  w^hen  we  think  of  the  Future  State - 

Beltz.  Ay,  my  Helmige.,  that  Scene  of  lading  Glory,. 
Where  impious  Tyrants  a(S  no  cruel  Part; 

Nor  dreadful  Revolutions  can  moled  us. 

There’s  the  Reward  dill  of  a  Death  with  Honour ; 

.Life’s  a  diort  Voyage  to  that  heavenly  Place, 

Prepar’d  to  rccompenfe  our  anxious  Days ;  ^ 

To  which  the  Soul  in  her  frail  Vedel  dow’d. 

Thro’  numerous  Dangers  makes  its  vent’rous  Road ; 

And  painfully  o’er  Rocks  and  Sands  do’s  ride 
Thro’  the  tempeduous  War  of  Wind  and  Tide : 

Endures  the  Storms  above  that  boiderous  growg 
And  booming  Terrors  of  the  Deeps  below  ; 

’Fill  pad  Vexations  that  each  Moment  chance 
On  Nature’s  Sea,  of  frail  Intemperance, 

The  blifsful  Haven  do’s  at  lad  appear. 

Where  endlefs  Joy  fuccecds  fhort  Pain  andTear. 
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Enter  Ariftander,  Damocles,  Cilon,  and  Guards. 

Arijl.  So,  my  good  Subjedls  of  the  Viper  kind, 

You  bare  it  bravely  Hill ;  thcfe  great  SuccefTes 
Without  the  Walls,  by  your  vidorious  Husbands, 

Add  Frefhnefs  to  your  Cheeks ;  my  Clemency, 

I  fee,  has  been  to  blame,  I  fljou’d  have  Hinted  ye 
Of  your  high  Diet,  and  your  Eafe  ;  a  Woman 
Muft  be  kept  low,  if  you  wou’d  have  her  humble. 

Darno.  Juft  like  the  Viper  you  were  Ipeaking  of, 

Wear  ’em  within  your  Bofom,  they  ftiall  fting  ye; 

But  let  ’em  feel  the  frozen  Blaft  a  little, 

The  V enom  cools,  then  you  may  turn  and  wind  ’em 
Juft  as  you  pleafe. 

Cilon,  All  Women  are  to  me  a  fort  of  Cockatrices, 

And  kill  me  with  a  Look, — as  I  do  them. 

Arift.  But  think  not  but  I  note  your  Infolencies, 

Your  proud  Contempt,  and  your  negled  of  Duty; 

Efpecially  of  you,  their  Captain  here,  [To  Beliz. 

Who  are,  no  doubt,  moft  wonderfully  pleas’d 
With  your  new  Hopes  of  Liberty. 

Beliz.  My  Soul  do’s  ftill  enjoy  its  Liberty, 

That  foars  aloft  above  thy  Power  to  fetter ; 

And.  for  my  Body  in  this  impious  World, 

Where  Villainy  has  got  fuch  monftrous  Privilege, 

’Tis  not  worth  thinking  on,  enllav’d  or  free. 

Arift.  Moft  Heroine-like  deliver’d  ;  let  the  Devil, 

If  he  would  ad  Pride  nearer  to  the  Life 
Than  he’s  yet  Mafter  of,  copy  it  there. 

But  I  have  no  time  to  trifle. - Hear  me. 

And  with  regard,  for  it  concerns  ye  nearly ; 

Your  Husbands,  a  vile  Rout  of  lawlefs  Rebels, 

Have  dat’d  to  take  up  Arms  ’gainft  me  their  Mafter, 

;  As  infolently  have  befieg’d  my  City  ; 

:  And  tho’  I  cou’d  confound  ’em  in  my  Anger, 

;  Scatter  ’em  like  a  Flock  of  fearftil  Crows 
;  Upon  a  Field  of  Grain. — Yet  my  indulgent  Grace 
i  Moves  me  another  way  more  mild  and  gentle, 

I  And  guides  me  calmly  to  remand  their  Duty, 

!  Before  my  Power  ftorms  with  Extremity. 

!  Sit  down,  take  Pen  and  Ink  then  all,  and  write ; 

Write  with  aTendernefs  your  Sex  is  skill’d  in; 

When  you  defign  and  purpofe  to  inveigle ; 

Intreat,  that  for  your  Sakes,  to  fave  your  Lives, 
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Which  elfe  hiall  furely  fecond  the  Refufal, 

Straightway  to  raife  the  Siege,  and  to  retire. 

Damo.  The  Matron  darts ;  there,  the  proud  Heart  being 
pinch’d, 

Shrinks  at  the  biting  Pain.-— — How  the  reft  ftare  too  ? 

[To  Ciloui 

Arifl.  Nor  fhall  your  puny  Lives  atone  th’  Affront, 

But  what’s  far  dearer  to  ye  ftill, — your  Children, 

Without  coiilidering  either  Sex  or  Age, 

Mangled,  diftnembred,  torn  and  cut  in  pieces. 

Shall,  as  a  Prefent,  on  each  Soldier’s  Blade, 

Be  fent  your  Husbands  the  next  Sally  made. 

Beliz.  Nowg  Hclmige^  the  fatal  comes, 

With  Afped  horrible ! 

[Clindor  is  playhg  amongfl  the  Children, 
Helm.  The  Gods  diredl  ye. 

Damo.  Your  toyfome  Chit,  there,  will  have  little  reafoii 
T o  thank  his  Mother  for  her  Obftinacy, 

Should  you  hold  out ;  be  wife  then,  and  go  fcrawl, 

The  King’s  not  in  a  Humour  to  be  play’d  with ; 

Think, on  the  Boy. 

Beliz.  Oh,  do  not  name  him,  Monfter! 

Left  thy  invenom’d  Breath,  tho’  thus  far  oft', 

Wither  the  infant  Bloomings  of  his  Face, 

Lately  his  wretched  Mother’s'  chief  Delight, 

With  loathfom  Lcprofy. 

Arijl.  ’Sdeath! - Dare  ye  then  delay? 

Now,  by  the  Gods  of  Greece.,  let  it  be  done. 

Write  quickly,  or - 

Beliz^  Oh  !  that  thofe  bounteous  Gods 
Should  give  Mankind  a  Figure,  like  themfelves, 

To  damn  it  fo  with  Frowming. 

Arift.  Death  and  Flell  ! 

Am  I  ftill  trifled  with :  Who  am  I,  hah ! 

Am  I  not  Ariftander,  my  Will,  abfolute? 

Which  whoe’er  dares  to  difobey,  my  Breath, 

Like  darting  Lightning,  can  confumeto  Atoms; 

To  Dull  in  th’  Moment! - -Briefly  then,  will  ye  write^ 

Behz.  Then  briefly  no ; 

Believe  not,  cruel  Tyrant,  becaufe  Women, 

Thy  Threats  flrall  awe  us  to  betray  our  Country; 

And  by  the  Weaknefs  of  our  Sex  and  Fear 

Nature  impofes ;  for  our  Childrens  Slaughter 

Shall  e’er  deftroy  the  Means  of  publick  Liberty 

To  all  the  Race.  'Ho.,  Arijiander^  \B9ldly  to  himl 

The 
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TheTra^  our  Husbands  have  begun  we’ll  follow; 

[''ollow  with  Wills  unanimous,  confirm’d  too 
With  Venture  of  our  Lives* 

Arifi.  You  will,  you  fay; 

By  Heaven  ’tis  brave,  fantallically  brave. 

Come,  think  agen  e’er  ’tis  too  late. 

^  D  amo^  Scrawl,  fcrawl; 

Ten  Billet  Deux  had  been  blur’d  o’er  by  this  time  : 

Begin  your  Conjuring. 

Beliz.  I  will  not  write  a  Tittle  ; 

No,  let  the  Confequence  be  what  Heaven  pleafes. 

The  Happinefs  of  Corinth  to  be  freed 
From  fuch  abominable  Tyranny, 

Out- vies,  by  tar,  the  Woes  that  we  can  fuffer. 

Arift.  Oh !  there’s  the  Bar,  the  Hopes  you  have  of  F reedom 
By  Force  and  Conquelt ;  but  remember 
You  fliall  be  nothing  e’er  that  comes  to  pafs ; 

Your  rebel  Off-fpring  too  be  chopt  to  Fragments, 

And  thrown  to  Fowls  o’th’  Air. 

Beliz,  ’Twill  be  fome  Comfort- 
To  know  thofe  airy  Executioners 
Soon  after- fhall  revenge  that  Cruelty, 

And  gorge  upon  the  Carcafs  of  a  Tyrant 
More  ravenous  than  they. 

Arift.  Fetch  her  Brat  hither. 

Darno.  I’ll  do  ye  that  kind  Office-.  [Damocles  fetches  Clin- 
[dor,  who  is  playing  with  an  Orange  arnongfl  the  Children, 
Beliz.  And  Phito  one  for  thee  in  happy  time ; 

Go,  Clin  dor  go,  my  little  Angel,  willingly, 

[Tenderly  to  Clindon 

To  meet  thy  heavenly  Play-fellows  above  ; 

And  blefs  the  Gods,  dear  Boy,  that  frees  thee  from 
The  Slavery*  thy  wretched  Country  fufrers ; 

Thou  art  the  fecond  Alartyr  crown’d  for  Corinth  : 

Make  hade,  my  Darling,  from  yon’  ftarry  Manfion, 

Bright  Cherubims  will  foar  to  fetch  thee  thither, 

.'Vnd  pleafe  thy  innocent  Soul  with  Joys  innumerable. 

[Here  CXmdsQx  looking  pity  fully  in  Ariftarider’r  Face.,  of 
[fers  him  the  Orange  he  was  playing  with.,  who  fpurns 
[him  away. 

Arift.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  give* the  Brat  the  Joys  fhefpeaksof; 
this  Minute  comply,  or— — ■ 

[Here  one  of  the  Guards  flahs  Clindor. 
Beliz*  Now^  help,  relenting  Nature,  ye  blefl  Deities, 

[Trembles  and.ftands  Jilenti 
K  2,  Arft.- 
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rlnfi.  Ha  ! — ftiibborn  ftiil ! —  Strike,  flrike  then,  and  throw 
it  to  her  fprawling.  {The  Guards  kill  Clindor. 

Beliz.  Ah! — wcrft  of  Devils !  [_Shrieks. 

ylrift.  I’ll  make  ye  change  your  Note. 

{14'^alking  about  ragingly. 
Beliz.  No,  Tyrant,  thou  fhalt  never ; 

Tho’  thou  haft  done  a  Deed  would  make  thy  fellow  Fiends 
Blufh  even  in  Hell,  with  a  much  deeper  red 
Than  Fire  can  imitate !  Make  all  Nature  dumb, 

Stupid  with  Horror,  *  yet  fhall  the  anguifli  of  my  Soul 

[*  ITTinging  her  Hands. 
Breath  out  new  Curfes  and  perifh  to  Death  ! 

Oh  my  Soul’s  Happinefs  !  {Throws  her  felf  upon  Clindor. 

Art  thou  then  gone,  that  pretty  prattling  Tongue 
That  was  each  Day  my  moft  delightful  Mulick, 

U  ntun’d  for  ever  ?  Oh  !  could  that  curfed  Hand 
Do  this,  and  yet  not  rot  dropping  to  Earth ! 

Ye  Powers,  lince  this  can  be,  from  henceforth  then 
Let  injur’d  Innocence  defpair  of  Vengeance. 

Ar:fi.  Vengeance  is  me,  I’m  Fate,  and  will  controul ; 

Not  the  fictitious  Terrors  of  the  Priefthood 
Charming  the  Gods  to  fiiower  down  Plagues  upon  me, 

Nor  all  the  juggling  Vlagick  of  their  Trade 
Shall  ever  change  me  from  my  fixt  Refolve; 

My  WilPs  my  Law,  and  born  to  be  a  Alonarch ; 

My  Province  is  to  govern,  without  weighing 
What’s  Pvight  or  Wrong,  Juftice,  or  otherwife; 

’Tis  juft  enough  if  I  command  :  *  Once  more  then, 

[*  To  Helmige  and  the  refl. 
Since  by  Example  I  have  fhewn  ye  now 
What  I  intend  to  profecute,  will  ye  yet  write. 

And  fave  the  rell } 

Helm.  Never,  *tho’  utmofl;  Cruelty  fall  upon  us  and  ours.- 

{^'liaifing  her  Voice. 

Omnes.  We  never,  never  Yvull. 

Arifl.  Hags,  Witches,  Furies  feize  ’em.  I’m  all  Flame  1 

'iKaging. 

Beliz.  Oh!  ye  mofi;  noble,  virtuous,  bell  of  Women, 

{Rifing  and  embracing  the  Ladies. 
You  now  out-do  the  Heroines  of  old. 

So  praCfis’d  in  the  glorious  Laws  of  Honour  ; 

How,  when  this  poor  weak  Manfion  of  your  Bodies 
Shall  crumble  into  Duft,  fhall  your  bright  Names 
In  Golden  Letters  deck  the  Monuments, 
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That  Time  fhall  ne’er  erafe  ?  *  Now,  cruel  Tyger, 

[*  'Turns  to  Ariftander* 

For  thou  art  loft  to  all  Humanity ; 

Reflect  with  Shame,  how  far  a  Woman’s  Honour 
Excels  thy  Power;  fenfelefs,  feeble  Woman, 

Undaunted,  can  defie  the  Rage  of  Tyrants : 

Woman,  well  arm’d  with  the  ftrong  Mail  of  Virtue, 
Caiifmile  on  Racks,  Wheels,  Axes,  Swords  or  Poyfon  : 
Woman,  defies  the  Rage  of  Hell,  and  th’  worft. 

The  great  Devil  there - curft  Ariftander. 

\j[n  extreme  V a ffion. 

Arift.  Defiance  is  a  Call  to  Combat - there ! 

^Offers  to  kill  her^  who  ftaj^ds  ftill  boldly  oppojing  'ttllT)^- 

[metrius  ruJJoes  and  parry s  his  Sword. 
How  now  !  how  dareft  thou  crofs  me  ?  Hah  1  iurc  my 
Eyes  dazzle,  ipeak.  Art  thou  wot  Demetrius'^. 

Demet.  I  am.  Sir,  happy  Demetrius  now ,  fince  ’tis  -my 
Fortune 

T o  fave  great  Ariftander  from  an  Adlion 
That  would  for  ever  have  eclips’d  his  Glory, 

The  Blood  of  fimpie  Women  ;  let  your  Enemies, 

Who  now  are  in  the  Snare,  Sir,  feel  your  Sword. 

To  be  more  plain.  Sir,  firft  know  Grrmoald  is  taken. 

Artfi.  That’s  well,  now  I  begin  to  underftand  thee. 

Demet.  And  fhall  have  better Reafon,  Sir:  Pve  long 
Been  curft  with  Mifconftrudlion  from  your  Majcfty, 

But  now  kind  Fate  is  pleas’d  to  give  the  PJeans 
Of  fhevvfiiig  Proofs  of  my  Fidelity. 

[Belizaria  throws  her  felf  agen  on  Cliiidor. 
Arift.  ’Tis  well,  there  has  indeed  been  fome  Sulpicions. 
Dernet.  Befides  my  apprehending  then  that  T  ray  tor, 

I  have  encountred.  Sir,  by  being  diligent. 

Some  friendly  Melfengcrs  Pent  from  Craterus^ 

Your  Royal  Friend  and  Ally;  who  inform  ye 
Ten  Thoufand  Men  are  on  the  March  already 
To  raife  the  Siege,  which  will  be  done  to  Morrow. 

Arift,  My  brave  Demetrius.,  this  is  indeed  fuch  Tidings 
x\s  I  could  wifli  for,  and  a  piece  of  Service 

Which  ftiall  not  be  ill  paid. - Prithee,  good  Friend, 

Forget  what’s  paft,  the  Value  of  good  Jewels 
Are  never  known  ’till  try’d ;  I’ll  make  iimends ;  this  coming 
Night,  then 

Thou,  and  I,  and  Damocles 

Will  make  Collation  with  our  trufty  Meffengers ; 
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And  after  we  have  examin’d  that  Dog  GriK-^caU^ 

Confult  about  a  Sally  ;  at  that  Juncture 
1  he  others  fhall  attack. 

Damo.  Eafily  done,  Sir,  and  furprize  Ttmoleon. 

Arift,  Oh !  I  could  eat  his  Heart,  and  th’  Bandog  Governor’s. 
Come,  Friends,  let’s  to  our  Strangers,  no  Aftiiirnow 
But  this,  fliall  fill  miy  Thought ;  here  is  a  Letter 
Juft  fent  from  my  Gilmunda  ,  News  of  feme  Trick  I 
v/arrant 

Upon  her  preaching  Sifter.- - Prithee  read  it  at  thy  Leifiire; 

[Gh^s  Demetrius  /A  Letter. 

And  humour  her,  you  are  acquainted. - You  Officer, 

Go  lock  up  thofe  ffie  Wolves,  who  e’er  next  Sun 
Will  hov/1  out  loud  Repentance  for  their  Infolencc, 

And  in  return  mieet  Scorn. - Come,  my  Demetrius. 

Demet.  Pleafe  ye  to  grant  me.  Sir,  but  one  ffiort  Minute 
With  the  Virago  there,  I  have  fomething  new  to  teaze  her 
with. 

Arlfl.  And  doft  mie  Pleafure  in’t;  *  ffie  has  loft  her  Cub 
there,  Officer  takes  Helmige  and  Ladles. 

And  is  in  Tears,  damn’d  Traytrefs,  infolent  Fury  !  - 
Fate  grant  me  but  her  Husband  in  my  Power, 

Then  my  Revenge  is  perfedf. 

[Exeunr  Ariftander,  Damocles,  Cilon  and  Guards. 

Mancnt  DemLetrius  and  Bclizaria. 


Demet.  So,  hitherto  it  profpers;  ftiinc  out  mty  Stars, 
Cloud  not  one  Spark  of  your  propitious  Pvadiance 
From  your  Df/wf/rAj;  and  thou,  my  better  Genius, 

My  fweet  Cloro'na.,  let  rhy  facred  Spirit 
Be  ftiil  at  hand  to  hallow  my  Revenge. 

Hah  i  here  agen,  *  by  rleaven,  and  frnil’d  upon  me. 

Ghnfi  appears.^  fmdes  and  Exit. 


Nay,  then  miy  Enterprizc  fticcecds  Fm 
i  hole  Looks  have  no  Portent  but  Hapninefs. 

Now  to  my  Letter  Itcrc,  Pm  grown  a  r'\ian  in  Truir, 
Damocles  will  grow  jealous  if  this  hold. 

Oh  Fate  !  *  Oh  my  lov’d  Genius ;  Is  this  poTfolc ! 

Reads  the  Letter  and jl arts* 
By  FIcaven,  a  fatal  Letter  from  the  Princefs, 

Difeovering  miine,  and  our  clofe  Correipondcnce 
With  the  JLtollan  Governor:  xvhich  had  the  Kina ’but  feen 
My  Life  had  gone  with  '  Torment,  fnewing  this  loft  Paper, 
Which  has  fo  terriiy’d  me,  left  any  Foe  ffrould  ffnd  it. 

,Now 


135 


The  Fate  of  Tyranny, 

Now  1  perceive  too,  why  bled  Clorona  fmil’d, 

Which  flicws  the  Fate  of  Tyranny  is  fix’d 

To  give  it  due  Reward. - Oh  Belizaria  !  {Coming  to  her. 

If  thy  deep  Sorrows  can  afford  an  Ear 

To  one  that  brings  thee  News  of  fweet  Revenge, 

And  Comfort,  hear  me  fpeak  ? 

Beliz.  Oh  Heaven  !  Comfort ! 

Is  Comfort  poffible,  when  fuch  Griefs  as  mine 
Prefs  on  the  loaded  Heart,  and  crufh  it  down  ? 

Demet.  The  facred  Powders,  that  have  their  Caufe  for  all 
The  Infelicities  of  human  Life, 

Have,  in  their  Turn,  the  Means  of  Comfort  too  ; 

And  have,  no  doubt,  referv’d  for  you  fomc  Share 
To  mitigate  your  Sorrows  :  Let  your  Senfc  then 
Be  thus  inftrudled  :  E’er  the  Sun  fhall  drive 
This  burnifht  Carr  twice  round  the  Univerfe, 
l^imoleon  fhall  be  found  a  Conqueror, 

And,  crown’d  with  Laurel,  blefs  the  Streets  of  Corinth. 

Beliz.  Are  then  the  Guardian  Angels  of  the  City 
Return’d  again?  Will  they  be  good  to  Corinth.^ 

And  to  the  red  of  the  Didrefs’d  within  ? 

No  longer  fuffer  Arijiander's  Cruelty, 

Nor  let  his  horrid  Miniders  of  Death 
Gorge  in  the  Vitals  of  their  Infant  Sons  ? 

I  Joy  to  hear  it,  but  withal  mud  fay 
I  was  forgot,  they  'were  not  fo  to  mine. 

[M^eeping  over  Clindor. 
Demet.  Divert  the  Thought ,  dear  Madam ,  with  the 
Prolpedl 

Of  Comforts  that  are  coming. 

Beliz.  My  poor  Boy  ! 

Forgive,  ye  Gods,  if  thus  a  Mother’s  Paffion 
Forgets  her  Reverence,  was  not  fo  much  your  Care. 

Demet.  The  awful  Deities  have  fecrct  Ends 
In  all  thefe  wond’rous  Adis,  and  Refignation 

Is  our  chief  point  of  Duty. - Fate  is  tir’d 

With  the  ill  Dooms  fal’n  on  unhappy  Corinth.^ 

And  has  refolv’d  to  make  her  Satisfadlion, 

Beliz.  Me  ’tis  impoffible;  Oh  Heaven  !  what  Satisfadlion  ! 

{14  ^eeping  tenderly. 

Demet.  Nay  all  the  tutelar  Divinities 
Join  on  our  fide ;  amongd  the  red,  Clorona., 

The  facred  Genius  of  our  hopeful  Enterprize, 

Whildyou  lay  there  o’erwhelm’d  in  Floods  of  Sorrow, 
Appear’d ;  and  with  a  propitious  Smile 

K4 
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On  you  and  me,  diipcrling  Influence, 

Gave  Omen  of  Succefs,  and  fafe  Revenge. 

Belize  That  then,  a  while,  fhail  raife  me  from  the  Grave 

'iKtfing  ug. 

A  little  Buflle  mufl  be  done  in  the  World  ; 

Then  to  miy  darling  Angel  I’ll  return,  Clindor. 

Make  his  cold  Bed,  and  gently  lie  down  by  him. 

Demet.  The  V’oice  of  Fame  eternally  mufl  fing 
In  your  Applaufe,  the  noble  Gr eciarz .WQVomQ 
Will  be  a  Theme  to  all  Futurity 
For  our  immortal  Bards  upon  their  Lyres, 

To  charm  the  World  wuth,  and  in  Womens  Right 
Renown  their  wond’rous  Conflancy  and  Honour. 

Be  Hz.  Traverfe  the  Stories  of  immortal  Heroes, 

Penn’d  by  the  noblefl:  Hands  in  their  Applaufe 
For  doing  Wonders  in  their  Country’s  Service ; 

Contempt  of  Danger,  and  Heart-breaking  Woes, 

Let  ’em  be  all  enrol’d  and  canoniz’d  ; 

And,  when  they  are  Fnn’d  up  to  the  lafl  Degree, 

Then  let  all  tender  Mothers  write  of  me. 

[Looking  tenderly  and  kijjing  Clindor. 
Demet.  A  Theme  for  ever  to  be  celebrated 
Whilfl  Time  exifls,  and  Humans  have  a  Being. 

Come  then,  thou  Soul  of  Honour,  rouze  and  cherifli 
Thy  noble  Heart  with  Courage,  clear  thy  Brow, 

And  then  prepare  thy  felf  to  bear  a  part 
In  the  enduing  Wonders. 

Be  Hz.  Lead  the  way, 

[  Takes  Sip  Clindor’/  Body  in  her  Arms. 
Revenge  infpires  me,  and  I’ll  try  to  follow. 

Clearing  fad  Looks,  as  if  my  Heart  were  eafy  : 

But  as  the  wounded  Deer,  by  Hunters  preft, 

Bearing  a  Shaft  deep  in  his  wounded  Bread, 

Bounds  over  fpatious  Plains,  do’s  Mountains  climb; 


And  makes  the  bed  of  his  fnort  dared  1  ime 
T’ avoid  his  Pain;  from  thence  he  hops,  he  flies, 
Runs,  then  dops  ihort,  and  levcral  ways  he  tries ; 
Byt  vainly  drives  his  former  Red  to  win. 

The  Dart  dicks  fad,  the  Grief  is  dill  within. 


[Exeunt,  fie  carrpng  out  Clindor’/  Body. 


End  of  the  Fourth  Aci. 
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ACTV.  Scene! 


Enter  Demetrius  meeting  Zizimo. 

Demet.  give  the  Word  e’er  you  pafs  farther, 

Zizim.  Demetrius  ? 

Demet.  Oh,  honeft  Captain,- - -come 

opportunely 

To  forward  Matters  in  this  Night  of 
Wonders. 

Zlzlm.  Wonders  indeed,  my  Lord;  for fure  till  now 
Never  was  City  taken  in  fuch  Silence  : 

No  Stir,  no  Noife,  in  fuch  a  hulh  of  Quiet, 

‘I  hat  when  the  Pollern-gate  was  open’d  to  uS 
To  let  the  General  in,  and  all  that  follow’d; 

When  thofe  who  made  Refinance  were  cut  off, 

’  fwas  done  with  fuch  a  Stillnefs,  as  if  Death 
Made  purpofely  quick  Work  to  prevent  Outcries. 

Demet.  The  Tyrant  being  in  th’  heighth  of  his  Security, 

By  his  Negledf,  made  th’  Enterprize  fo  eafy. 

Never  was  Bird  of  Prey  caught  in  a  Snare 
So  pleas’d  as  he,  ignorant  of  what  is  pad. 

He  has  been  drinking  largely  with  his  Favourite, 

Sufpeding  nought  even  here,  in  my  Apartment ; 

And  Pm  now  fent  to  fetch  th’  fuppos’d  Grir/ioald 
With  th’  Meflengers  of  Craterus ;  who  they  are. 

And  what  the  end  of  this  Night’s  Work  muft  be, 

Go  with  me  and  be  fatisfy’d.  Pve  promis’d  Mufick  too 
To  entertain  him — Pm  now  a  Prlmiere  Minilter. 

Zizim.  Thus  the  jud  Gods  ordain  the  Fate  of  Tyranny, 
When  things  mod  dangerous  have  eafied  Turns. 

Fird,  that  the  Letter  lod,  of  fuch  dire  Confequence 
Had  Ariftander  feen’t,  diould  fall  fo  contrary ; 

Then,  that  the  Creature  of  proud  Damocles.^ 

1  rain’d  up  fo  long  in  Villainy,  and  truded 

With 
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With  Packets  to  Crater  us  to  raife  Succours, 

Should  at  that  Crijis^  by  reafon  of  a  Grudge 
Taken  perhaps,  about  fome  Suit  refus’d, 

Revolt,  and  ftraight  diicover  the  main  Secret 
That  has  cut  all  their  Throats. 

Dernet.  Nay,  and  to  me  too, 

His  Mailer’s  known,  refolv’d  Remembrancer, 

Is  half  a  Miracle!  Why,  Captain,  I’m  fo  trufted, 

That  even  this  Night,  when  we  furprizM  the' Guards, 

They  flar’d  on  me  as  if  they  thought  ’twas  done 
By  the  King’s  Order. 

Zizira,  The  ZE^telian  Soldiers 

Are  plund’riiig  now  the  Palace,  and  th’  Tyrant’s  Daughters 
Expos’d  to  utmofl  Fury. 

Dernet,  Which  I’ll  prevent,  if  polTible,  for  Amidea's  fake, 
Tho’  much  I  fear ;  but  firfi  let’s  make  the  Game 
Secure  with  Ariftander:^ — Guards  are  ambufh’d. 

And  every  thing  in  Order,  come  thou  along 
And  help  on  my  Difguife.  — --  -See,  yonder  he  comes 
Like  a  fell  Dragon,  gorg’d  with  hop’d  Revenge  ; 

There  let  him  Bask  a  while,  we’ll  to  our  Work. 

Zizirn,  I’m  glad  there’s  Joy  in’s  Face.-r- — ’Tis  ominous. 

\^Exeunt, 

Emer  AriStanber. 

Arlft.  I  heard  a  Noife,  no  doubt  ’tis  the  new  Succours, 
And  the  great  Work  is  doing  ;  where  Tirnoleon 
And  the  Rebel  Crowd  fhall  crufli  beneath  my  Vengeance. 
Fate,  thou  haft  ferv’d  me  now  as  I  could  wifli. 

And  like  a  God  in  yon’  celeflial  Dome, 

Methinks  I  fix  me  here  an  equal  Deity. 

Oh  Power  !  thou  darlin’g  Miflrefs  of  my  Soul, 

I  will  enjoy  thee  now  with  my  full  Gufl, 

In  fpite  of  crawling  Infedls,  the'bafe  Vulgar  ; 

Who  tho’  they  all  exifl  by  my  warm  Beams, 

Yet  envy  me  in  my  GlOry. - Power,  thou  Creator 

Supreme,  firfi:  Caufe  of  perfedl  Happinefs, 

What  is  nor  done  by  thee? - To"  thee  the  Mifer 

Tenders  the  Golden  Idol  of  his  Soiil, 

Dearer  than  that  by  far ;  to  thee  the  d'ranfports 
That  Beauty  brings 'with  that  fweet  angelick  kind, 

Are  humbly  offer’d  ;  high  exalted  State, 

Honour’s  bright  Wreaths,  and  awful  Dignity ; 

Bent  Knees  ofVaflals,  flowing 'Eyes  of  Suppliants, 
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With  the  vafl  Train  of  diligent  Attendants, 

All  waiting  for  the  Hand  or  Nod  to  execute, 

Subfervient  are  to  thee,  celeftiarPower. 

Feaft,  feaft  my  Soul  then,  fate  thy  felf  with  Joy, 

:  Indulge  in  Blifs  which  nothing  can  deftroy. 

Enter  D  A  M  O  C  L  E  S. 

Hah  !  Shall  we  not,  my  Damocles  ? 

Damo.  No  doubt  you  fhould.  Sir. 

Arift.  Thou  fmil’ft,  what’s  the  occafion  ? 

Darno.  To  think  that  you,  who  are  this  Godin  Power, 

I  Should  let  a  trifling  Mortal,  pufFt  up  with  Pride, 
j  Oppofe  the  datling  Pleafureof  your  Heart, 

I  And  by  that  Infolence  boaft  a  Power  above  ye. 

I  Arift,  Ah,  thou  meaneft  Belizaria !  FUries  take  her. 

The  Lufl:  I  had  t’  enjoy  her  is  nOw  turn’d 
Into  Revenge,  which  flie  fhall  feel,  and  fuddenly. 

Damo.  Revenge  your  felf  upon  her  Beauty  firfl ; 

Take  that,  I  know  ’twill  pleafe  ye  ftill  t’  enjoy  her: 

For  to  do  Juftice,  tho’  fhe  adls  a  Fury, 

Her  Body’s  moulded  of  celeftial  Matter, 

And  mull:  exquifitely  charm.  When  I  faw  her 
Lately  in  Prifon,  mourning  her  young  Cub, 

Methought  her  Eyes  in  Tears  calf  ftill  more  Swe;etnefs; 

Her  Cheeks,  that  wore  an  Air  of  folemn  Sorrow, 

Flufh’d  with  warm  Blood,  Ihew’d  fuch  a  pure  Vermilion, 
Would  infufe  vig’rons  Warmth  to  frozen  Hermits, 

And  make  ’em  languilh  in  a  new  Defire. 

Artft,  Nay,  th’  Enchantrefs  has  her  Charms  ’tis  true. 
Damo.  Then  as  fhe  lay. 

Her  well-form’d  Shape  extended  On^the  Floor, 

Railing  her  felf  a  little.  Oh !  what  Heaven 
Appear’d  about  her  Neck  and  fwelling-Breafts, 

That  with  her  Palfion  heaving  ftill,  and  falling. 

Expos’d  at  large  the  beauteous  demi  Glob(?s, 

Soft  as  Swans  Down,  and  white  as  Virgin  Lillies^ 

Not  Cither ica.^  when  the  Dardan  Prince 
Gave  her  the  Prize  for  his  tranfporting  Objedl, 

Was  grac’d  with  half  her  Charms. 

Arift.  Curft  ftubborn  Traytrefs  ! 

Damo.  Stubborn ;  why  Sir,  the  Pride  of  the  Rcfiftance 
Adds  ftill  more  to  the  Pleafure  of  the  Conqueft; 

I  was  born,  Sir,  to  further  your  Delights, 
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And  would  not  have  you  mifs  a  Joy  fo  fingular, 

Becaufe  the  Nymph,  forfooth,  is  coy  and  fulkn. 

Arift,  Thou^rt  in  the  right,  I  will  have  her,  I’ve  now 
refolv’d  on’t. 

Damo.  Befides,  fhall  that  old  Rebel 
That  Fate  ne’er  durU  intend  to  be  her  Husband, 

Unlefs  to  be  your  Cuckold- - Shall  he  boaft 

He  has  out-rival’d  mighty  Ariftay^der  ? 

No,  were  I  you,  polTefl:  with  Means  and  Power, 

I’d  fhew  Diilindlion  between  King  and  ValTal ; 

I’d  foon  divert  that  fcandalous  Pifgrace^ 

Aiid  ha\’e  my  Will  to  prove  fuperior  Pleafure. 

Arift.  It  ihall  be  fo;  thou’ft  fir’d  me,  bring  her  on  th’ 
Infiant,  To  an  Ojficer, 

“Twill  be  a  proper  Sport,  join’d  with  the  Mufick, 

I  hear  they  are  preparing. 

Damo.  I’ve  yet  more  News,  and  happy  for  ye.  Sir. 

Arift  My  befi:  of  Friends. 

Damo.  A  Chefi;  of  Treafure  found  of  old  Timoleon's.^ 
’Mongft  which,  ’tis  Paid,  there  is  one  Gem  ineftimable, 
Hoarded,  no  doubt,  for  his  rebellious  Ufe, 

Is  feized,  and  brought  ye  hither. 

Arift.  Ye  Gods,  this  is  too  much,  my  Joys  crowd  on  too 
thick. 

Damo.  Long  may  they  lafi,  Sir.  *  Oh  the  Entertainment 

[*  Mujlck  founds. 

Is  jufi-  beginning ;  pleafe  to  fit.  Sir. 

Arift.  My  fecond  felf,  fit  by  me. 

Here  Demetrius  is  brought  in  by  Zizimo,  difguis'd  like  Gri- 
moald,  and  fuppos'd  bound with  him 'Ximolt on.,  Pollida- 
mus ,  Gomond ,  difguis'd.  as  the  Mefj'engers  of  Craterus, 
then  Cilon  and  a  Cheft, 

Arift.  Is  that  the  Ruffian  Traytor  ^ 

Damo.  Yes,  Sir,  that’s  Grimoald.^  he  had  the  fame  Habit 
When  he  late  ’fcap’d  me,  he  was  doom’d.  Sir,  for  the 
Gaunches. 

Arift.  I'hou  fhalt  be  cloy’d  with  Vengeance. 

Mufick  found,  then  a  Song  and  Dance  done  ,  expr effing  the 

Reward  of  Tyranny. 

Tjizim.  The  Sports  being  ended.  Sir,  and  I  hope  fuitable 
T o  your  great  Thoughts,  tho’  fomewhat  moralizing. 
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Be  pleas’d  to  tafte  a  better  Entertainment, 

Lufcious  Revenge;  here’s  Grhnoald^  your  fworn  Foe, 

What  Death,  what  Torture,  for  your  chief  Diverfion, 

Pleafe  ye  t’  allot  him  ? 

Arift.  I  will  confider  on’t, 

’Twill  take  time.  I’ll  have  fomething  new  and  exquifite 
For  fuch  a  Dog.  \_trovjmng  on  Demetrius. 

Ztzi-M.  Oh,  Sir,  Delays  are  dangerous. 

Demet.  I’ll  be  more  quick  with  him, 

He  lhall  be  torn  in  pieces  inftantly  ; 

I  dare  pronounce  it,  I,  Demetrius^  \_Difcovermg  himfelf. 
Nearelt  of  Blood  to  th’  late  Corinthian  Monarch. 

Arift.  Hah,  Demetrius  I — What  means  this.^ 

Damo,  Treafon  !  Treafon  ! 

T^irnol.  Contriv’d  to  crufh  your  Dignity. 

[Timoleon  ft  amps.,  and  Guards  rujh  in.,  who  with  Pol- 
[lidamus  feize  Damocles. 

Pollid,  1  hope  you’ll  ufe  your  Intereft  for  a  Pardon,  Sir. 

[To  Damocles. 

Cilon,  Adsheart,  what’s  here  to  do,  within  there,  Treafon ! 
Treafon ! 

Here’s  a  very  fine  Bufinefs. 

.  Gomon,  ’Tis  fo,  and  falls  exa6lly  to  do  yours,  *  my  fine 
Court  Caterpillar.  [^  Kills  Cilon. 

Cilon.  Ah  Lard!  I’m  (luck. — Ah!  here’s  a  pretty  Bufinefs. 

[Dies. 

Arift.  Betray’d  !  furpriz’d  !  Art  thou  then  fuch  a  Traytor  ? 

[To  Demetrius. 

Demet.  Here  is  my  Anfwer. 

[Brings  up  Timoleon  who  ftares  Arifiander. 
Arift.  Thy  Eyes,  like  Daggers, 

Seem  to  (fare  at  me.  Hah !  what  art  thou  ?  Speak. 

Timol.  My  Name  will  (tab  thee  worfe,  take  it,' Timoleon. 

[D  if  covers  himfelf. 

Arift.  The  Devil ! 

Timol.  Right,  in  th’  inftant  come  to  damn  thee. 

Damo.  Oh,  damn’d,  damn’d  Fate  ! 

Demet.  I’ll  leave  him  to  your  Juftice,  noble  Father, 

I’ve  Bufinefs  elfewhere,  drag  that  Hell-hound  after  me. 

[To  fome  of  the  Guards, 
Damo.  Let  Hell-hounds,  if  a  Hell  there  be,  torment  me, 
Gnaw,  mangle,  tear,  fo  they  do  but  lend  an  Hour 
Of  Joy  to  fee  that  hoary  Rebel’s  Cuckoldom; 

The  Rape  was  well  contriv’d  I’mfure:  Curd  Fortune, 

To  lour  on  fuch  a  bled  Defign. 


Demet'. 
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Demet.  Stop,  flop  his  Mouth,  away. 

{Exit  Demetrius  and  Zizimo,  Guards  dragging  out  Da^ 
[rhocles,  and  more  appear  on  toother  fide. 

PoUid.  Nay,  you’re  faft  in  the  Trap, 

My  gracious  Prince  of  Clemency, 

Whence  neither  Earth  nor  Hell  can  ever  fave  ye,  and  Hea¬ 
ven  I’m  Pure  wo’not ;  your  Creature  too  I’ll  fee  fnall  have 
true  Wages.  {Exit  Pollidamus. 

Timol.  Go  Peek  my  Wife,- good  Gomond.^  and  deliver  what 
I  late  order’d.  *  Oh  all  ye  avenging  Powers ! 

{Exit  Gomond.' 

Now  give  me  Patience  to  out-face  the  Horror 
That  ilrikes  me  from  that  Objedt ;  for  not  Mccdttfa 
With  her  fell  Gorgon  Shield,  nor  Snaky  TrelPes, 

Were  ever  Peen  fo  terrible. 

Ariji,  Since  I  am  then  Po  terrible. 

Let  Fear  Pupply  the  place  of  proper  Duty, 

And  get  thee  from  me  *  for  to  turn  the  Notion, 

The  Pelf  fame  Gorgon  thou  art  now  to  me. 

Timol.  No,  I’m  ordain’d  to  be  your  Slave  in  waiting, 

And  have  not  fhew’d  ye  ^'Qi  Timoleon^  TreaPure. 

Yonder’s  a  Jewel,  Sir,  which,  MiPer  like, 

{Pointing  to  the  Chefl. 
iVfy  Soul  once  doated  on ;  my  greedy  Eye 
Was  never  Patisfy’d  witiv  gazing  on  it. 

Nor  my  Heart  free  from  Trouble  for  its  Safety; 

Yet  being  doom’d  your  Prize,  the  Robbery 
I  muil  bear  as  I  can. 

‘  Ariji.  Oh !  I  forgive  it  thee, 

T ake  back  thy  T reaPure  Po  thou  wilt  be  gone. 

Timol.  No,  no,  ’tis  pad  my  UPe  now,  and  only  fit  for 
thine  ; 

For  Ornament  then  hang  it  on  thy  BreaPr, 

’Twas.onceof  a  true  Lultre;  unlock  the  Coffer  there. 

And  bring  it  to  his  MightinePs. 

{Here  the  Soldiers  open  the,  Cheji  and  take  out  Clindor’s 
{d.ead  Body.^  Timol  i  takes  it  in  his  Arms. 

Behold,  Sir,  here  it  is.  Hah]  what!  d’ye  flart  ? 

Arifi.  The  Boy  !  a  ntw-  JM^cedufa.,  and  more  horrid. 

{Starts  and  looks  amaz'd. 

Timol,  Here  is  my  Gto;,on  this  with  covetous  Eyes 
I  us’d  to  gaze,  ’till  I  even  crackt  their  Opticks ; 

My  Heart  was  fill’d  ,with  Cares  how  to  prePerve  it ; 

Y"et  mixt.with  Joy  too,  being  the  blefi:  PolPeffor 
Of  this,  my  all,  thy  barbarous  Po\x:ei'.has  robb’d  me. 
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Unfet  the  Jewel,  fully’d  its  bright  Lullre, 

^nd  what  was  noted  of  fuch  h^opeful  Merit, 

Had  Time  improved  its  Value,  that  great  Monarchs 
Greater  than  thou  cau;’ft  dream  of,  or  imagine, 

Would  have  been  proud  t’  have  worn,  within  their  BofomSj 
|Hafl:  thou  defac’d,  for  which  thou  art  this  Moment 
Juft  hurrying  into  Hell. 

:  Arifi.  Hah  !  who  fliall  dare 

To  force  me  to  ride  Poft  on  fuch  a  Journey  ? 

‘Timol.  Thofe  that  retain  as  fmall  Regard  for  Tyrants 
As  Tyrants  do  for  Juftice  or  for  Honour. 

[_Gives  Clindor  to  one  of  the  Guards. 
All  thefe  here  dare.  [_Starnps  with  his  Foot^  and  more  Sol- 
\_diers  rujh  in  with  Daggers  drawn^  and  furround  Arif* 
[tander. 

All  thefe  here,  at  my  Motion,  or  a  Word, 

Shall  quicker  fend  thy  Soul,  thou  purple  Monfter, 

To  thofe  loW-  Dungeons  than  etherial  Flame 
Could  pierce  thee  from  above. 

Arifi.  Senfelefs  Bravado, 

Thy  peevilh  Age  grown  tefty  in  th-  extreme. 

Now  makes  thee  rave,  elfe  thou  wouldft  trembling  own 
There  is  Divinity  about  a  King, 

Which  is  perpetual  Guard. 

FtmoL  About  good  Kings, 

I  grant  there  is  a  itrong  and  facred  Virtue 
That  would  unedge  the  Sword  of  Treachery ; 

But  thou,  firft  a  Ufurper,  then  a  Tyrant, 

Set  up  in  Blood,  and  in  it  ever  reigning; 

Making  thy  Death  an  Adion  meritorious, 

Haft  nothing  but  the  Fiends  of  Hell  about  thee, 

That  gape,  and  grin,  and  howl  for  thy  Deftrudion. 

Arfi.  Well,  I’m  a  King  however,  let  that  awe  thee. 
T'imol,  Thou  art  not  mine,  Demetrius  was  my  King  ; 

A  virtuous  Prince,  that  govern’d  ftill  with  Juftice; 

His  Coronation  Oath,  Cement  of  Royalty, 

(Which  when  a  King  once  breaks,  the  Subjedls  Faith 
May  well  be  brittle  too)  he  kept  inviolable. 

Thy  ill  built  Title,  rais’d  on  th’  Chance  of  War, 

And  Revolution  of  one  fatal  Battle, 

Weakly  would  force  my  Homage  ;  efpecially 
When  Tyranny,  like  thine,  is  the  Refult  on’t. 

Arifi.  Rebellion  do’s  authorize  Tyranny. 

"Tirnol.  Cruelty  and  Injuftice  forn^ Rebellion, 

And  that  thou  art  worft  Foe  to  human  Nature, 
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To  Juflice,  and  to  Pity,  is  fhewn  here. 

{Taking  and  pewing  Clindor. 
Canft  thou,  thou  damn’d,  beyond  the  rage  of  Hell, 

From  all  thy  Pyramids  of  Power,  give  back 
The  rofie  Breath  that  once  perfum’d  thefe  Lips, 

Pleafing  my  Ear,  and  ravifhing  my  Heart  ? 

Or  thofe  warm  Springs  that  made  this  heavenly  Cheek 
Blulh  like  Aurora^  which  could  my  Heart  replenifh 
With  Blood  that  it  contains — Oh  thou  lov’d  Angel ! 

My  Soul’s  belt  Joy^  and  quintefcential  Part, 

{Hugs  and  kijfes  Clindor. 
How  fhould  thy  Father’s  Spirits  gufh  into  thee. 

And  with  the  Remnant  of  my  Life  infus’d 
Raife  thee  agen }  but  oh !  ’tis  impolTible. 

Arijl.  My  Soul  relents,  and  fcarce  can  bear  this  Objedl. 

{AJide. 

Timol.  Belides,  where’s  my  Clorona  ?-—  Oh  Devil !  Devil ! 

{Raifing  his  Voice. 

That  Mifchief,  in  the  Heap,  was  half  forgotten ; 

Why,  what  a  Rout,  what  a  dire  Defolation 
Has  this  wild  Boar,  with  his  fharp  favage  Tusks, 

Made  in  my  Bowels  — Yet  fhall  Lnot  dare 

To  gore  him  in  Revenge. - Horror  !  Damnation  ! 

Sheath  all  your  Daggers  in  him !  *  Dare !  f  Not  dare ! 

{^To  the  Soldiers,  f  Stamps  ragingly. 
Arift.  Stand  off,  ye  Villains,  hear  me  fpeak,  Ttmoleon. 

Timol.  What,  wouldft  thou  beg  to  pray  }  - - Perdition 

feize  thee ! 

That  were  more  Impudence  than  yet  difeover’d, 

1  o  hope  the  Gods  will  balk  my  juft  Revenge, 

By  pardoning  thy  black  Soul ;  no,  let  Hell  take  it 
Freflr  from  the  bloody  Shambles  where  it  dwelt,  {Ragingly. 
Spotted  as  it  is,  not  one  curft  Crime  abated, 

Elfe  rny  Revenge  were  poor.  {Soldiers prepare  agen  to  Jlab. 

Arift.  Hear,  for  thy  own  Soul’s  fake. 

Timol.  Unreafonable  Fiend,  but  come,  thy  laft  then. 

Arift.  Thou  art  a  Soldier,  and  well  know’ft  my  Title  ; 
Be  it  thy  Glory  then,  if  yet  thou  hold’ft 
in  that  craz’d  Urn  a  Spark  of  the  old  Valour, 

To  let  it  now  break  out  upon  a  King; 

And  let  not  Story  make  fuch  hideous  Blots 
To  fnew  how  bale  born  Vaffals  did  thee  Juftice 

Upon  the  King  thy  Mafter. - Do  it  thy  felf, 

Come,  thus  unarm’d  I  dare  thee. 
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Ttmol.  Dare  me,  doft  thou  ? 

I  ’Tis  then,  becaufe  thou  think’ft,  being  all  o’er  Devil, 

Thou  hall  not  human  Flelh  enough  about  thee 
To  feel  my  Rage; 

I  Arift.  It  thou  deny’ft,  ’tis  Fear  and  Cowardice. 

'  ‘TimoL  Oh  ye  Immortals,  Cow^ardice  ! 

How  that  curft  blalling  Word  has  fir’d  my  Heart, 
i  Nay,  and  refolv’d  me  now  to  do’t  my  felf. 

Retire,  my  Soldiers.  *Nay — no  Words,  I’ll  have  it  Ib: 

;  ,  [  *  'Thej  feem  74nwtlU?2g^  hut  go  out^  he  giving  them  Clindof, 

I  And  tho’  thou  haftdeferv’d  no  Ufage  honourable. 

Yet  lince  there’s  fomething  left  thee,  of  a  Soldier, 

For  Kingfhip’s  nothing — 1  his  lafi:  manly  daring 
Has  arm’d  thee  for  Defence — *  There,  now  come  on,  young 
Wolf,  \y  Gives  him  a  Swords 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  the  old  Man  can  muzzle  thee  ; 

For  be  allur’d,  my  Vengeance  carries  Thunder; 

And  whilll:  my  C/^Wor’s,  and  Clorona's  Wrongs^ 

Sharpen  my  Pointy  and  finew  my  old  Flelh. 

The  Force  of  Tyrant  Armies  were  too  Imallj 
And  I,  in  fuch  a  Caufe,  Ihould  conquer  all. 

\_Here  they  fight^  Timol.  kills  Arift. 

[  but  is  mortally  wounded  himfelf^ 
Arifl.  I  have  it,  and  I  think  too,-  fo  haft  thou  ; 

That’s  yet  fome  Comfort. - But  oh  !  weak  and  poor 

Is  the  vain  boafted  Vigour,  that  my  Youth 

jBelieved  invincible  - - 1  would  fain  think  now, 

iBiit  that  my  Spirits,  with  my  Blood,  are  polling 
iTo  their  new  fome-where,— That’s  my  greateft  Pang; 

■Oh  I  that  fome  welcome  Blaze  of  Lightning  now 
!Would  dart,  and  cruft  all  Nature  in  a  Moment. 

But  DarkneB  comes  inftead, — Black  gloomy  Horrour ; 
iWhilft  lhaking,  with  the  cold  vile  Curfe  of  Fear, 

I  ftruggle^  link,  and  ‘plunge,  I  know  not  where.  [^Diesl 

Re-enter  PoLLiDAMUS  and  Soldiers^  with  C  LIND  OR. 

Pollid,  So,  Tyrany  is  fal’n  then^—That’s  as  it  Ihould  be ; 
But  what,  my  Lord,  what  means  this  Blood  appearing  ? 

You  would  not  weakly  fure  attack  a  Lion ; 

You  had  in  th’  Toyle. 

TimoL  The  Royal  Viper  fturig  nle 
With  the  word  Coward,  which,  with  Reproach  of  Age, 
Tainting  my  Honour,  rouz’d  th’  old  Spirit  in  me, 

L  T^- 
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To  take  Revenge  my  feif  for  my  poor  Boy, 

And  my  bclov’d  C loroTiaStndi  him  after  me.  [To  the  Soldiers. 
For  tho’  I  find  the  boariih  Paws  have  fcratch’d  me, 

Yet  have  I  Life  enough  to  fee  due  Punilhment 
Done  on  his  Monfrer  Damocles. 

Follid.  ’Tis  preparing  : 

Nor  will  the'Ellien  Crowd  be  fatisfied, 

Till  they’re  poileli  of  AriftandeFs,  Body, 

To  life  it  as  they  pleafe. 

Tmol.  Go,  bear  it  to  ’em, — Keep,  keep  Houfe,  my  Soul, 
A  little  longer,  then  away,  and  willingly. 

[Exit  leaning  on  Pollidamus. 

SCENE  IL 

E'nter  Be  LIZ  ARIA  and  Gomond. 

Gomon.  Now,  Madam,  your  propitious  Stars  lliine  clear; 
The  Tyrant’s  fal’n  Cer  this. 

Beliz,  Did  my  Lord  fend  for  me  ? 

Gomon.  He  did,  Madam,  to  fee  the  Execution  done  on 
Damocles.^ 

And  his  proud  Mafter,  of  whofe  curfed  Race 
Not  one  have  ’fcap’d  the  eager  People’s  Fury. 

I  faw  his  Daughters’  led  out  by  two  Ruffians, 

Who,  becauTe  Vitgins,  are  giv’n  up  by- the  Officers ; 

Firfr  to  be  ravifh’d,  to  evade  the  Law, 

Then  executed:  Yonder,  I  think,  they  come,  brought  by  their 
Plunderers, 

As  I  fuppofe,  expedling  your  Reward, 

Giving  you  full  Revenge  for  your  Son  Clindor. 

Enter  G  I L  M  U  N  D  A,  'and  A  M  l  D  E  A  with  Hair  difie- 
^^ePd^  dragged  by  L  O  N  G I N  and  B I L  B  o  E,  their  Swords 
drawn. 

'Bdiz.  Nave  Mercy, -Heaven,  what  dreadful  Sight  is  this? 
Gomon.  'Look  up  with  Joy,  Madam,  and  take  juft  Revenge 
Upon  the  hated  Offspring  of  the  Tyrant, 

That  wallow’d  in  the  Blood  of  your  dear  Son. 

I  muft  to  th’  General,  -  [  Exit.  Gomond. 

Beiiz.  Dear,  dear  indeed  ! 

As  ever  tender  Mother  fmil’d  upon, 

When  the  Birth  Pangs  were  o’er,  but  yet  alas, 
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Tho’  my  poor  Ciindo-r’^  murther’d ;  how  are  thefe  guilty  ? 

But  then  Revenge — Thefe  are  o’th’  Tyrants  Blood, 

As  my  fweet  Boy — was  mine.  [  Sighsp 

Longin.  Come,  come,  little  Llndahrides^  come  along, 
why  here’s  [To  Amid.]  Fortune  in  a  Bag  now;  gad  little 
did  I  think  to  have  ever  been  a  Prince  of  the  Blood,  iji  - 
right  of  Alliance. 

Amid.  Oh  Mifery,  Oh  help,  ye  Divine  Powers ! 

Longin.  Oh  yonder  fhe  is  !  Pm  fare  we  fhall  have  a  Iwing^ 
ing  Reward.  D’ye  hear,  Corporal  Bilboe.,  lliall  I  make  the 
Speech,  or  you } 

Bilboe.  Why  look’e,  I  muft  befo  bold,  Serjeant,  for  all  you’re 
my  fuperior  Officer,  to  tell  ye  you’ll  find  your  felf  a  Fool, 
to  trouble  her  about  it ;  a  Pox  on  Rewards,  as  the  Cafe 
ftands  now ;  my  Head’s  upon  fomcv/hat  elfe,  and  a  Plague 
upon  Speeches  too  ;  ad^ooks  I  have  fach  a  irfind  to  my 
princely  Mifirefs  here,  that  Pll  make  none  for  my  Part; 
Speeches  will  take  up  time,  gad  Pm  in  haft  *. 

[  *  Holding  Gilmund, 

Gilm.  Stab  me,  ye  barbarous  Slaves ;  oh  kill  me  ! 

Kill  me,  but  keep  off  your  filthy  Hands, 

Bilboe.  Hands,  why  what’s  the  matter  with  my  Hands 
Humh,  ’tis  true,  they  are  not  made  of  March-pane,  as  yours 
are;  they’ll  ferve  well  enough,  though,  for  what  I  fliall  put 
’em  too.  Come,  come,  adzooks  you  muft  not  ftand  upon. 
Pundlilios  now.  [  Grafps  her.,  Jhe  ftruggku 

Beliz._  Oh  Heaven)  can  there  be  for  poor  Mortality, 

A  JViifery  fo  great  to  equal  this  ? 

And  can  compaffionate  Virtue  look  upon  it 
Without  Abhorrence?  my  Heart  bleeds  for  ’em. 

Longin.  Hem,  hem,  we  have  got  thefe  two  Women, 
your  Enemies,  fafe  enough,  and  pleafe  your  Honour;  we 
have  heard  how  little  Mafter  has  been  us’d,  and  like  ye ; 
and  come  now  out  of  Refpedl  forfooch,  to  know  what  Deatft 
you’d  pleafe  to  have  ’em  die ;  whether  hanging,  or  ftabbing, 
or  cut' throating,  or  any  way;  we  are  ready,  and  pleale  ye. 

Bilboe.  Ay,  ay,  we’ll  revenge  ye,  I  warrant  yc;  fay  but 
you  the  Word,  it  fhall  be  done,  any  way,  and  pieafe  your 
Honour. 

Longin.  And  as  for  t’other,  the  ravifning  part,  od’flid  I 
han’t  had  a  Princcfs  fafn  to  my  Share  a  great  while  ;  I  v/arr 
rant  ye,,  let  me  alone  wuth  her. 

Bilb.  I  like  mine  mainly  well,  faith  ;  I  love  a  plump  full 
fed  buxom  Bit,  you  muft  know  :  Pll  revenge  ye,  ne’er  let 
your  Honour  doubt, 

L  i  Amid, 
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Amid,  Oh,  if  the  Senfe  of  Pity  be  not  loft  ! 

Quite  loft,  in  all  the  Foes  of  Arifiander  ; 

Let  a  poor  V  irgin — wretched  in  th’  Extream, 

And  fal’n  from  higheft  State  to  loweft  Mifery, 

Invoke  thofe  Eyes  that  feem  to  be  relenting, 

To  dart  one  Beam  of  Charity. 

Beliz,  Oh  my  Heart ! 

And  thou  chaft  Goddefs,  beautiful  Diana,, 

How  fhall  my  Confcience  anfwer  it  to  thee  ? 

That  I’ve  fultill’d  the  Sacred  Laws  of  Virtue 

If  I  permit  thy  unpolluted  Virgins 

To  lurfer  Shame,  whilft  in  my  Power  to  fave  ’em. 

Long.  She  ftudles  a  little  too  long,  methinks:  Oh,  now 
1  believe  (he’s  feeling  for  her  Purfe. 

Bilb,  Feeling  for  a  Pudding,  is  not  fhe?  I’ll  tell  ye,  as  I 
faid  before,  gad  you’ll  find  your  felf  a  Fool,  Serjeant, — 
I  don’t  like  thefe  Delays ;  if  w^e  are  not  fobb’d  at  lall.  I’ll 
be  hang’d :  Oons,  if  I  might  have  carried  it,  I  had  been  mar¬ 
ried  to  my  Princefs,  or  as  good,  by  this  time. 

Gilm.  Oh  moft  abhor’d  of  Slaves !  Heavens !  now,  methinks, 
My  ftubborn  Soul  could  condefcend  to  beg, 

If  I  could  get  by’t  a  Sword  or  Dagger. 

Long  ’Dflight,  I  tell  thee  fhe  is  feeling  for  her  Purfe  ; 
fee,  fee  there,  now  Corporal  Codfhead,  who’s  the  Fool 
now  ^ 

Beliz.  No,  it  fhall  never  be  declar’d  in  Story; 

Or  faid  in  times  to  come,  that  Belizaria 
Expos’d  the  Temple  of  Virginity 

To  the  vile  Force  of  horrible  Pollution,  ^ 

Through  her  Default,  —  here  Friends — I  know  you  brought 
Thefe  Prifoners  thus,  to  fhew  the  readinefs 
Of  your  Good  Wills,  in  furthering  my  Revenge. 

Take  then  my  Thanks  with  this,  and  leave  ’em  with  me. 

[  Gives  Longin  a  Purfe. 

Long.  Humh— “Why,  there’s  the  Devil  on’t,  I  was  afraid 
of  this  all  along,  now  Serjeant  Shacklehead,  how  much  is’t 
Hugh  ^  [  L’hey  flare  at  one  another. 

Long,  A  hundred  Duckets,  Corporal,  ’tis  more  than  their 
Cloaths  are  worth,  however. 

Bilb.  Cloaths,  hundred  Duckets, — hum — but  then  to  lofe 
fuch  a,  fuch  a,  no  gad  it  w^on’t  do ;  why  look’e.  Madam — 
we  thank’e  heartily  for  your  Bountifulnefs,  but  w*e  muft  obey 
our  Officer,  d’ye  fee,  and  then  the  Law,  and  pleafe  ye. 

Beliz.  Oh,  as  to  thofe.  I’ll  vouch  with  my  Authority ! 
Go,  tell  your  Officers— I  took  ’em  from  ye, 

Who 
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Who  neverthelefs  will  fo  dilpofe  of  ’em, 

The  People  lhall  be  fatisfied,  both  theirs 
And  my  Revenges  fhall  be  perfedled  ; 

Go,  go,  for  Shame;  *Ha!  fure  dare  not  mutter  ? 

[  *  Ithey  look  on  the  Ladies  and  grumble. 
For  honourably  deferting  a  vile  Cuftom, 

Invented  by  fome  Devil,  as  in  Difgrace 
Of  all  Humanity,  — If  you  are  Soldiers 
You  fhould  have  Honour,  which  abhors  this  Adlion. 

Longin.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  we  are  Soldiers,  and  we  have 
Honour — But,  but - 

Beliz.  But  what,  can  there  be  better  proof  of  it  than  this  ? 
Bilboe.  But  thofe  fweet,  fweet,  fucking  Bottles ;  Oons,  I 
(hall  never  fee  fuch  agen. 

Beliz.  Away,  I  fay,  and  dare  not  difpute; 
ni  rouze  up  Honour  in  ye,  if  you’re  relly. 

Longin.  Come,  there’s  no  help  for’t;  here’s  a  good  Purfe, 
however. 

But,  Corporal — If  I  had  thought  ’twould  have  come  to  this — ^ 
Bilboe,  Thought,  Serjeant  Suckegg,  *  a  Pox  upon  ye, 
what  could  ye  think  lefs?  well,  never  was  fach  a  Prize! 
never  was  fuch  a  Pair  of  dear  fucking  Bottles  loft !  a  Pox 
upon  ye, — Come  away  and  be  hang’d.  [*  Pujhes  him, 

[  Exeunt  grumbling  and  curjing  one  another, 
Gilm.  Oh,  noble  Adlion !  worthy  fame  Eternal. 

How  does  her  facred  Virtue  diftipate 
I  The  odious  Mifts  that  lately  clog’d  my  Reafon, 

I  And  made  me  know  my  felf  by  true  Reftedlion ! 
jBieft  of  thy  Sex,  permit  an  humble  Penitent, 

I  Converted  by  thy  heavenly  Influence,  {Kneels  to  Beliz. 

I  And  loathing  former  Errors,  to  adore  thee, 
i  Oh  pardon  my  late  infolent  Behaviour ! 
jTutor’d  by  Hell,  and  blinded  by  curft  Vice; 

:I  could  not  fee  that  Purity  of  Goodnefs, 

Which  now  Calamity’s  true  Mirror  fhews  me. 

But  oh !  let  Angel-pity  blanch  my  Crime, 

And  true  Repentance  lelfen  thy  Refentment. 

Amid.  Bleft  be  thy  Days,  and  doubly  bleft  thy  Nights, 
iThou  Patronefs  of  Piety  and  Honour, 

I  [*  Kneels  on  toother  Jide  qfBeliz* 

And  may  this  Deed,  fo  worthy  of  Applaufe, 

Be  ftill  thy  Glory  in  fucceeding  Ages. 

Thy  Fame  in  Songs  of  Joy,  be  anniverfary, 

Whilft  the  whole  Stock  of  fpotlefs  Maids  renown  thee. 

i 
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^eliz.  Ye  great  iVvengers,  that  from  heavenly  Thrones 
Pour  out  the  Viols  of  your  Indignation 
On  impious  Criminals,  bear  Witiiefs  for  me, 

That  midll  the  Crowd  of  my  own  innate  Sorrows, 

Some  Comfort  gleams,  that  I  have  done  this  Juftice 
To  Honour,  and  to  you — -Your  Honour  fafe 
From  Violation  ;  Death’s  a  trivial  nothing  ! 

Pray  therefore  rife, — And  know  I  mention  Death, 

Leit  you  fliOiild  cherifn  a  vain  Hope — My  Pity 
W ould  fave  your  Lives,  as  it  has  done  your  Chaftity  ; 

But  that’s  impollible,  tho’  I  wifh  it  were  not ; 

YYur  Houfe’s  Poain,  being  decreed  by  Fate, 

And  th’  impetuous  Crowd — all  fworn  your  Enemies^ 

Amid.  We  cannot,  muft  not,  hope  it. 

G  'llm.  No,  being  freed  fromluitful  Villainy, 

By  your  angel ick  Virtue,  beft  of  Women, 

I  will  m^eet  Death,  with  better  Refoliition 
Than  ever  yet  I  did  a  vicious  Pleafure 
In  my  curif  Days  of  Riot. 

Beliz.  Bravely  faid. 

Oh,  be  alTur’d,  had  I  the  Powmr  to  fave  yc, 

Spite  of  the  Sweets,  ’tis  faid  there  are  in  Vengeance, 

Each  Hair  that  now  is  growing  on  your  Heads 
Should  turn  with  Age  to  Silver,  bur  it  cannot  be ; 

Your  Race  are  all  profcrib’d,  and  you  muft  die. 

Amid.  1  he  Gods  allot  us  Patience.  [^Embracing  her, 
Gilm.  Courage,  dear  Siller. 

Oh  let  the  Arms  of  a  new  Convert  prefs  thee 
Clofe  to  my  Breaft,  with  Amdty  unfeign’d, 

And  beg  thy  Pardon  for  all  pad  Remulinefs ! 

Soip.e  Grace  is  yet  for  me;  for  now,  methinkSj 
The  Gods  inlpire  me  to  afill  thy  Weaknefs, 

To  flem  this  Gulph  of  Fate. 

Beliz,  Pafs  it  o’er  nobly. 

/\nd  prove  how  far  your  Souls  firmount  the  Vulgar  ; 
Remember  you’re  the  Daughters  of  a  King, 

%Vhich,  if  confirm’d  by  your  lad  Scene  of  Bravery, 

I  yet  engage  your  Pcrfons  fhall  be  fafe 
From  Violation  of  unhallow’d  Eyes ; 

Nor  fhall  your  lim_bs  be  mangled,  as  intended, 

But  laid  to  red  -within  your  lilent  Tombs; 

With  all  Refpcct  to' virgin  Innocence. 

Gil. ^  Oh  heavenly  Breath  !  • 

Armd,  Oh,  the  good  Gods  reward  ye  ! 

.  ■  \^Both  kneeling  and- embrace  her. 

Beliz. 
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Beliz.  And  fince  the  Sheers  of  Fate  cuts  off  all  PalTions, 
And  with  the  Brave  concludes  Revenge  and  Hatred, 

Look  on  me  calmly,  as  a  parting  Friend, 

That,  ill  the  Crilis  of  your  laft  Extremity, 

Gives  ye  two  fignal  Tokens  of  her  Love. 

Firft  this,  *  with  pitving  Tears  for  your  hard  Fortune. 

[  Ki  fj'es  ther/i^ 

A  prefent  from  my  Love, — then  this  *  from  Honour. 

Gives  Gilm.  a  Dagger. 
A  Charm  to  five  ye  from  infulting  Cruelty. 

Ufe  it,  ye  Royal  Victims,  as  becomxe  ye  ; 

Then  fall  renown’d,  and  peace  eternal  crown  ye.  [_Exit. 

Gilm.  She’s  gone,  whilft  thus  bellow’d,  her  fatal  Prefent 
I  grafp,  with  an  undaunted  Refolution. 

Oh,  what  a  world  of  Wealth  had  I  pofieiTion  ! 

Would  I  have  giv’n  fome  Minutes  fince  for  this. 

Which  now  my  Guardian  Genius  offers  me  : 

For  this — What’s  this.^ — A  Dagger  :  What’s  its  Office 
Why,  ’tis  to  make  eternal  Separation 
’  Fwixt  Soul  and  Body,  with  one  noble  Blow; 

That’s  all,  and  fo  to  free  us  from  Diftrefs, 

And  put  an  end  to  Life’s  Inquietudes ; 

Yet  fee,  how  Nature  fliakes  at  the  dire  Motion. 

Oh  Coward  !  would’il  thou  fiill  be  miferable 
Here  is  the  World,  and  here  Eternity  ; 

I  What  a  vafi:  Freight  of  Hopes,  and  Fears,  and  Doubts, 

I  Troubles  and  Joys  float  on  that  flormy  Sea, 

I  Which  yet  we’re  fiire  in  th’  end  mufi:  fwallow  all  ^ 
j  Courage,  my  Soul,  and  Dagger  hold  thy  Sharpnefs  I 
\  This  Strife  fliall  foon  be  finiffi’d  ;  come,  dear  Sifter, 
i  Too  late  belov’d,  but  now,  my  Heart’s,  foie  Joy, 
j  Look  up,  and  fee  my  Life  Blood  make  thee  Recompenfe. 

j^mU.  Oh  hold  !  for  fince  you’re  now  fo  good  to  love  me, 

:  See  me  die  firft.  Alas !  I’m  all  o’er  Cow^ard, 

And  tremble  fo,  that  did  you  not  affift  me, 

I-  fear  I  fliould  not  ftrike  the  Blow  to  free  me. 

Let  me  then  ufe  the  Dagger  in  your  Prefence. 

Gilm.  The  Aid  thou  haft  from  ficred  Innocence 
Will  make  thee  bold,  and  charm  thee  with  new  Courage: 
Befides,  it  is  my  Birthright,  I’m  the  elder, 

And  fliould  die  firft. 

Jmid.  Oh !  having  more  of  Years, 

You  have  the  more  of  Courage;  Ample Tendernefs 
Will  make  me  fwooii  when  I  behold  you  die  ; 

And  leave  my  Bady  fcnfelefs  to  be  fliam’d 
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By  fome  vile  Ruffian  :  Oh  pity  me,  dear  Sifter, 

And  fhew  me  how  to  ftrike  ! 

Gilyn.  Hah  i  flie  has  mov’d  me  Apart  from  her. 

With  her  laft  Words — See  how  the  poor  Soul  trembles. 
Like  a  weak  callow  Bird,  torn  from  its  Neft, 

That  knows  not  where  to  get  new  Habitation. 

Her  Fears  will  certainly  evade  the  Stroke, 

And  leave  her  to  ribufes— ’Tis  refoiv’d  then. 

Well,  Amtdea^  you  ffiall  conquer  me; 

Give  me  firft,  one  dear  Silter-liKe  Embrace, 

And  a  kind  Pardon  for  my  palt  Offences. 

And  then,  fweet  Soul,  farewel.  *  On  Tyrant  Defliny  ! 

[  *  T’hey  embrace. 

Now  take  the  Dagger,  and  one  happy  BIov/, 

Struck  home  like  tnis,  *  feats  thee  among  the  Stars. 

[  *  Stabs  Amidea. 

Amid.  Ah,  ’tis  done,  ’tis  done,  dear  Sifter,  bleft  be  thy  Hand : 
Kifs  me,  and  take  my  laft  Thanks ;  Oh !  — Farewel. 

[  Dies, 

aim.  The  laft  of  rofy  Breath,  came  coldly  to  me, 

[  Kijjmg  her. 

A  fecond  blow :  And  thus  I  give  thee  mine. 

[  Stabs  her  felf 

Adieu,  vain  Life,  thou  childiffi  Bubble,  blown 
A  while  about  the  World,  ftaftu  off,  and  gone.  LD  ies. 

SCENE  III.  T)ifcovers  the  Heads  of  Ari¬ 
sta  n  d  f  r  and  C I L  o  N  held  by  Soldiers  on 
Spears^  u:ith  their  Limbs  torn  off-,  and  held 
by  others  ^  'who  fiand  on  each  Jide  ^  D  a- 
JMOCLES5  who  appears  imp  ah  d  upon  a  Stake, 
on  the  Jide  of  the  Stage  j  the  Bodies  of  Q'lo- 
RONA  and  Clindor  lying  in  State,  Ti- 
'  o  L  E  o  N  pitting  by  it,  holding  Belizaria's 
//^;?^4Pollidamus,  Gomond,  Helmige,  La¬ 
dies  and  Guards  ftanding  round  'em. 

^imoL  ’Tis  now  my  Peace  of  Mind  is  perfedted, 

And  dear  Revenge  is  full  ;  the  Fate  of  Tyranny 
At  large  is  prov’d ;  reft  then,  fweet  Souls,  forever ; 

And  thou,  my  better  half,  live  long  and  happy  : 

■Twill  be  the  greateft  of  my  Joys  above, 
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To  look  down,  and  behold — Virtue  rewarded. 

'  Beliz.  Ah,  what  Reward,  dear  Lord,  whilft  you  are  ia 
Danger, 

And  this  lov’d  part  is  gone,  *  can  Bellzaria 

[  *  Pointing  to  Clindor. 
Exped  or  hope  for  Oh  relentlefs  Powers  ! 

This  laft  word  Blow,  has  fal’n  on  me  ung’iarded.  \JVeeps. 

Gomond.  Hope  better.  Madam,  — The  Surgeon’s  lall  Ac¬ 
count  made  of  his  Lordfhip’s  Wound  is  favourable, 

T'imol.  Where’s  Demetrius  ? 

Pollid.  The  Prince,  my  Lord,  went  out  in  eager 
having  your  Grant,  and  the  great  Governour’s,  in  hopes  to 
fave  the  PrincelTes,  but  the  People  oppos’d  it,  through  their 
Hate  to  Ariftander^  even  to  the  laft — and  fee  his  Highnefs 
comes. 


Enter  D  E  M  E  T  R  l  U  S  with  a  Dagger. 

Demet.  Fate  has  been  now  too  fpeedy,  they’re  both  dead, 
And  by  themfelves,  with  this  :  *  Poor  Amidea^  thy  Virtue 

[y  A  Dagger. 

Well  deferved  Pity,  tho’  it  late  was  likely 
To  prove  my  Ruine. 

Beliz.  Oh  Royal  Virgins !  you  have  nobly  paid 
Bright  Honour’s  Debt. — The  Dagger’s  mine,  my  Lord, 
Which  was  but  lent  to  do  that  glorious  Office  ; 

As  I,  for  the  fameUfe,  had  long  referv’d  it. 

Whenever  my  Dillrefs  gave  an  occalion  ; 

Pleafe  to  return  it,  that  it  may  be  hallow’d. 

And  kept  up  as  a  Relick  to  Pofterity. 

Demet.  Madam,  I’ll  not  difpute  your  Pleafure. 

[Gives  the  Dagger. 

How  fares  my  noble  Father  ? 

Timel.  Like  one  that  holds  his  Soul  betwixt  his  Lips, 

Only  to  give  fome  tender  Friend  a  Farewel. 

Royal  young  Man  !  Heaven  fhower  down  Bleffings  on  thee. 
Make  ready  there,  all  you  that  love  Timoleon., 

T o  give  a  Shout,  and  cry.  Long  live  Demetrius^ 

Now  rightful  King  of  Corinth. 

Pollid.  Allow’d  by  all,  with  general  Joy,  my  Lord. 
Zizimo.  His  Spirits  faulter,  and  his  Face  grows  paler; 
Raife  him  a  little. 

Timol.  If  there  were  ought  remaining  of  a  Bleffing 
Which  I  had  not  bellow’d,  thou  Soul  of  Goodnefs, 

7  ^  [To  Belizarla, 

Pattern 
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Pattern  of  Heroines,  and  peerlefs  Wife, 

With  my  laft  Gafp  I’d  give  it. - But  ’tis  over  ; 

The  Life  Love’s  Cordial  kept  fo  long,  decays. 

I’ve  now  no  more  Space,  nor  no  more  Breath  to  praife, 

[Swoons. 

Demet.  He  Swoons,  remove  him  to  more  Air. 

Beliz.  Nor  I  a  Soul,  now  thine  has  left  its  Body. 

[  ’  imol.  is  carry’' d  off. 
Pollid.  Keep  back  the  Lady,  her  Grief  will  more  dillurb 
him.  [She  is  going  after  hirn.^  they  flop  her. 

Beliz.  Oh  cruel  Powers  !  are  thefe  then  the  Rewards, 
The  Comforts  ye  receive  for  patient  Virtue, 

To  feel  the  utmoft  Pangs  of  Wretchednefs ! 

Gomon.  ’Tis  but  a  Swooning,  Madam,  he’ll  foon  recover. 
Beliz,  My  Brain  grows  hot,  dillemper’d  Reafon  faulters 
At  this  myfterious  point  of  Refignation  ; 

And  when  I  look  on  thofe  heart-breaking. Objedls, 

The  Chain  of  Senfe  is  broke,  diftrafling  Sorrow 
Turns  me  to  Rage  ;  *  Hand  off,  for  he  that  touches  me 

[Lifts  up  the  Dag^ger.^  the  Prince  offers  to  take  hold  of  her. 

Fixes  this  here. - Give  then  juft  Paffion  way. 

Oh,  my  lov’d  Hero !  *  Have  then  all  thy  Actions, 

[*  Looks  after  fimoleon. 
Refin’d  by  Honour  (till,  and  facred  Virtue, 

Acquir’d  no  Doom  but  this,  this  dangerous  Tryal. 

But  thou,  my  tenderefi  Nerve,  *  my  Soul’s  chief  Joy, 

[flakes  up  Clindor. 

And  Life,  Blood  of  my  Heart,  how  has  thy  Innocence, 
That  equaliz’d  the  Purity  of  Angels, 

Deferv’d  this  Fate  Oh,  let  me  bury  thee  [Rifling  him  eagerly. 
Here  in  my  Bofom!  Let  thy  Mother’s  Body 
Be  thy  laft  Tomb,  in  w'hich  it  firft  was  nourifh’d  ! 

What !  what !  ye  Gods,  will  ye  not  grant  me  this 
To  reconcile  me  I  Oh !  but  you’ll  fay  we’re  taught. 

Our  Comforts  are  hereafter, — ’tis  well  thought  on. 

[Lays  him  down  again. 

To  purchafe  then  the  Joy  hereafter  promifes, 

And  rid  my  Soul  from  its  vaflLoad  of  Woes ; 

Befides,  to  meet  my  Husband  and  dear  Son, 

This  pofts  me  to  the  Place  where  they  are  gone.  [Stahs  her  felf. 
Forgive,  ye  Gods,  you  Ihould,  if  now  I  err: 

Have  dv’n  lefs  Grief,  or  elfe  more  Strength  to  bear. 

Helm.  Oh,  fhe  is  loft  !  [Shrieking. 

Demet.  Fatal  and  fuddjen.  ~ 

Gomon.  Not  htalj  I  hope,  Sir,  the  Wound,  by  chance,  is 
Haunting.  Enter 
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I  Enter  Z  i  z  i  M  o  hafiily. 

Zizimo.  Madam,  the  noble  General  recover’d  from  his 
,  Fit,  wilhes  to  fee  you. 

!  Beliz.  Oh  Heaven^  can  this  be  polTible  ?  {She  is  carry^d  off. 
Take  great  Care,  ^oodiGomond^ 

To  haften  Art  to  give  her  Remedy.  Come,  Pollidamus^ 

,  Let’s  leave  this  Scene  of  Death,  and  to  the  People, 

With  kind  Oration,  fettle  our  new  Royalty  ; 

:  Pull  down  the  Fabrick  of  ill  Government, 

And  found  one  upon  Juftice,  Truth,  and  Honour; 

Whilft  all  good  Subjeds,  glorying  in  their  Change, 

Refled  on  Ills,  from  Tyranny  did  grow, 

And  blefs  the  happy  Revolution  now. 


End  of  the  Tragedy. 
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The  firft  Comick  Story. 


AlUardo^  a  rich  thriving  Cit, 

Beneath  a  Planet  born, 'to  get, 

At  Athens^  with  his  lovely  Spoufe, 
Not  long  lince  kept  a' frugal  Houfe  ; 
As  much  below  the  large^EHate, 


j  Bold  to  the  Churl  by  partial  Fate, 
i  As  was  his  Conforms  lead  fair  part 
I  Above  the  Bounds  of  his  Defert: 

!  ’Till  by  cohabiting  with  Vice, 

I  The  Peft  of  odious  Avarice, 

From  Virtue  fhe  eftrang’d  her  Will, 

And  all  things  good,  to  all  things  ill. 

She,  e’er  fhe  well  knew  what  fhe  did, 
i  Became  the  Part’ner  of  his  Bed, 

I  By  Parents  too  fever e  Commands, 

Whofe  fordid  Int’reil  join’d  their 'Hands ; 
And  forcing  her  to  be  a  Wif^ 

Entail’d  on  her  a  Plague  for  Life  ; 

Had  not,  for  intervals  of  Reft, 

Kind  Fortune,  feeing  her  diftrefs’d, 

To  eafe  in  part  her  tedious  Doom, 
Ordain’d  he  fliould  be  oft  from  home  : 
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For  Gain  did  flill  his  Soul  inlpire 
Beyond  the  Heat  of  am’rous  Fire. 

Beauty  had  many  Charms  in  Store, 

But  tempting  Gold,  he  thought,  had  more. 

What  Curfes  waited  on  thy  Birth, 

Thou  baleful  Product  of  the  Earth ; 

Dug  by  fome  envious  Daemon  thence. 

To  rob  us  of  our  Innocence. 

Happy  in  verdant  Groves  we  lay 
When  Light  firft  form’d  the  infant  Day  : 
When  fruitful  Failure  unmanur’d, 

The  World  with  bounteous  Glebe  infur’d  ; 
And  Pluto  yet  no  Seeds  had  fown 
Of  Ore,  that  rank  and  common  grown. 

Has  lince  made  half  the  World  his  own. 

Gold  then,  that  robs  Mankind  of  Reft, 
Sway’d  'wholly  BalUardo'^s  Breaft; 

Nor  had  the  Plague  its  Period  there, 

Sabina  too,  the  Young  the  Fair  : 

The  Name  of  her  whom  we  muft  ufe, 

And  as  his  Wife  muft  introduce. 

Was  tainted  in  the  felf  fame  kind, 

And  foiling  Graces  of  the  Mind, 

Was  made  by  darling  Profit  blind. 

And  when  the  Wittal,  worldly  bent, 

Abroad  to  make  a  Purchafe  went, 

To  golden  Ormus^  or  Peru^ 

Her  Clofet  prov’d  an  Indies  too  ; 

Where  with  rich  Traders  fhe  made  bold,- 
T o  trafiick  Beauty  for  their  Gold. 

In  ditterent  Cafes  oft  we  find 
How  Vice  fubjedls  the  Female  kind  ; 

A  Woman  once  by  Anger  fway’d, 

Good  Counfel  fcarcely  e’er  obey’d. 

If  Love  polTefs  her  Fev’rilh  Breaft, 

V exation  ftrong  difturbs  her  Reft : 

If  Pride  inflames  her  file’s  on  Fire 
’Till  file  has  compafs’d  her  Defire  ; 

But  if  her  Soul,  by  Avarice  feiz’d. 

With  Love  of  Money  be  difeas’d ; 

She’ll  boggle  at  no  fort  of  ill, 

But  ranfack  Hell  to  have  her  Will. 

The  Family  this  Couple  kept^ 

Might  very  well  be  over-ftipt. 
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Did  not  their  Circumflance  avail 
To  the  Contexture  of  my  Tale  ; 

Their  Number  being  in  all  but  two, 

A  Bearded  Switzer^  and  a  "Jevj. 

The  firft,  to  ferve  in  different  ways, 

Cook,  Groom,  or  what  their  Humours  pleafe  ; 

Whilrt  t’other,  in  a  nicer  Station, 

Was  train’d  for  Madam’s  dear  Occafion, 

And  dole  above  Stairs  Occupation. 

This  Nymph,  of  whom  we  muff  fpeak  on, 

Sprung  from  the  Tribe  of  Zebulon  : 

Her  Parents  of  that  fingle  Race, 

That  in  old  Times  deferted  Grace, 

And  learnt  more  forts  of  Vice  from  Hell 
Than  all  the  Prophets  could  expel : 

She  too  fo  tradfable  was  known 
To  have  good  Skill  in  every  one; 

But  what  was  held  her  Maffer-piece, 

In  which  flie  far  excell’d  all  Greece^ 

Was  the  renown’d  and  darling  Art, 

Ador’d  by  all  the  better  Sort, 

T o  find  meet  Help  for  handfome  Gains, 

Lovers  to  eafe  from  fiercefl:  Pains  ; 

And  free  ’em  from  that  heinous  ill 
Of  taking  Oaths  againfl  their  Will : 

The  Stature  of  the  Tumibril  Make, 

From  Rule  did  no  Proportion  take  ; 

But  then,  to  make  Amends,  her  Eyes 
Large,  black,  and  fparkling,  did  furprize, 

And  glitter’d  round  her  Saffron  Mould 
Like  Phcebus  on  a  Marygold  ; 

Hornwork’d,  with  Semicircles  fmall, 

Deciphering  Sin  Original  ; 

A  fligmatizing  Mark  in  th’  Face 
Of  all  that  Unbelieving  Race  ; 

Befides  experienc’d  fifty  Years, 

That  in  her  wrinkled  Front  appears, 

Fftablifh’d  the  officious  Dell 
To  be  in  kind  a  Non  paretl. 

This  Creature  gifted  for  the  Stews, 

Was  to  Sabina  of  great  Ufe  ; 

As  one  that  was  her  Cully  Setter, 

To  give  the  Sign,  and  fhitf  a  Letter  ; 

Conceive  with  Judgment,  if  the  Spark 
She  aim’d  at  were  a  proper  Mark  : 

M 
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What  Humour  govern’d,  brisk  or  dull, 

But  chiefly  if  his  Bags  were  full ; 

Which  Article,  if  yerify’d. 

To  do  was  little  elfe  befide, 

But  Cunning,  to  conclude  the  Match, 

And  Ipread  the  fine  ft  Nets  to  catch  ; 

The  Cuckold  gone  abroad  to  T rade, 

His  yearly  Ufe,  as  has  been  faid. 

Now  then,  to  let  the  Tale  go  on. 

You  muft  fuppofe  him  fliipt  and  gone 
To  Candia^  with  the  outward  Fleet, 

With  provident  Defign  to  cheat ; 

Whilft  Trulla^  by  which  Name  we’ll  grace 
Our  lately  mention’d  Jewip  Lafs, 

Was  merchandizing  too,  with  Care, 

And  fetting  forth  her  Lady’s  Ware. 

Daily  her  Walk  around  flie  took. 

And  learch’d  the  T own  in  ev’ry  Nook  ; 

To  know  what  PaftTengers  came  in. 

And  Woodcocks  proper  for  her  Gin  : 

Nor  was  her  Induftry  in  vain. 

For  now,  as  Fortune  did  ordain. 

She  hears  of  one  that  lately  came, 

Flulht  full  of  Gold,  from  Amfterdam^ 

A  Belgian  Hunks,  of  noted  Rank, 

That  had  the  Devil  and  all  in  Bank  ; 

Befides  of  Houfes  a  whole  Street, 

And  Shares  in  the  Eaft  India  Fleet. 

This  Gull,  as  now  flie  hop’d  he  was, 

Spite  of  his  Birth,  or  native  Place  ; 

7  o  bring  her  Purpofes  about. 

She  makes  her  Bufinefs  to  find  out ; 

And  order’d  Matters  fo  to  meet. 

As  if  it  were  by  Chance,  in  th’  Street : 

Then  flops  him  in  his  dull  Career, 

And  with  thefe  Words  accofts  Myn  Heer. 
Permit  me,  tho’  no  Sybil  old, 

To  ftay  your  Speed,  Sir,  and  make  bold 
T’  affirm  you  one  whom  Fate  do’s  blefs, 

And  doom  the  happieft  Man  in  Greece. 

Your  long  Ear,  and  the  humid  Brain 
Moiftning  th’  interior  Pericrane  ; 

With  the  fet  Gravenefs  of  your  Eye, 

Colour’d  like  Pufs  in  Majefty, 
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Denotes  ye,  by  the  Stars  defign’d, 

The  darling  Joy  of  V/omankind  : 

That  Bulk  too,  in  your  Perfon  flicwn. 

With  Hips,  Dutch  built,  fo  like  my  own  ; 

That  Fulnefs,  with  an  Air  fo  great, 

Fafhion’d  to  fill  a  Chair  of  State  ; 

With  lucky  Moles  that  drew  your  Skin, 

Prove  ye  mod  fortunate  of  Men. 

In  fhort,  for  many  Words  are  vain. 

Your  Face,  your  Figure,  and  your  Mein, 

Have  captiv’d.  Sir,  a  Lady  bright 
As  Cynthia  burnilhing  the  Night  : 

Who  tho’  referv’d  beyond  her  Kind, 

Such  Charms  do’s  in  your  Perfon  find  ; 

Such  Darts  were  thrown  too  from  your  Eye, 

As  you  have  carcledy  pad.  by  ;  ’ 

As  ev’n  put  Virtue  to  a  dand. 

And  make  her  prone  to  come  to  Hand. 

And  if  you’d  know'  each  taking  Grace 
That  decks  her  Body  and  her  Face, 

I’ll  do  her  Judice  to  a  Tittle, 

And  draw  her  Pidlure,  Sir,  in  little. 

She’s  white  as  Snow  from  Head  to  Foot, 

With  lovely  Eyes  as  black  as  Soot ; 

She’s  fmooth  as  CupiJSs  Iv’ry  Bow, 

And  plump  and  deniy  all  below  ; 

A  little  Mouth,  with  Feet  and  Toes ; 

Her  Fingers  long,  and  ftort  her  Nofc  ; 

With  graceful  Jetting  in  her  Pace, 

And  not  quite  twenty  till  next  Grafs. 

Thus  with  a  Tongue,  as  glib  as  Oil, 

The  Jezv  held  forth,  and  all  the  while 
M]’n  Heer.  not  feariiur  to  be  trap’d. 

Like  a  Tidewvaiting  Cyder  gap’d  ; 

But  when  he  heard  her  tell  the  Pow’r,  ^ 

His  Merit  gain’d,  his  Aiouth  ran  o’er  ; 

And  frothy  Joy  fcarce  gave  him  way 
To  itsk  where  that  kind  Beauty  lay, 

’Till  having  clear’d  his  Mouth  and  Senfe, 

And  mWy'^d  Beigick  Confidence, 

He  told  the  Jew  ’twas  fuch  a  Grace 
He  could  not  hope  for,  in  that  Place  ; 

Then  who  this  beauteous  Charmer  was 
Defir’d  to  know,  wdro  might  command 
His  Duty  with  his  Heart  and  Hand  ; 
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For  Love  Intrigues  were  his  chief  Blifs, 

But  ne’er  had  one  fo  fine  as  this. 

The  Jew  then  vamps  a  Story  new, 

And  whets  him  for  an  Interview  : 

Telling  him  that  divine  Affair 
Should  be  the  chiefeft  of  her  Care  ; 

Then  gives  fome  Hints  too,  by  the  by, 

To  wake  his  Generofity  ; 

By  dropping  Words  how  this  fkir  Dame 
Was  of  a  fpecial  Rank  and  Fame  ; 

Whofe  Riches,  were  her  Lover  wife, 

Might  very  foon  be  made  his  Prize. 

This  Charms  Van  Dotrell  more,  who  now 
Believes  ’tis  proper  he  fhould  firew 
Some  Token  that  his  Soul  was  great. 

So  quips  her  with  a  Piece  of  Eight ; 

With  promis’d  Mountains  for  her  Lot, 

If  by  her  Aid  this  Prize  he  got. 

Our  Succub  Satanick  now  found 
She  touch’d  his  Soul  in  place  unfound. 

And  that  a  Harlot  was  the  Bait 
Mofi  fit  to  fifh  for  his  Efiate. 

The  Dew  laps  from  his  chuckle  Chin, 

Tnat  had  with  gorging  pamper’d  been  ; 

The  Sleeknefs  of  his  fliining  Gills, 

His  pendant  Belly,  poftern  Hills, 

With  long  lank  Elf-locks  on  his  Poll, 
Denounc’d  him  for  a  brainlefs  T ool ; 

Who,  whether  ’twas  fo  wdn  or  lofe, 

Ne’er  baulkt  a  Punk,  nor  ’fcapt  her  Nooze. 
And  now,  fince  F ortune  was  fo  free. 

He  thinks  more  forward  he  fhould  be  ; 
Whilfi  fhe  that  knew  her  Game  to  play, 
Confents,  and  meets  him  half  the  way. 

The  Night  is  fix’d  then,  and  the  Hour 
When  he’s  to  enter  Beauty’s  Bower  ; 

Which  foon  approaches,  and  the  Spark 
Led  by  Dovegna  in  the  dark, . 

Advances  to  the  fweet  Alcove 
Defign’d  to  be  the  Scene  of  Love. 

Sabina^  like  gay  Iris  drefs’d. 

With  a  kind  Smile  his  coming  grac’d  ; 

And  reaching  out  her  fnowy  Hand ;  > 

Seeing  how  he  confus’d  did  ftand, 
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With  clumfie  Motion  dopping  low, 

'  Which  he  intended  for  a  Bow, 

Engages  him  to  venture  Higher, 

And  lit  (fans  Ceremony)  %  her. 

,  The  Skellum^  that  had  ne’er  been  bred 
■  A  Courtier,  nor  knew  ought  but  Trade; 

,  With  auk  ward  Air  accepts  the  Favour; 

And  now  do’s  upfey  Dutch  endeavour 
To  make  himfelf  more  valu’d  be 
By  bragging  of  his  Family. 

As  foon  as  then  a  Bufs  had  pafs’d, 

And  they  had  lovingly  embrac’d, 

He  treats  her  with  his  Race  and  Name, 

And  tells  her  his  grand  Lineage  came 
From  the  J/^an  Owles  of  Rotterdam. 

Then  of  the  Power  and  Riches  prates 
Of  feveral  Owles  amongft  the  States ; 

How  many  T un  of  Butter  they 
Had  fliipt  off  weekly  from  the  Key  ; 

Of  Oil  what  Veffels,  and  with  thefe 
What  Cargo’s  vaft  of  Holland  Cheefe : 

'And  what  prodigious  Heaps  of  Gold 
Were  got  by  pickled  Herrings  fold. 

I  At  laft  his  own  Concern  he  names, 

I  Trading  for  Stones,  and  Eaftern  Gems, 

:  His  lucky  Ventures,  to  make  Sale 
I  Of  Logwood,  and  of  Cochineal ; 

I  And  what  Gold  Dull  his  Ships  did  bear, 

;  Drawn  from  the  Ganges  every  Year; 

:  Of  which  he  had  no  little  Store 
i  Packt  in  his  Warehoufe  there  on  Shore, 

,  Of  fuch  grand  Price,  he  had  fome  fear, 

;  Tho’  lock’d  up  clofe,  to  venture  there. 

The  fubtle  Dame  obferv’d  this  Cue, 

And  after  a  brisk  Glafs  or  two 

Of  Greek  Wine  (which  the  yew  brought  in) 

Was  drunk,  and  Prattle  did  begin, 

She  thought  ’twas  time  to  fix  her  Gin. 

She  tells  him  then  her  Houfe  was  large 
And  Ifrong,  to  keep  fo  great  a  Charge  ; 

And  if  her  Name  fuch  Credit  bears, 

That  he’d  truft  hi's  Ellate  with  hers, 

She’d  warrant  then  Security 
From  Accidents  and  Dangers  free. 
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Van  Oivle  half  hufter’d  with  her  Look, 
And  with  the  Wine  he  late  had  took, 
Thought  ’tw^as  an  Oracle  that  fpoke  ; 
Believing  that  this.  Invitation 
Was  made  to  take  a  kind  occalion 
To  own  the  Paffion  in  her  Bread, 

And  make  him  Lord  of  all  the  red ; 

Her  Houfe,  her  Funitiire  and  Plate, 

And  Treafure,  which  he  knew  was  great. 

W rapt  with  the  Tranlport  then  he  feels, 

T o  kiis  her  Pland  the  Dotrel  kneels ; 

AdTuring  her  this  Favour  fiiewn. 

For  ever  dxt  him  for  her  own. 

And  now  there  can  no  Minute  pafs 
Without  a  Kifs  or  kind  Embrace  ; 

The  League  is  made,  to  fuch  Degree 
He  calls  her  his;  whild  fubtle  die 
Still  praclifes  new  i\rts  to  wan, 

And  lets  him  bring  his  Treafure  in. 

Then  Revelling  they  wade  fom^e  Days, 

Her  Smiles,  her  Words,  that  fweetly  pleafe, 
And  now  and  then  a  gentle  Squeeze, 

Our  Cully  do’s  fo  far  entice. 

And  draw  into  Fool’s  Paradife, 

He  fcorches  with  condrain’d  Defire, 

And  grows  unruly  to  enjoy  her. 

But  die,  whofe  nice  iii-natur’d  Wit 
Had  feafon’d  her  a  true  Coquet, 

Who  not  contented  with  her  Spoil, 

And  Pur  chafe  got,  by  dibtle  Guile  ; 

Refolv’d,  fince  ’twas  his  haplefs  Cafe^ 

Her  wav’ring  Fancy  not  to  pleafe  ;■ 

Right  Jilting  Humour  to  purfue. 

And  cheat  him  of  Enjoyment  too. 

Finding  her  felf  poffed  of  all 
Which  he  his  Property  could  call, 

She  now  will  change  her  am’rous  Grace,’ 
And  drew  the  Fool  her  t’other  Face. 

The  Jew  chief  Counfellor  is  made, 

And  now  the  fubtle  Plot  is  laid 
T o  find  fome  Rival  out  or  other. 

And  drive  one  Nail  out  with  anotherc 
This  dudied  foon  effedled  was. 

For  e’er  the  Period  of  two  Days 
The  Features  of  Sabimh  Face 
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A  flutt’n'ng  Monfieur  had  alarm’d, 

And  like  another  Circe  charm’d. 

As  aSiive  as  a  modern  Ape, 

And  full  as  a  Fronthnack  Grape 
Of  Vanity  the  Frenchman  was  ; 

The  fitter  therefore  for  her  Cafe  : 

Whom  having  brought  for  her  Defign, 

The  Belgian  Huncks  to  undermine, 

She  ftraight  proceeds. — — One  Morn  in  Tears 
As  he  was  fettling  fome  Affairs, 

And  managing  the  Houfe  Accompt, 

As  if  he  was  Lord  Paramount, 

She  meets  him  ;  and  with  Sighs  and  Sobs, 
Feign’d  Paffion,  and  fantaffick  Throbs, 
x'Vnd  putting  a  fad  Grimace  on. 

Tells  him,  in  ffort,  fhe  was  undone  : 

That  her  too  forward  Love  for  him 
Had  made  her  thus  a  Widow  feem. 

When  fhe  a  Husband  had  at  Rome^ 

Who  now  fhe  heard  was  coming  Plome  ; 
And  to  prepare  her  for  his  Ufe, 

Had  fent  his  Nephew  with  the  News ; 

A  young  French  Hotfpur,  fierce  and  wild,- 
One  bred  up  with  him  from  a  Child  ; 

Whofe  Animofity  was  fuch. 

She  knew  againft  the  frugal  Dutch^ 

For  being  to  'Britain  an  Ally, 

And  leffening  Gallick  Majefty, 

That  fhould  he  ever  come  to  hear 
One  of  that  Nation  harbour’d  there, 

Her  Throat,  as  well  as  his  flte  put, 

In  hourly  Danger  to  be  cut ; 

And  therefore  begs  him,  as  he  priz’d 
A  pair  of  Lives,  to  be  advis’d. 

And  infiantly  to  difappear  ; 

And  for  th’  Efieds  remaining  there 
She’d  take  fuch  wife  effedual  Care,' 

They  fafe  fliould  for  the  prelent  fraud, 

And  be  forth  coming  on  Demand. 

Now  fimply  lookt  our  Holland  Sheep, 

He  heard  her  T ale,  and  faw  her  weep ; 

He  knew  his  Goods  in  Danger  lay. 

Yet  too  much  Coward  was  to  ftay  : 

For  tho’  ftrong  Fear  for  them  he  bore. 

The  Cut-throat  Monfieur  fear’d  him  more, 
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So  that  not  daring  to  be  feen, 

Hearing  the  Nephew  was  come  in, 

He  ne’er  demands  a  parting  Kifs, 

But  fcampers  ijif  without  his  Fleece. 

And  now  Sabina  is  well  pleas’d 
She  was  from  Skellum  thus  releas’d, 

Whofe  Wealth  fhe’ll  keep  t’  encreafe  her  Store 
Refolving  ne’er  to  fee  him  more  ; 

Whom  here  we’ll  leave,  chous’d  by  the  Dame, 
To  tell  of  Monfieur  what  became  : 

Who  was  as  much  too  brisk  a  Fool, 

As  t’other  Lobcock  was  too  dull. 

No  fooner  had  he  gain’d  the  Grace 
Of  being  admitted  where  flie  was, 

But  out  he  pulls  a  Flageolet, 

And  drikes  up  a  Trench  Minuet ; 

Then  dances  up  his  Entrance  to  her, 

And,  en  Franfois^  begins  to  woe  her. 

y*etois  tres  bien  hereux^  Madam, 

Where  by  Fate’s  Doom  I  hither  came, 

To  find  in  one  rare  Mafler-piece 
The  full  Perfedlion  of  all  Greece. 

The  fparkling  Luftre  of  your  Eyes 
Adorers  charm  with  fuch  Surprize  : 

It  like  the  Sun  diffufive  is, 

And  cheats  the  World  with  Rays  of  Blifs. 

So  far  do’s  Excellence  advance. 

That  even  I,  tho’  born  in  France.^ 

Where  Ladies  boaft  they  dill  receive 
All  Charms  Omnipotence  can  give  ; 

Am  forc’d  to  own  your  juder  Caufe, 

And  give  your  Cosqued  my  Applaufe  : 

With  doubled  Power  you  gain  the  Sway, 

For  when  your  Beauty  I  Purvey, 

Fcom  all  it  bears  the  Palm  away: 

And  when  your  poinant  Wit  I  hear. 

At  once  diverting,  and  fevere, 

I’m  ev’n  adiam’d  of  our  Dacier. 

And  all  the  Females  of  Renown 
Who  now  adorn  the  Gallick  Crown, 

Your  bel  Tailee.^  ^vAJmntee  Mein  : 

But  here  Sabina  having  been 
Enough  harangu’d,  fince  Compliment 
She  knew  but  hinder’d  her  Event, 
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;  Cuts  fhort  the  Spark  with  Repartee, 
j  Then  forms  her  Projed  cunningly. 

She  tells  him,  tho’  his  Courtefy 
Had  influenc’d  his  florid  Tongue 
To  fpeak  in  her  Applaufe  fo  long, 

I  He  did  the  Dames  of  France  much  Wrong  ; 
Now  therefore  beg’d  him  to  delight 
Her  Ear  with  giving  ’em  their  Right ; 

And  that  he  would  as  fluent  be 
On  t’other  Sexes  Gallatitry, 

I  From  Harlequin  to  Grand  Louis. 

Le  Prate.,  for  fo  we’ll  Monjieur  call, 

Told  her  the  Charafters  of  all 
The  Court,  as  their  Defert  appears, 

Would  hold  him  tack  a  thouflind  Years , 

But  he’d  ingrave,  as  late  did  one, 

Th’  Apoftles  on  a  Cherry  Stone  ; 

And  the  great  Bourbon  Lineage  tell. 

In  fhort,  Ihould  ferve  the  Turn  as  well. 

Le  Roy,  the  Deiu  donne,  as  ’tis  faid, 

The  Offspring  of  a  Bedrid  Dad, 

Some  Blemifh'with  a  fpurious  Blot, 

And  boldly  puiDlifh  him  begot 
One  Night  wj.en  the  Religious  Queen, 

Was  fhut  withViLl-ait  Mazarine', 

Who,  by  his  fpiritual  Perfuafion, 

I  Gave  Life  to  th’  BlelTing  of  the  Nation, 

I  And  after  gave  him  Education  ; 

'  Others  made  drunl:  with  Infolence, 
i  With  Pimping  tax  his  Reverence ; 

I  And  that  his  true  Progenitor, 
i  A  hot  young  Count  finifht  th’  Amour, 
j  Whilfl:  the  fliorn  Card’nal  held  the  Door.  ' 

I  Howe’er  that  was  we  pafs  it  by  ; 

And  crown’d  with  Immortality 
Statues  exalt,  and  ling  abroad 
His  Praifes,  honour’d  like  a  God  ; 

By  courtly  Flatt’ry  fo  advance 
The  Finejj'e  of  our  native  France  ; 

Whofe  Complaifance  fo  lingular 
The  knawing  World  muffc  needs  prefer 
Before  the  Mode  d'Angleterre ; 

Or  the  dull  Dutch,  who  fcarce  knows  how 
To  move  a  Hat,  or  make  a  Bow ; 
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And  hold  as  vain  fine  Words  that  pleafe 
But  fuch  as  Bargains  make  for  Cheefe. 

His  Fate  is  fo  predominant 
We  ne’er  that  he’s  a  Tyrant  grant, 

And  tho’  he  firips  us  to  our  Skins 
We’d  have  it  thought  ’tis  for  our  Sins, 

And  make  Heav’n  guilty  of  the  thing 
Rather  than  calumnize  the  King  ; 

Nay  tho’  this  forty  Years  e’er  lince 
Opprefiion  did  his  Rule  commence, 

The  wifer  Party  ail  agree 

We’ve  worn  perpetual  Slavery  :  C 

Yet  fince  the  late  Confed’racy  j 

Have  jointly  (Europe's  Peace  to  crown) 

Us’d  proper  Force  to  pull  him  down^ 

We  varnilh  ev’ry  Adtion  o’er, 

And  make  our  loud  Te  Deur/es  roar  ; 

When  glorious  MarlErough^  brave  and  wife, 

The  Genius  of  the  blefi;  Allies, 

His  boldefi:  Gen’rals  Captives  led. 

And  a  flrong  Army  Pris’ners  made. 

Here  then,  *  oh  Mufe,  in  ferious  Vein,  [(^Poeta  loquitur. 
Sing  on  that  Theme  a  tuneful  Strain, 

Fi’om  Donaijert  and  Hockflet  date 
The  Triumphs  of  our  Hero’s  Fate  ; 

The  upper  Hungary  can  tell 
What  matchlefs  Wonders  there  befel. 

When  Blenheir/es  Purple  Field  was  loft, 

And  vain  Pallard  taught  lefs  to  boaft  : 

Nor  was’t  thy  Condudl,  valiant  Prince, 

That  only  do’s  my  Praife  commence, 

But  thy  undaunted  Soul  to  dare 
To  march  the  Brklp  Troops  fo  far,- 
And  hazard  by  Mifchance  thy  own 
Moft  certain  Fate  of  being  undone  ; 

Nor  only  had  thy  noted  Fall 
Pleas’d  the  voracious  Crowd,  but  all 
Thy  Family  and  beauteous  Race 
Been  foil’d  with  Blots  of  foul  Difgrace’. 

The  charming  Pleafure  of  Succefs 
Admittance  gives  to  Senates  Grace  ; 

F or  martial  Hangers  well  paft  o’er 
The  Nation  has  large  Thanks  in  ftore ; 
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But  if  Jilt  Fortune  fluits  her  Eyes, 

And  you  miftake  in  Enterprize 
’Tis  foolifh,  what  would  elfe  be  wife. 

And  ’ds  a  Curfe  our  Britain  breeds 
Not  to  look  backward  on  pad  Deeds ; 

The  prefent  Addon  gains  Applaufe, 

And  fair  Succefs  great  liking  draws, 

Gets  Love  in  worldly  minded  Breads, 

And  loud  Huzza’s  from  City  Feads ; 

But  fiould  the  adtive  Chief,  whofe  Fame 
Succedive  Years  did  long  proclaim, 

Return  in  one  unfortunate, 

Deterr’d  and  crofs’d  by  adverfe  Fate  ; 

Tho’  his  great  Soul  has  tortur’d  been. 

And  fuder’d  countlefs  Pangs  within. 
Perceiving  things  not  fuit  his  Mind, 

Which  he  with  lab’riuig  Care  defignM  ; 

7  he  naufeous  Crowd,  the  Monder’Mob, 
His  Brow  would  of  his  Laurel  rob. 

And  grudge  a  trivial  T axes  Loan, 

For  which  his  Life  has  been  dak’d  down. 

But  mighty  General,  thy  Renown 
Stands  too  fecure  to  tumble  down  ; 

Blenheim  fhall  rife  with  lofty  Spires, 

And  tell  hereafter  who  requires 
His  Deeds,  whom  now  the  World  admires  * 
Nor  can  thy  matchlefs  Condudl  grow 
Outworn,  or  high  Edeem  fall  low 
Whiid  Danube^  or  the  ATy/c,  do’s  flow. 

And  now  returning  to  Fis  Theme, 

Le  Prate  went  on.  The  vad  Edeem 
We  bear  our  King  for  many  Years, 

Flas  till’d  all  Chnftendom  with  Fears ; 

The  German  Eagle  that  fo  long 
Has  foar’d  aloft  the  Stars  among. 

Was  ne’er  confin’d  by  fatal  Chance, 

And  coopt  within  our  Clime  of  France. 
Grand  Lewis  had  been  Emperor 
Had  not  the  Worthy  nam’d  before 
Eclips’d  him  in  Meridian  Power  ; 

Conforted  with  the  brave  Eugene.,  ^ 
That  fecond  Miracle  of  Men  ; 

And  injur’d  Savoy,  late  redor’d. 

Who  Alice  his  Sides  fo  deep  has  gor’dj 
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And  in  Revenge  one  A£l  had  done 
With  bold  Attempt  upon  T^oulon  ; 

Had  not  preventing  1  empefts  rofe 
The  grand  Performance  to  oppofe, 

Strange  Accident,  with  Time’s  Delay, 
Jointly  fupprefs’d  the  bold  Effay  ; 

Our  Navy  burnt,  or  funk  had  lain, 

And  'Britain  Lorded  o’er  the  Main  ; 

But  Galllck  Planets  bright  did  Ihine, 

And  he  by  us  is  ftil’d  Divine  ; 

The  Phoebus  of  the  ISlurthern  Clime, 

And  greateft  Monarch  of  his  Time. 

Not  fo  his  Offspring,  Sloth  and  Eafe 
T oo  much  the  Dauphtne  did  poflefs ; 

Then  misbegotten  Burgundy^ 

The  Mfop  of  the  Family. 

Reply’d  the  Lady,  who  thus  long 
With  great  Impatience  held  her  Tongue, 
And  finding  Monjieur  entertain 
Himfelf  with  this  Satyrick  Vein, 

By  railing  at  his  Countrymen, 

Thought  ’twas  a  thing  fo  odd  and  new, 

And  what  the  French  fo  rarely  do  ; 

That  the  Abufe  he  made  her  hear 
Mu  ft  be  in  Complaifance  to  her  ; 

And  being  skill’d  as  well  as  he 
In  Themes  of  Galllck  Vanity  : 

Then  fearing  too  much  Time  to  lofe. 
Which  her  Defigns  could  better  ufe  ; 

And  that  his  Tongue  fet  in  to  prate 
Would  hold  out  full  fix  Hours  in  Chat, 
Refolv’d  it  fliould  a  while  have  done. 

And  give  her  time  to  breathe  her  own  ; 

So  thus  difturbs  him.  Ah,  Mon  Dieul 
That  Creature  Burgundy  I  knew, 

When  I  was  lately  at  St,  Clou  ; 

It  chanc’d  to  be  his  Wedding-day, 

I  faw  that  Princefs  thrown  away  : 

A  hideous  Monfter  he  appear’d. 

With  Cloak  d^E/pagne^  and  Paris  Beard  ; 
With  dangling  Peruke  to  his  Rump, 

Invented  to  difguife  his  Hump  ; 

WTich  now’s  an  odious  Mode  become 
For  half  the  Fops  in  Chrljiendom. 

There  Berry  too,  a  Figure  made, 

Who  ia  adifF’rent  Humgac  bred^ 
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i  Appear’d  as  much  too  brisk  a  F— — 1, 

!  As  t’other  hinted,  was  too  dull ; 

I  Riot  and  Revel,  Dance  and  Song, 

This  Spark’s  inlipid  Hours  prolong; 

I  Who  fitter  was  to  dance  prevaux^ 

\  Than  at  a  Siege  his  Condudl  Ihew  ; 

,  Tho’,  as  in  Fable,  th’  Ape  of  old. 

Strange  Wonders  of  her  Offspring  told  : 

The  Sire  believes  both  Charlematns^ 

Becaufe  they  iiTued  from  his  Reins. 

Amongfi;  their  Chiefs  too  I  have  heard. 

Proud  - y  and  Tal - d  preferr’d. 

Till  great  Eug - ne^  who  chang’d  their  Stile^ 

The  firft  took  napping  by  a  Wile; 

And  Princely  Marlborough  the  laft. 

With  Title  of  his  Prifoner  great. 

Nor  has  Ven - wife  Caution  mih, 

My  open  Ear  amongfi  the  refi. 

Much  fam’d  of  late  for  fiudious  Care, 

In  the  preventing  fatal  War  ; 

Who  fafely  in  Intrenchment  kept, 

His  Army  fiill  as  if  they  llept ; 

Altho’  fo  firong  and  bulky  grown, 

’Tis  thought  they  might  be  two  to  one. 

But  judging,  if  he  met  his  Foes, 

!  His  Mafier  ruin’d  Ihould  he  lofe; 

They  fubtly  fliun’d  the  fatal  Deed, 
j  And  to  his  Lines  abruptly  fled. 

;  And  there  things  fuiting  to  his  Wiff, 

'  Gave  Theme  for  Thanks  to  the  Archbifh  —  , 

'  To  none  of  thefe  can  Fame  bequeath, 
j  By  Right  her  noblefi  Lawrel  Wreath, 

Since  one  there  is  of  princely  Race, 

;  Who  do’s  their  Merit  fo  furpafs ; 

The  Lyon’s  Ofispring  plain  is  found. 

Sprung  from  his  Loins  on  Britijh  Ground. 

Illufirious  Ber - k  blam’d  for  nought, 

If  pious  Duty  be  no  Fault : 

To  Loyalty  feverely  jufi. 

And  nobly  confiant  to  his  Truft. 

France  fmiles,  whilfi  they  fuch  Merit  ujfe 
And  Albion  mourns,  fuch  Worth  to  lofe  * 

Who  tho’  they  fee  his  Martial  Feats,  ’ 

And  honour’d  Wreaths  he  yearly  gets; 
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His  Valour  does  fuch  Juftice  fhew, 

They  think  ’tis  bafe  to  call  him  Foe ; 
Whom  they  in  filent  Thought  commend, 

And  wilh  he  was  their  Country’s  Friend. 

This  new  DigrelTion  was  fcarce  done. 
When  with  the  others  fne  goes  on, 

Hefcribes  De  Thejfe^  Fourhin^  Villar^ 

And  all  the  noted  Men  of  War, 

Does  briefly  praife  or  difcommend, 

And  has  ’em  at  her  Fingers  end  ; 

So  long  that  now  vi^iorious  Night, 

Having  o’ercome  deciding  Light, 

And  in  black  Robes  obfcur’d  the  Day, 

She  ceafes,  to  fit  down  to  Play  : 

Cards  being  brought  in  by  the  J-ew^ 

Well  knowing  what  flie  had  to  do, 

And  at  what  Hour  to  take  her  Cue. 

She  knew  her  Lady’s  Mafter  Key, 

To  her  clofe  Stock  of  Subtlety, 

Was  her  dear  darling  Game  Piquet, 

By  which  improving  female  Wit, 

Their  Gold  Ihe  could  from  Cullies  get. 

And  fometimes  to  divert  the  Courfe, 
Spadilio's  too,  and  Matadores 
Contriv’d  by  cunning  flight  of  Hand, 

Obey’d  at  Ombre  her  Command. 

Thefe  too  were  Graces  all  in  her, 

For  Monfieur  did  h^r  Face  prefer, 

And  charming  Brisknefs  of  her  Air, 

Beyond  all  Wealth  the  Sun  does  view, 
Treafur’d  in  or  Feru, 

Largely  he  flakes  his  Money  then, 

And  often  courtly  lets  her  win. 

When  Chance  his  Lofles  would  redeem  ; 
Whilfl  fhe  t’acknowfedge  her  Efleem, 
Piques,  and  repiques,  as  oft  in  courfe. 

And  makes  Quint,  Point,  and  her  Quatorze, 
Her  Pimps  to  raife  the  Golden  Crop,  -  ’ 

And  draw  the  Pleafure  to  her  Lap. 

He  never  heeding  the  Event, 

But  when  the  Rolls  of  fifty  went ; 

If  her  white  Hand  by  chance  did  flray, 

And  let  him  take  a  Kifs  in  Play, 

He’s  pleas’d,  what’er  he  lofl  before; 

A  nd  ready  to  be  chous’d  of  more. 


I 


The  Intriguing  Ctdlies, 

I  And  thus  ran  many  Days  and  Nights, 

'  In  Gaming  Sports  and  Love  Delights ; 

No  Bounds  being  to  her  Favours  fet, 

When  Gold  v^^as  there,  and  fhe  could  get ; 

I  Her  Eyes  •were  kind,  her  Air  vv^as  free, 

And  none  fo  welcome  was,  as  he. 

But  Fate  that  gives  a  mortal  Tafte 
To  Joy,  too  heavenly,  fhould  it  lafl, 

That  it  may  never  be  entire, 

■  With  the  fweet  Rofe,  Fill  plants  the  Briar ; 
j  Le  Prate^  too  frequent  gen’rous  Deals 

:  Now  ufher  his  approaching  Ills ; 

The  Wine  was  now  drawn  to  the  Dregs, 

And  golden  Medals  from  his  Bags ; 

The  Sinews,  as  our  Bards  declare, 

Of  pliant  Love,  as  well  as  War. 

Now  then,  ’twas  plain  as  Golddecrcaft, 

The  current  of  her  Favours  ceaft. 

I  His  Vifits  all  grow  troublefome, 

!  She’s  often  lick,  or  not  at  home, 
j  And  now  lire’ll  hardly  let  him  come. 

I  Another  Lover  muft  be  brought, 
j  Which  our  induftrious  Jew  has  got, 
j  Nor  would  it  any  thing  avail, 

'  His  nice  Pundtilio,  there  to  rail ; 

He  like  the  Dog,  had  had  his  Day, 

'  Which  he  in  Pleafure  paft  away  ; 

■  Whilft  fie  from  hisDillurbance  freed, 

^  Gave  Leave  for  t’other  to  fucceed : 

■  True  Woman,  in  her  fubtle  State, 

Which  he,  poor  Fop,  had  found  too  late. 

And  now,  no  fooner  was  he  gone. 

To  vex  his  codied  Pate  alone, 
i  But  fie  was  with  a  Brhain  fped, 

I  In  famous  London  born  and  bred: 

One,  from  whofe  Tongue,  nice  Wit  did  flow, 
His  Face  and  Air  engaging  too, 

And  fiape ;  in  fliort,  a  perfedl:  Beau. 

Whofe  Prefence  fo  much  liking  gain’d. 

It  almofl:  put  her  to  a  Stand  ; 

Whether  her  Profit  fie  fiould  Prize, 

Or  Love,  which  in  her  Breafl  did  rife  ; 

For  amongft  all  that  had  appear’d. 

And  by  her  ftrove  to  be  endear’d  \ 
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None  ever  toucht  her  Heart,  like  this ; 

His  Face,  his  Perfon,  and  Addrefs,  . 

She  thinks,- deferves  a  better  Fate, 

Than  thofe  fhe  had  abus’d  of  late : 

And  now  has  Thoughts  of  being  true, 

A  Notion  much  unus’d,  and  new  ; 

And  therefore  thus  confults  the  Jew. 

The  Dutch  Fool,  Jannah.^  that  you  brought, 
In  proper  time  I  foon  forgot ; 

Us’d  him  like  one,  did  underfland 
The  managing  a  Fop  trepan ’d. 

And  all  fuch  Coxcombs,  who  are  fond. 

The  Monfieur  too.  I’ve  packt  away, 

T o  curfe  his  ill  Succefs  at  Play  ; 

Since  wanting  all  endearing  Force, 

That  could  delight,  belides  his  Purfe: 

But  this  new  Stranger,  as  if  Jove.^ 

Or  the  all  conqu’ring  God  of  Love 
Had  form’d  him,  to  enchant  my  Brain, 
Makes  me  from  lateDefigns  refrain. 

And  for  his  Love  relinquifli  Gain. 

At  this  the  Jew.^  with  lowring  Look, 

And  Rage  half  choakt,  her  Anger  broke, 

And  to  the  am’rous  Dame  thus  fpoke. 

What,  in  the  Name  of  ail  the  Fiends, 

Is’t  Madam,  that  your  Brain  intends  ? 

Have  I,  odx— — -  Abram.^  now  I  fwear, 

With  Cunning,  taken  fo  much  Care, 

To  bring  the  Coxcombs  to  your  Snare ; 

And  will  you  after  what  is  paft. 

Now  make  your  felf  the  Chowfe  at  lafl : 
Give  up  the  Trophies  you  have  won. 

And  take  the  Courfe  to  be  undone  ? 

The  gravid  Tract  of  virtuous  Rules, 

May  fuit  fome  Chriftian  loving  Fools : 

But  frill  for  Women  of  your  Fafhion, 

Who  ought  to  love,  fans  Inclination ; 

In  plainer  Terms,  I  mean  for  you, 

’Tis  fitter  far,  to  be  a  Jew  ; 

To  bend  your  Mind  where  Int’refr  ferves, 

Not  heeding  what  the  Man  deferves. 

Profit,  and  Love,  as  diff’rent  are. 

In  both  their  kinds,  as  Peace  and  War; 
Whilfr  then  "we  court  the  dazling  Beau, 

I  hat  gives  us  all  the  Joys  below" ; 
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1  Money,  the  Cordial  for  all  Ills, 

■  Lord,  and  Subjedter  of  our  Wills; 

That  fpreads  our  Fame,  and  rids  our  Care, 
That  Arms  our  Eyes,  and  dyes  our  Hair, 
j  And  that  for  ever  makes  us  fair. 

,  We  adi  Hill  in  our  proper  Station, 

And  do  the  Work  of  the  Creation; 

But  if  we  dwindle  foolifnly. 

From  our  rare  Gift  of  Subtlety; 

I  By  letting  the  Impofer  Man, 

I  Turn  upon  us  our  own  Trepan; 

!  By  Loving  give  fuperiour  Rule, 

T’  a  Creature  we  were  born  to  fool, 

We  merit  all  our  Lives  his  Lafh, 

And  fhould  give  out  our  Brains  to  walh : 

I  Remit  each  Heart,  his  Fancies  fee, 

I  And  calmly  truckle  under  Lee, 
j  Whene’er  we  lay  our  Weapons  by, 

I  Of  pradliling  to  weep  and  lye. 

!  Leave  off,  feign’d  PalTion  to  purfucj 
1  By  entertaining  what  is  true, 

I  We’re  all  bewitcht,  as  I  think  you. 

!  Some  trifling  Pleafure  may  come  on, 

I  But  all  our  folid  Joy  is  gone, 
i  And  here  her  Tongue  had  farther  run, 

On  what  flie  had  fo  well  begun ; 

,  Had  not  the  Briton  cut  her  fhort, 

By  coming  in  to  make  his  Court; 

,  Who  uflier’d  up  his  new  Addrefs, 

So  aptly  with  an  humble  Kifs, 

Relilht  with  fprightly  Air  and  Mein, 
lit  other  Lovers  feldom  feen  ; 

That  now  Sabina  liking  more 
His  Face  and  Perfon  than  before, 

!  So  well  was  pleas’d  with  what  Ihe  faw, 

;  She  bids  her  Counfellor  withdraw, 

!  And  get  a  Treat  prepar’d  above. 

Tor  Ihe  would  fap  in  her  Alcove; 

And  with  a  kind,  tho’  little  Feafl, 

1  Give  welcome  tc  her  favour’d  Gueft. 

I  Ill  pleas’d  went  out  the  grumbling 
Concluding  her  Diftradion  true, 

Leaving  her  Miflrefs  to  employ. 

New  Humour  to  sidvance  her  Joy; 
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Who  meets  his  Courtfhip  half  the  way, 

Nor  lets  him  for  Compliance  flay, 

But  freely  each  kind  Glance  returns. 

And  with  an  equal  Ardour  burns. 

Embrace,  the  Prologue  to  Love’s  Sweets, 
With  carelefs  Freedom  file  permits; 

His  Prefilire  fufters,  nor  retreats. 

When  his  bright  Eyes  fhe  fparkling  fees, 

And  finds  each  Adlion  by  degrees, 

A  bold  luxuriant  Plot  purfue, 

Of  gaining  the  laft  Favour  too ; 

Which  was  not  in  effedling  long, 

The  Fort,  altho’  by  Nature  flrong, 

By  a  falfe  Traitor  there  in  Arms, 

Was  foon  giv’n  up  on  eafy  Terms, 
Licentious  Will  the  Governour  ; 

Submits  to  the  Befieger’s  Power  ; 

And  now  the  Vidlor  Cannon  fires, 

And  gives  a  loofe  to  wild  Defires. 

The  bright  diurnal  Sun  each  Hour 
He  rofe,  beheld  fome  new  Amour ; 

FJer  Smiles  anticipate  the  Day  ; 

She  flione,  tho’  he  was  out  o’th’  way  ; 

And  like  Aurora  newly  born, 

Grac’d  her  Adorer  every  Morn: 

Who  now  ufiirps  Baliardo's  Place, 

With  fo  much  Freedom  and  Succefs ; 

Her  Fondnefs  rifes  to  fuch  height. 

She’s  refllefs  when  he’s  out  of  Sight. 

Rich  Viands  treat  him  every  Day, 

And  Greekip  Wines  without  Allay, 

Yet  never  any  thing  to  pay. 

Nay  fuch  a  Stranger  is  her  Will 
To  her  late  avaritious  Ill ; 

That  now  one  Day  among (1  the  refl. 

When  Love’s  Regale  had  crown’d  the  Feafl, 
Which  at  a  Cottage,  in  a  Wood, 

That  neighbour  to  her  Manfion  flood, 

She  had  prepar’d,  as  being  a  Place 
V/here  envious  Carpers  could  not  gaze; 

The  Miftrefs  of  the  Fabrick  too, 

Juft  fafhion’d  like  her  Inmate  Jewj 
Supinely  leaning  on  his  Breafl, 

Whilfl  he  her  Forhead  gently  kill, 

A_nd  in  foft  V/ords  his  Joy  exprelf ; 
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She,  charm’d  with  am’rous  Extafies, 

Her  clofed  Secret  thus  unties. 

Moil  lov’d  of  Men,  whole  great  Delert 
Has  gain’d  an  Int’reil  in  my  Heart, 

Afcending  to  a  high  Degree, 

It  feein’d  impoffible  to  be;  ^ 

The  Sex  till  novv  1  never  thought, 

Deferving  to  be  priz’d  for  ought ; 

But  as  their  Services  did  vary. 

To  bring  us  in  tnings  necelfary; 

Or  elfe  to  purchafe  dill  their  Eafe, 

By  Prefents,  which  they  thought  would  pleafe  : 
But  you  have  taught  me,  to  your  Fame, 

That  all  your  Sex  are  not  the  fame : 

Superiour  Worth  will  force  a  Claim, 

And  force  a  Heart  refolv’d  as  mine. 

To  change  its  Temper,  and  Redgn. 

Since  therefore  ’tis  your  happy  Fate, 

Such  Inclination  to  create, 

And  that  your  Int’refr  is  fo  great, 

7Tat  in  my  Heart  there  is  rio  place, 

But  what  intirely  you  poffefs ; 

’Tis  fit  you  fhould  no  Stranger  be, 

To  all  the  reft  belongs  to  me : 

But  that  my  Value  you  fhould  prove^ 

As  well  in  Fortune  as  in  Love. 

This  faid,  a  Clofet  die  unlocks, 

And  fiiews  him  there  the  Warts  of  Rocks : 
Rich  Jems  with  Pearl  and  Gold  good  Store^ 
Veftels  of  Plate  and  antique  Ore ; 

Which  late  from  each  intriguing  Sot, 

With..artful  Cunning  flie  had  got ; 

Of  which  her  Husband  nothing  knew, 

Nor  any  other  but  the  Jew. 

See  here,  fne  cry’d,  with  fmiling  Eye, 
Rewards  for  Love,  and  Conftancy  * 

He  that  is  to  Alfedlion  true. 

May  boldly  challenge  this  his  Due  : 

If  then  it  chance  that  he  prove  you, 

Defert  fliall  always  have  his  Fee, 

And  never  be  deferr’d  by  me. 

Like  Faulcons  tow’ring  in  the  Skies 
Now  fearing  mounts  the  Briton^  Joys, 
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I'his  new  Adventure  feems  more  rare, 

His  Miitrefs  too  fliews  far  more  fair, 

Since  what  he  heard  her  late  declare  : 

Sjuch  Grange  Additions  Wealth  can  prove 
When  it  confents  to  llrengthen  Love; 

He  kneels,  her  Hands  are  often  kill: ; 

He  iigns,  and  dies  upon  her  Bread: ; 

His  V"ows  and  Oaths  conclude  the  Day, 

Ah  !  what  will  not  a  Lover  fay 
T o  Beauty  that  fo  well  can  pay  ? 

Thus  revelling  in  all  Delight 
They  fpent  the  joyful  Hours  till  Night, 

And  then  went  homewards  to  regale 
In  other  Joys  too  nice  to  tell ; 

Still  wearying  rime  in  conftant  Round,  - 
Giving  to  Luxury  no  Bound. 

Great  were  the  Joys  they  both  receive, 

The  Husband’s  Abfence  giving  Leave  ; 
Indulg’d  with  fuch  Security, 

That  now  the  Briton  longs  to  try 
A  Proof  of  Female  Conftancy  ; 

If  unawares,  or  ill  advis’d. 

He  fhould  be  by  the  Spoufe  furpri'z’d  : 

He  orders  therefore  from  the  Key 
Where  all  the  Ships  and  V elTels  lay, 

A  Pod:  in  feeming  Fright  to  come 
With  News  her  Husband  was  come  Hoim 
Suppofing  he  fhould  find  by  this 
What  Shift  die'd  manage  in  Dillrefs,  • 

And  what  her  Love  wou’d  prompt  her  to 
In  cafe  fuch  Tidings  fnould  be  true. 

It  chanc’d  too  at  that  time  the  Dame 
Had  in  her  Head  contriv’d  the  fame  ; 

And  plotted  to  furprize  her  Dear 
The  felf  fame  way  with  pannick  Fear, 

That  he  had  jud:  contriv’d  for  her. 

No  fooner  then  was  one  alarm’d, 

But  t’other  with  a  Fright  w'as  charm’d; 

Botn  ev’n  at  their  Wits  end  to  view 
What  they  had  feign’d  fhou’d  fall  out  true, 
And  w'hat  they  for  a  Jed:  defign’d 
They  now  a  real  Plague  fhould  find. 

Thus  tortur’d  for  a  while  they  mourn, 

Not  knowing  which  way  they  fhould  turn  ; 
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Till  he,  by  making  plain  his  Jeft, 

Allay’d  the  Fever  in  her  Breaft; 

And  flie  difcov’ring  what  llie  feign’d, 

The  Truth  of  her  late  Plot  explain’d. 

And  thus  from  T error  being  freed 
In  former  Methods  they  proceed, 

Refolv’d  Fate  ne’er  to  tempt  again. 

That  late  had  put  ’em  to  fuch  Pain ; 

V/hich  fign’d  and  feal’d  with  many  a  Kifs, 
The  Prologue  to  new  Happinefs, 

In  clofe  Embrace  they  buckled  fall:, 

And  Fear  from  either’s  Bofom  chas’d. 

But  Fate,  that  oft  takes  Pride  t’  annoy, 
j  The  dear  Excefs  of  mortal  Joy  ; 

'  By  an  unlookt  for  Chance  contriv’d 
!  To  make  their  Pleafure  be  fhort  liv’d  : 

■  For  whilfl  they  in  Embraces  drove 
j  To  iliew  all  Signs  of  mutual  Love  ; 
i  Balliardo  being  indeed  arriv’d, 
i  Who  had  with  Secrecy  contriv’d 
i  A  fhort  quick  Paffage  to  his  Houfe, 

I  Intending  to  furprize  his  Spoufe  ; 

!  And  find  how  all  things  went  at  Home, 

,  Abruptly  comes  into  the  Room ; 

'  And  to  the  am’rous  Pair  was  got 
E’er  they  unty’d  their  true  Love’s  Knot. 

I  Not  rural  Hind  w^ho  in  the  Shade 
!  After  long  Toil  to  deep  was  laid. 

Starts  with  more  Fright  and  wild  Amaze  ; 
Who  wakes  and  fees  upon  the  Place 
A  Toad  fit  croaking  ne’er  his  Face. 

Then  did  our  guilty  Pair  withdraw 
When  they  the  frowning  Husband  law  ; 
Who  having  ciofely  pumpt  before 
I  The  Switzer^  whom  he  left  on  Shore ; 

;  And  brib’d  him  when  he  went  to  tell  * 

;  Whatever  in  his  Houfe  betel ; 

;  Inform’d  was  of  our  Briton^  State, 

Found  fo  familiar  wu’th  his  Mate ; 

,  Who  Owner  of  a  Mafs  of  Wealth, 

;  He  means  fliall  pay  for  am’rous  Stealth  ; 

I  With  Profit  heal  his  Honour’s  Sore, 

'  And  gild  his  Cuckold oin  with  Ore. 

!  Firil  then,  the  Switzer  lending  Aid. 

1  Qnr  Lover  is  a  Pris’ncr  made  ; 
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And  frovv ’d  r^p  in  a  dirty  Hole 
Where  Lumber  lay,  and  heaps  of  Coal; 
Who  being  unarm’d,  and  feiz’d  by  two, 

ISFo  way  left  to  refifc  ’em  knew. 

He  therefore  tamely  muft  fubmit, 

Depend  iiig  on  Sabma\  Wit, 

Ana  comiaRt  Love,  which  had  polfeil', 

As  he  fo  long  had  prov’d,  her  Bread,  , 

T o  fer  him  fooii  from  Durance  free, 

And  o-dj  pair  Love -with  Liberty. 

Bat  ah,  how  wildly  do’s  he  rove. 

That  builds  his  Hopes  on  vicious  Love  ; . 

In  vain  are  drongdl  Oaths  they  fwear. 

And  bafe,  and  light,  as  common  Air  :  ■ 
Sabina^  by  her  Husband  caught. 

To  make  Atonement  for  her  Fault, 

Her  Promifes  had  foon  forgot : 

Profit  again  inchants  her  Soul, 

She  tells  her  Spoufe,  that  am’rous  Fool, 
Whom  now  he  do’s  his  Pris’ner  make, 

She  had  inveigl’d  for  his  fake  ; 

As  know’ing  he  had  VVealth  good  Store, 
And  Jewels  lately  brought  on  Shore ; 

Which  fhe  intended  for  his  PrLe, 

Had  late  fecur’d  by  Love  Decoys  ; 

Then  like  a  true  bred  Jilt  inveighs 
Againft  his  Perfon,  and  his  Race, 

Begging,  the  Dunce  Food  gaping  by 
Swallov/ing  the  horrid  Fallacy  ; 

To  frrip  him  as  he  vcould  an  Eel, 

That  he  her  jud  Revenge  might  feel, 

Who  had  the  Impudence  to  hope 
Her  Love  could  ftoop  to  fuch  a  Fop  : 

Then  tvith  accudom’d  liibtle  Grace, 

'  She  girds  him  with  a  clofe  Embrace  ; 

Hangs  on  his  Neck,  and  calls  him  Dear, 
With  many  Welcomes  charms  his  Ear : 
“Whild  he  with  Flatt’ry  now  appeas’d, 

Seems  tvith  her  late  projecting  pleas’d  ; 

His  Woodcock  Pris’ner  which  her  Snare 
For  him  had  caught,  makes  all  things  fair ; 
So  much  did  tempting  Gain  controul 
The  fordid  Orders  of  his  Soul. 
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He  tells  her  then  ’twas  not  his  way 
To  ]ct  too  raOi  Sufpicion  fway, 

When  there  was  Reafon  to  convince, 

And  turn  another  way  his  Senfe  ; 

And  as  he  found  the  late  Carefs 
To  that  young  Fop  before  his  Face, 

Was  only  done  through  wife  Deiign 
To  trick  him  of  his  BritiJJo  Coin, 

He  for  the  Fad  fo  far  fhould  be 
From  Heart  afflidting  Jealoufy, 

That  he  her  Condudl  fhould  applaud. 

So  good  at  home,  he  being  abroad  : 

This  being  verify ’d  by  her. 

With  fugar’d  Words  of  Sweet  and  Dear ; 

All  Grumblings  in  his  Spirit  ceafe. 

And  he’s  rcdor’d  to  Joy  and  Peace. 

Away  then  ftraight  in  hade  he  goes 
To  fright  the  Briton  mew’d  up  clofe, 

Who  nought  of  this  new  Mifchief  knows ; 
And  like  a  bloated  Spider  there 
Infus’d  the  Poifon  to  his  Ear, 

That  nought  but  Store  of  golden  Pence 
Should  e’er  atone  for  his  Offence, 

Or  palliate  his  late  Impudence  ; 

Which  if  refus’d  he  might  Defpair 
Of  ever  breathing  Britijb  Air 
In  Liberty  ;  nor  fhoiffd  his  Fare 
Be  more  than  that  which  did  fupply 
Imprifon’d  Felons  doom’d  to  die; 

Death  being  what  fhould  Rage  allay,  L 

Which  he  deferv’d  as  well  as  they. 

This  Paid,  with  terrifying  Lowr, 

And  frowning  Front,  he  flints  the  Door ; 
Bidding  him  make  Refolves  with  Speed 
If  he  expedled  to  be  freed. 

And  now  our  am’rous  Friend,  whofe  Ear 
Was  doom’d  thefe  ffirly  Threats  to  hear  ; 
With  ffrong  tormenting  Doubts  was  pain’d, 
He  now  had  been  lomc  Days  retain’d  ; 

But  (till  in  hopes  to  be  releas’d  ' 

By  her,  who  late  fach  Love  exprefs’d  ; 

\Vho  everiafting  Love  had  fwore 
Daily,  for  three  Months  pall,  and  more; 
Which  he  v/as  bubbl’d  to  believe, 

’Till  now,  his  Senfe  to  undeceive, 
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The  fpitefiii  7^’w,  to  blaft  his  joys, 

Next  Morning,  with  a  hideous  Voice, 

Came,  and  through  th’  Key-hole  told  him  plaiii 
Her  M'flrefs  held  hirh  in  Difdain  ; 

That  each  late  feeming  kind  Carefs 
Was  ftewn  to  finifh  him  an  Afs ;  , 

And  that  when  pillag’d  to  a  Rag 
He  fnignt  to  Britain  fail,  and  brag 
He  had,  at  Purchafe  of  his  Fleece, 

Enjoy’d  the  faireft  Dame  in  Greece. 

Thus  with  a  Grin  oft-times  between, 

Tlf  ill  favour’d  Strumpet  vents  her  Spleen  \ 
Then  leaves  him  to  augment  his  Care 
Wi':h  Tidings  proper  tor  Defpair  ; 

VTho  now^  too  feelingly  do’s  prove 
The  dire  Effedls  of  vicious  Love, 

The  trivial  Value  of  falfe  Joys 
Wi^ien  Souls  are  fet  at  fordid  Price  ; 

This  deeply  he  refle<9;s  on  here, 

Whilft  each  fad  Pang  grows  more  fevere. 

Now  too,  to  heighten  Ills,  he  mourns, 

The  Husband  with  new  Speed  returns ; 

And  with  an  infolent  Command, 

'Urges  Compliance  out  of  hand ; 

A  Prefent  of  his  Treafure,  Plate, 

And  other  parts  of  his  Eftate, 

Without  Delay  or  Fallacy, 

£lfe  Durance  iliould  perpetual  be  -^ 

Which  racks  our  Briton  with  new  Fear 
Of  being  flarv’d  abroad,  or  here. 

But  F ortune,  that  can  change  her  Mind, 
Weary  at  lad  of  being  unkind. 

And  thinking  now  her  Proftite  had 
For  Youth’s  Excurfons  dearly  paid, 
Concludes  it  time  to  give  him  Aid. 

She  therefore  lends  his  troubled  Brain 
A  Plot  to  fet  all  right  again, 

The  Cuckold’s  Avarice  appeafe. 

And  from  his  Goal  himfelf  releafe. 

You  heard  belbre  when  am’rous  Padion 
Late  fway’d  Sahind^s  Inclination, 

E’er  L’lcre  that  could  drongeft  bind 
With  gliti’ring  Mifchief  charm’d  her  Mind, 
She  entertain’d  him 'at  a  Place 
Where  all  her  Treafure  hoarded  was ; 
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The  Wealth  that  fhe  from  Cullies  drew, 

Of  which  her  Husband  nothing  knew  ; 

And  which  flie  in  Love  Fits  defign’d 
Should  Recompence  her  Britljh  Friend  ; 
Tho’  now  the  innate  Jilt  appear’d, 

And  Love  was  fcorn’d,  that  late  indear’d? 

Now  then  it  comes  into  his  Head, 

That  Clofet  and  the  Store  there  laid, 

Should  he  difcover  as  his  own, 

Would  richly  for  his  Crime  atone  ; 

Content  the  Cuckold’s  fordid  Mind, 

Pay  too  the  treach’rous  Jilt  in  kind. 

And  rid  him  free  from  being  confin’d. 

■  Much  joy’d  when  he  had  found  this  way, 
He  tells  his  Keeper  where  it  lay ; 

Declares  too  he  had  nought  to  fay, 

But  that  his  Fault  appear’d  fo  great 
He  ought  to  forfeit  his  Efiate  ; 

And  Right,  by  T reafure  aptly  paid, 

The  Wrong  was  done  the  Marriage-Bed  ; 
Which,  if  the  Clemency  he’d  ufe 
To  free  him,  and  forgive  fn’  Abufe, 

He  now  was  ready  to  produce ; 

Without  Demur,  or  more  Delays 
Would  firaight  condud  him  where  it  w^as. 
'BaUiardo^  whofe  curd:  Avarice 
Long’d  to  be  fing’ring  this  new  Prize, 
Calling  the  Switzer  to  his  Aid, 

The  Briton  from  his  Hole  convey’d  ; 

Who  fluih’d  with  Joy  that  did  excel 
To  find  his  Trick  had  took  fo  well  ; 

Led  on  the  neareft  w^ay  to  th’  W ood, 

And  in  fhort  time  the  Cottage  fliew’d  ; 
Where  they  the  toothlefs  Matron  feize, 
And  having  robb’d  her  of  her  Keys, 

They  foon  unlock  the  happy  Door 
Where  Beauty  lay  in  fhape  of  Ore  ; 

With  Gems  fo  brilliant  and  fo  rare, 

Rich  India  Stuffs,  and  coftly  Ware  ; 

That  now  the  wond’ring  Qickold  thought 
The  late  Intrigue  fo  v/ell  was  bought. 

He  could  not  foon  enough  agree 
To  give  his  Chapman  Liberty  ; 

W  ho  at  that  Inftant  was  releas’d. 

And  at  their  parting  both  well  pleas’d  ; 
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The  Briton  with  his  new  Device, 

The  t’other  for  his  golden  Prize. 

But  when  at  Home  his  roaring  Voice 
Was  founding  his  unruly  Joys, 

In  giving  his  impatient  Spoufe 
A  nice  Account  of  th’  little  Houfe  ; 

And  what  its  infde  too  did  hold, 

Shewing  fome  Sample  of  her  Gold  : 

No  Painter  can  exprefs  her  Face, 

Nor  Poet  pen  the  Rage  that  fways ; 

Her  Bofom  flames  with  fell  Defpite, 

She  hates  the  Day,  and  bans  the  Light. 

A  fecret  Corner  Peeks  to  tear, 

With  Fury  uncontrourd,  her  Hair, 

And  gives  her  felf  to  wild  Defpair. 

Whilit  now  our  young  Intriguer  freed. 

Well  pleas’d  with  his  late  lucky  Deed  ; 

Of  his  Difgrace  makes  moral  tJfe, 

Which  to  his  Senfe  do’s  introduce 
What  ill  a  Strumpet’s  Mifchiefs  move. 

What  Charms  attend  a  virtuous  Love. 

Soon  then  from  Athens  home  he  Ipeeds, 

And  in  a  T ra£l  reform’d  proceeds ; 

With  Confcience  is  no  more  at  Strife, 

But  takes  a  kind  indulgent  Wife, 

And  leads  a  long  and  happy  Life. 
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MEN. 


Bacchus. 

Theseus, 


Prince  of  Athens. 


PiRiTHOUS,  Prince  of  the  L  A  P  i  x  H  E  s,  his  Friend. 


A  B  D  A  L  L  A, 


An  I N  D I A  N  King,  whom  Bacchus 
conquer’d  there,  and  afterwards,  for 
Wit  and  good  Humour,  made  his  Fa¬ 
vourite. 


Berontus, 


'  A  S  c  ¥  T  H I A  N  JPrince,  of  a  Saturnine  ^ 
Humour ;  an  Enemy  to  Love,  and  a 
Difliker  of  B  a  c  c  h  u  s,  but  F riend  to 
Theseus,  at  laft  in  Love  with 
C  E  L  A  N  I  A. 


B  0  M  B  E  Y. 


Afoolifh  Satyr. 


of  Bacchinals,  Mtenades,  Indians 
and  Satyrs. 


W  O  M  E  N. 


Ariadne,  Daughter  of  King  M  i  n  o  s  of  C  r  e  te.’ 


f  Her  Favourite,  very  Satyrical  on  Man- 
Cellania,  ^ 


A  brisk  humorous  Girl,  waiting  on  A- 

R  I  a  D  N  E. 


Doppa,  ^ 

Shepherds,  ShepherdelTcs,  Clowns,  Singers,  and  Dancers. 


The  Scene  NAXO  an  Ifland  in  the 
Archipelago. 


THE' 


THE 


ArgUxMent  cf  the  OVER  A. 

THcfeus,  Trince  of  Athens,  having  conquer* d 
the  Minotaur  ,  and  by  the  Means  of  Ari¬ 
adne,  Tiaughter  to  Kingyiimosy  who  fell  in  Love 
with  him^  efcafd  out  of  the  Labyrinth^  brings 
her  along  with  him  to  Naxos,  fbe  hoping  he  would 
marry  her^  as  he  had  promis*dy  before  his  coming 
away  ;  tho*  at  that  infant  he  defigdd  otherwife^ 
having  refolVd  an  Expedition  to  OEbalia  to  fleal 
away  Helena,  Daughter  to  King  Tindarus,  whom 
he  was  in  Love  with  5  they  arrive  at  Naxos, 
where  Bacchus  is  newly  come  from  the  Conquefl  of 
the  Indians,  bringing  with  him  Abdalla,  and  other 
Indian  Kings y  Captive  ^  and  where  he  alfo  meets 
his  dear  FriendT\\.^izw.Sy  accompany* d  ^/Pirithous 
and  Berontus,  a  Erince  of  Scythia.  Bacchus  at 
Sight  of  falls  in  Love  with  her y  which 

Thefeus  fav  our  Sy  gaining  thereby  aEretext  of  leav¬ 
ing  her  fo  well  to  her  Advantagey  and  furthering 
his  own  Eurfuit  of  This  is  plotted  and  done 

at  the  Triumph  Bacchus,  where  Ariadne  and  her 
Favourite  Cellania,  coming  to  fee  ity  Thefeus  is 
mifs*d  y  being  gone  with  Pirithous,  Berontus  re- 
mainingy  who  is  newly  f ah n  in  Love  with  Cella¬ 
nia  5  Ariadne  rageSy  weeps y  and  is  in  great  Dif 
trefs  for  fome  time  i  but  Bacchus  appearing  with 
his  Glory  and  Courtfhipy  efpecially  prefenting  her 
a  Crown,  to  be  made  a  Conflellationy  and  a  Eromife 
of  deifying  her ,  her  Tears  are  afterwards  turnd 
to  Joy  y  and  the  Marriage  with  great  Solemnity 
being  perform* dy  fmijhes  the^  Opera« 
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Triumph  of  B  ACC  HU  S. 

A  N 


ERA. 


ACT  I.  Scene!. 


In  a  pleafant  champion  Country^  where  at  a  little 
dtflance  ^  through  Vineyards  and  jlowry  Gar¬ 
dens:,  is  feen  the  beatitiful  Palace  6?/' Bacchus  j 
are  alfo  feen  four  rich  Tavilions^  between 
which,  in  the  Front ,  is  ereEled  a  Trophy  of 
the  fain,  Minotaur  Guards  all  along  on  both 
fdes  attending, 

Theseus,  Pirithous,  Berontus  appear* 

Right  Fame  and  Beauty  fhould  Fvcward  the 
Warrior 

Who  bravely  to  obtain  ’em  baffies  Danger, 
A  Thought  fo  r^yilhing  infpires  my  Fancy. 

Changing 


iP2  Ariadne:  Or^ 

Changing  to  an  Air. 

Soul  of  the  World,  whofe  charming  Grace 
Illuftrates  more  than  "Titan’s  Race  : 

Oh  Glory !  thou  hill  charm’ Ir  the  Mind, 

And  mak’ft  the  happy  Hero  find 
A  Rapture  in  the  World  below, 

Which  fcarce  cjelefiial  Seraphs  know. 

Soul  of  the  'World,  ^c. 

Pirith.  The  dreadful  Minotaur  is  nobly  conquer’d. 

And  all  th’  Athenian  vidiim  Youths  reliev’d. 

Thef.  But  ah !  the  beauteous  Hellen  lives  a  Virgin,. 

Sad  in  her  Prime,  and  drooping  in  OEhalia  ; 

VvTofe  rare  uncommon  Beauty  has  inflam’d  me 

To  fierce  Defire,  and  highefl;  Blaze  of  Paflion.  • 

Oh  Beauty  all  infpiring  ! 

Thou  kill’d:  me  with  admiring  ;• 

And  yet  whilft  fo  Pm  dying 
Methinks  Pm  Heaven  enjoying. 

If  as  the  lucky  Warrior’s  Fee, 

Thou  ever  gratefully  wer’t  paid, 

Extend  thy  Bounty  now  to  me 
In  that  angelick  charming  Maid. 

Oh  Beauty, 

Beron.  Fame  of  your  A£l:ion?from  my  Country  drew  mej 
But  dill  my  Heart  with  native  Ice  is  freezing. 

Which  dill  controuls  the  fcofching  Blaze  you  mention. 

Pirith.  Oh  mod  renown’d  of  lovely  Women ! 

How  mud  fhe  glory  in  her  Fortune, 

Whom  mighty  TheTeus  defigns  to  honour 
But  oh  the  Fate  of  Ariadne  ! 

Thef.  Is  happy  as  the  Gods  could  order 
For  tho’  die  follows  me  to  Naxos., 

And  gave  me  proof  of  ardent  PalTion, 

By  kindly  guiding  thro’  the  Labyrinth, 

My  F eet  unus’d  to  dich  Mceanders  \ 

Yet  leaving  her  to  facred  Bacchus., 

Whofe  Love  intends  to  deifie  her. 

My  Infidelity  turns  Favour, 

And  judifies  my  Flight  to  Hellen. 


Beron> 
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;  heron.  Oh  how  my  Gall  o’erflows !  *  I  now  am  burning 

[*  AJide. 

:  The  Spleen  and  crowding  Vapours  will  confume  me. 

Pirith.  Ye  Powers  that  fway  the  Mind ,  what  nice 
Occafion 

Can  on  the  fudden  raife  fuch  ftrange  Diforder ! 

Beron.  Excufe,  oh  Princes !  Scythians  lo  Bacchus 
Bear  a  long  dated  and  fevere  Averfion  ; 

Nor  are  we  thought  to  do  it  without  Reafon. 

Air.  Happy’s  the  Nation  by  a  Prince, 

Who  with  found  Reafon  fways,  and  Senfe  ;  ] 

But  moll:  forlorn,  by  one  that  rules, 

And  makes  ’em  Madmen  all,  and  Fools. 

Happy’s  the,  ^c. 

Thef.  From  India  lately  he  return’d  with  ConqueF, 

And  for  that  fam’d  and  glorious  Expedition, 

Is  here  at  Naxos  wich  a  Triumph  honour’d. 

;  Pirith.  Strong  Paffion  every  Hour  inflames  him, 

Which  Ariadne  more  advances, 

Whilfl  you  by  Art  of  fine  DifFembling 
Feed  her  with  Smules  the  Hour  you  leave  her. 

They  were  created  to  deceive. 

Like  Meafure  then  they  ought  to  have ; 

Women  are  wav ’ring  as  the  Wind, 

And  therefore  fliould  be  paid  in  kind  ; 

Like  Meafure  always  let  ’em  have, 

They  were  created  to  deceive. 

They  were  created,  ^c. 

Drums  and  T'rum^ets  are  heard^  and  Jh  outs  ofyoy  within. 

Beron.  The  God  appears  wanton  and  rofie, 

And  1,  and  my  Diflike,  mufl:  fhun  him.  [Exit.  Beron. 

Enter  B  A  C  C  H  U  S  and  A  B  D  A  L  L  A,  with  a  Train  of  I K- 
DIANS  and  Bacchinals. 

.  Bac.  How  gay  is  infant  Bloom  of  young  Defire, 

When  Morning  comes,  to  fweeten  the  Debauches 
With  which  Saturnia  and  the  Grape  has  bleft  us. 

Thef.  Love  fills  the  Scenes  with  cteleftial  Gladnefs. 

Pirith.  Hope  too  has  always  fomething  new  and  pleafing. 
Abdal.  And  fprightly  Wine  to  both,  gives  large  Additions* 
Air.  Whenever  I’m  fad  my  three  Bottles  I  drink. 

For  the  more  I  am  Toping  the  lefs  fiill  I  Think. 

Q  Vexation 
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Vexation  and  Cares 
About  worldly  Affairs, 

Some  national  Strife, 

A  new  Plot,  or  a  Wife, 

Oft  puzzle  the  Poll, 

And  teaze  a  Man’s  Soul ; 

But  Wine  ftill  relieves,  and  a  good  hearty  Dole 
Gives  a  welcome  Repofe, 

And  makes  him  be  merry,  would  elfe  be  morofe. 
Virtth.  How  free  from  Melancholly  are  the  Natives 
In  India^  where  hot  Phoebus  fhews  his  Power ; 

This  happy  Prince  is  dill  to  Care  a  Stranger. 

Thef.  His  conquer’d  Country  gives  no  fad  Refledlion, 
The  Joy  he  finds  in  Ltnceus 

Controuls  all  ill  Effedls  of  wav’ring  Fortune. 

Bacch.  His  Mirth  affords  my  Hours  perpetual  Solace  ! 
But  oh,  my  Friend  !  how  trifling  is  fuch  Pleafure 
Compar’d  to  the  fweet  Smiles  of  Ariadne  ? 

Had  thou  rcfolv’d,  thou  mod  Divine  of  Humanes, 

To  keep  thy  Word,  and  with  unequal  Kindnefs 
Dole  me  a  Joy  by  leaving  her  behind  thee. 

Excelling  what  I  fhare  in  being  Immortal 

Thef.  Down  in  a  Citron  Grove,  where  gentle  Breezes: 
From  Indian  Jeffamine,  A [fyrian 
Improv’d  by  Eglantine.^  and;  lufcious  Orange 
Increafe  the  Od’rous  Breath  of  fragrant  Zephire ; 

The  charming  Maid  now  lonely  lies  expeding 
My  Morning  Vifit,  there  I’ll  draight  accod  her 
With  Tidings  of  the  Triumph’s  gay  Performance^ 

And  your  cisledial  Faculties,  e’er  IZefper 

Adorns  the  Evening’s  Gloom. - She’s  yours. 

Bacch^  Embrace  me, 

And  fhare  my  Bofom  from  this  happy  Moment ; 

Cleave  to  my  Heart — thence  to  my  Bower  of  Pleafure.’ 
Pirlth.  Where  in  full  Bowls ,  perfum’d  with  mingling 
Amber, 

We’ll  make  Oblation  to  bright  P aphi an  Venus 
And  there  implore  her  Aid. 

AbdalL  Attending  Cupids 
T o  toad  their  Mother,  will  be  hovering  round  yc. 

Thefeus  w&rc  e’er  poded, 

Air.  Love  and  Wine  are  dill  the  bed. 

Sweetly  they  by  turns  controul. 

Wine  the  Heart,  and  Love  the  Soul ; 

Wealth 
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!  Wealth  and  Power  ftrive  in  vain 

Equal  Happinefs  to  gain  ; 

Wine  fuperior  Joy  do’s  prove, 

And  in  fober  Seafons — Love, 
i  Of  all  Joys,  [Exeunt 

S  C  E  N  E  IL 

I  lE.nter  A  R  i  A  D  N  E  aud  Cellania,  Doppa  wditing. 

Ariad.  Again,  ^S^tQX.Vhilo?nel^  that  warbling  Cadence 
Think  not  on  Tereus  now,  loft  be  the  Story  ; 

The  baleful  Crimes  of  Rape  and  odious  Fallhood, 

With  which  Mankind  by  ours  are  daily  branded. 

No  more  be  mentioned  for  the  fake  of  Thefeus. 

Cell.  Fondly  you  may  believe,  but  oh!  be  certain^ 

The  Brave  are  not  confirm’d  to  be  moft  conftant. 

Air.  Winter’s  Ice  producing  Rofes, 

Balmy  Reft  from  poyfon’d  Dofes ; 

Without  Lightning  to  hear  the  Thunder,  ■ 
Conftant  Man  is  more  a  Wonder. 

Winters  Ice,  ^c. 

Ariad.  Some  ftrong  Difguft,  Cellania  has  inflam’d  thee  J 
i  Fell  Difappointment  rouzing  Female  Anger, 

Or  flighted  PafTion,  gives  thee  caufe  of  Railing, 
j  But  happy  I  have  Quiet  in  my  Bofom. 

Air.  Like  a  heavenly  Seraph  bleft,  is  that  coeleftial  Maid, 
Who  by  Parents  ne’er  was  croft,  nor  by  her  Love  betray’d ; 
i  Who  fecur’d  by  Innocence  againft  Misfortunes  Spight, 

,  Wears  the  Day  unpain’d  by  Care,  and  fweetly  too  the  Night 
Fortify’d  by  Providence^  can  with  ill  Stars  contend, 

;  And  tho’  1  ime  be  her  greateftFoe,  is  us’d  ftill  like  aFriend> 
Like  a  heavenly,  ^c. 

Enter  These  US,  with  BonIbey  and  T  kxqiSo 

Thef.  Flora.,  the  Queen  of  vernal  Grace, 

All  the  delightful  Plants  and  Flowers, 

From  Ariadne  take  their  Odours. 

Ariad  Fhefeus  with  his  Mercurian  GeniliS, 

Each  Female  fair  can  make  a  Goddels. 

Cell.  He  can  like  all  his  Kind  diflTemble^ 

And  if  we  will  be  Fools  we  may  be, 

O  2.  thp 
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Thef.  Sweet  Seraph  ceafe,  for  vain  you  make  me. 

And  ROW  to  lead  bright  Ariadne^ 

From  this  her  Bower  of  Contemplation  ; 

I  come  to  wait  her  to  the  Palace, 

Where  fieMl  in  Triumph  lee  great  Bacchus^ 

Joy  of  all  Hearts,  Thcam  of  all  Voices, 

The  Soul  of  all  that’s  brave  and  noble, 

Appear  in  Pomp. 

Arlad.  All  Pomp  is  Folly; 

"fheCeus  is  all  my  Eyes  do  covet. 

And  all  that  gives  my  Thoughts  Em.ployment. 

Sthef.  Too  highly,  charming  fair,  you  treat  me. 

Now  to  fliew  Man  in  his  wild  Nature,  \_Ajide, 

I’ll  veil  refolv’d  inconftancy 

With  feeming  Paffion,  nothing  elfe  can  blind  her. 

Ar  'iad,  'Thejeris - 

Thef.  What  would  my  Soul  ^ 

Ariad.  Inchanting  ''Tke[eus. 

SThef.  Heavenly  ArtadMc.  \_Both  joy nwg  Hands. 

Ceian.  Like  two  f  ne  Inhruments  that  form  a  Confort, 
They’re  now  ’well  tun’d,  but  will  it  laft,  I  wonder } 

[  Apart, 

Arlad.  With  what  aufpicious  Beams  ftione  radiant  Phoebus., 
When  I  beheld  thee  firfl } 

Thef.  1  hat,  happy  Night  too, 

When  Clnthla  lilver’d  with  uncommon  BrightnefSj 

Adorn’d  my  faireft  in  the  Labyrinth. 

Ariad.  Venus  —  approv’d  the  dear  Delign. 

Thef.  i\nd  Love’s  kind  Deity, 

Made  fliarp  his  Golden  Darts,  I  was  hrfl  wounded ! 

Ariad.  Ah  no. 

Thef  Yes,  yes., 

■Ariad.  No,  no. 

Thef.  Yes,  yes. 

Ariad.  Oh  Thefeus  ! 

I,  I,  was  wounded  hrll,  and  dccpell ! 

My  Heart  leapt  up  to  meet  the  Stroke. 

Thef.  Eliziura — Breaths  in  thy  Words. 

Ariad.  For  fo  much  Worth  too  little 
Tranfcendent  hvderit  has  ingag’d  my  Heart, 

I  hou’rt  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  Part. 

Thef.  Thou’rt  all  in  all, 

Valour  join’d  with  Wit  infpiring. 

Womens  Hearts  are  alw^ays  bring; 

Fools  that  oft’  are  Undertakers, 

Wanting  Merit,  bort’ring  Acres; 
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For  Convenience  gain  Ad  million, 

But  have  never  true  Policlfion  : 

They’re  each  other  Hill  defeating, 

’Tis  on  both  lidcs  only  cheating. 

Valour  join’d, 

Thef.  How  charming  from  the  Fair  arc  Praifes? 

Infpire  me,  Love,  to  make  an  Anfwer  ! 

I’m  yours  whilH  Time  has  Date, - Oh  Mercury! 

Favour  this  Lye  Pm  bleP.  {^Afide, 

^Cellan.  Here’s  Words  fufficient. 

Thef.  Come  away  fwcet  Charmer. 

Cellan,  But  oh!  theHeart,  the  Heart,'Words  are  but  Vapours. 
Thef.  Come  to  the  Triumph. 

Ariad.  I  am  all  Obedience. 

Air  Bacchus  a^^d  Ariadne. 

Darling  Pomp,  and  awful  State, 

Suit  the  Hero  brave  and  great, 

Love  in  brilliant  Beauty  Per, 

Making  it  frill  more  tranfcending. 

Glory  charms  the  Warriour’s  Mind, 

If  the  Fair  one  too  prove  kind. 

No  Contentment’s  left  behind, 

Worth  enjoying  or  commending. 

[  Exeunt  he  leading  her. 
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B  o  M  B  E  Y  and  D  O  P  P  A  Jlay  ;  he  having  long  been  making 
Grimaces  behind^  comes  forivard  and  <Srngs. 

Bomb,  E’er  lince  our  Phoebus  fond  of  Reft, 

Lall  Night,  made  more  than  wonted  haftc, 

To  bath  with  Ahetis  in  the  P/eft ^ 

I’ve  had  flrange  Qualms  within  my  Brcaft. 

Doppa  with  line  black  rowiing'Eyes, 

Has  made  poor  Bombey^s  Heart  her  Prize; 

Be  kind  then  dearell  of  all  Dears, 

For  Pm  in  Love  up  to  the  Ears. 

Doppa.  If  Bombey  loves,  he  mud  prepare. 

To  clip  his  Horns,  and  fliave  his  Hair  ; 

Inllead  of  cauiing  Love,  they  fcare. 

The  Hoofs  too  hid  within  his  Shoes, 

In  Bed  a  tender  Maid  will  bruife. 

They  mult  be  par’d. 
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Bor/ih.  With  all  my  Heart ; 

Nor  will  I  cry  Oh,  at  the  Smart. 

DoPta.  Why  then,  becaufe  you  Woodland  Saty 
Are  not  well  skill’d  in  Courtly  Matters ; 

Befides,  to  prove  I’m  tender  hearted. 

I’ll  fhew  ye  how  to  drefs  and  pleafe  me. 

Bomb.  Oh,  how  my  Heart  jumps  within  me  ! 
But  what  can  change  this  Hair  fo  matted  > 

Doppa.  A  flaxen  Peruke  finely  powder’d. 

Bomb.  But  then  my  Face,  fo  red  and  tawny. 
Doppa.  It  muft  be  flead  with  boiling  Water* 
Bomb.  Odzooks  ’twill  fcald. 

Doppa.  Oh — That’s  no  Matter. 

You  without  Prickles  can’t  have  Rofes, 

Nor  be  a  Beau  without  fome  Trouble. 

Air.  Our  Sex  are  all  refin’d,  and  now 
There’s  nothing  like  a  Modern  Bean, 

To  lifp,  and  play  well  with  a  Fan, 

Be  more  a  Monkey  than  a  Man  ; 

A  quart  of  Jelly  drink  with  Ice, 

And  eat  what’s  only  dear  and  nice ; 

Forget  to  think,  and  hate  to  read 
This,  this  is  he,  —  that  will  fucceed. 

Our  Sex  are  all, 

Bomb.  P'or  love  of  thee  I’ll  be  this  Creature, 
But  in  what  Habit  mufi:  I  cafe  me. 

That  this  unfeemly  Hump  miay  cover. 

Doppa.  A  fine  lac’d  Coat  bed  Suits  a  Lover, 

A  Hat  cockr  up  with  Golden  Button, 

Form’d  like  a  Minc’d  Pie  with  three  Corners ; 
’Tis  all  the  Mode. 

Bomb.  Hoh,  hoh,  hoh,  hoh,  hoh  ! 

A_re  thefe  the  Charms  fo  fad  can  fetter? 

Whv  as  I  am.  I’m  fure — much  better. 

Aire.  My  Back  is  broad.  I’m  hot  and  young, 

Amd  foaggy  Hair’s  a  fign  I’m  flrong ; 
Then  I  can  climb  the  lofty  Fine, 

And  Rape  the  tow'ring  Eagle’s  Ned; 

Ot  oft:  with  curious  My  and  Line, 

Beguile  the  Trout,  to  make  a  Fead. 

Then  hunt  the  Stag,  and  fnare  the  Fawns, 
And  like  a  Roe  skip  o’er  the  Lawns. 

My  Back  is  broad,  ^c. 

Doppa.  This  won’t  do,  this  cannot  take  me ; 
And  fo  farewel. 
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Bornh.  Oh,  —  don’t  forfake  me  ! 

Doppa.  Obey,  and  drefs  then  if  you  love  me, 

For  nothing  but  a  Beau  can  move. 

Second  Movement. 

Bomb.  Then  take  me,  and  model  me  juft  to  thy  Mind, 
Since  Beauty  much  ftronger  than  Reafon  can  bind, 

I’ll  once  be  a  Coxcomb  ! 

Doppa.  Why  then  I’ll  be  kind. 

Bor^.  Whatever  Diftindlion  in  Breeding  may  be. 

When  a  Female’s  i’th’  Cafe, 

.  Every  Male  is  an  Afs ; 

And  the  Man  and  the  Satyr  agree. 

Both,  Whatever  Diftindion,  l^c.  [^ExeunL 


The  End  of  the  Firfi. 


O4  act. 
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ACT  II.  Scene!. 


In  which  appears  the  Triumph  B  a  c  c  h  u  5, 
he  himfelf  fitting  in  a  Triumphal  Chariot 
drawn  by  Lynxes,  fiurrounded  by  Theseus, 
PiRITHOUS,  AbDALLA,  A  R  I A  D  N  E 
fieated  in  State  as  SpeStatory  Cellania  by  hery 
Indian  Princes,  and  other  Slaves 
chairld  5  Attendants  on.  all  Sidesy  with  Bom- 
bey  at'id  D  o  p  p  a  :  A  T>ance  alfio  perform' dy 
Singing  and  Mufiick, 

B  A  C  c  II  u  S  depends  from  the  Chariot ^  and  A  R  l  A  D  N  E  from 
her  Place^  he  meets  her  in  the  Front  of  the  Stage^  and  pngs. 

O  T  awful  Jove^  from  Phhcgras  War  return- 

in  <t 

Where  the  Gigantick  Sons  of  Earth  lay 
bleeding, 

W^hen,  tho’  Ccslcftial  Beauty’s  crown’d  with  Glory, 

All  met  the  Conqueror  in  bright  Procefiion  : 

Gave  half  the  Splendor  Ariadne  brings  me, 

Divineft  Fair.  [  Faking  her  Hand, 

Arlad.  Hail  to  the  great  Immortal, 

[  Offers  to  kneel,^  he  hinders  her. 
The  Cheercr  of  all  Hearts,  bleit  Source  of  Pleallire. 

'Thef,  Patron  of  Joy,  and  Life’s  continual  Comfort, 

Long  dold  to  Humanes,  with  a  Grace  tranfporting. 

Pirlth,  GreatBf^cr/^^/j  whom  the  World  with  Joy  confelles 
Bounteous  as  our  Ollrnplcns  Almighty. 

Ahdal  When  all  with  Zeal  and  perfecl  Adoration, 

Extol  the  Raifer  of  their  high  Contentment. 


I 


Arlad, 


201 


The  Triumph  of  ^Kccnvs, 

j^rtad.  Once  more  great  Vidor  hail - 

Bacch.  Oh  Sovereign  Beauty  ! 

How  Joyful,  and  how  charming  are  thy  Praifes. 

Celan.  This  feems  a  Riddle,  in  each  moving  Accent; 
Appears  methinks  the  Language  of  a  Lover, 

The  Gods  I  fee  too  can  like  Mortals  flatter. 

I  Bacch.  And  now  let  us  retire  from  Ceremony, 
iTo  Feafting,  and  the  Sports  that  are  preparing, 

Where  tho’  the  Soul  of  Mufick  flrive  to  treat  us, 

Compar’d  to  Sounds  you  breath  ’twill  all  be  Difcord. 

Air.  How  fwcetly  the  Rapture  does  move, 

When  the  fair  one  declares  fhe  can  love. 

The  Harmony  comes  from  the  Spheres, 

’Tis  told  us  can  ravifli  our  Ears ; 

The  Mufes  employ’d  in  their  Quire, 

With  Pleafure  the  Senfes  can  fire  : 

But  ah,  what  a  Trifle  is  this  ? 

^  3 

When  compar’a  to  the  extafied  Blifs  > 

That  Beauty  when  pleas’d,  can  infpire. 

How  fweetly  the  Rapture,  ^c. 

[Bacchus  leads  her  off ^;?^Abdalla. 

[C  E  L  A  N I  A,  the  Scene  Jhuts. 

Manent  T  H  E  S  E  U  S  and  P  i  R  i  T  H  O  U  S. 

"Thef.  Oh  Heaven!  how  fine  a  thing  is  Woman  ? 

When  Love  and  kind  Defire  unite  us. 

And  favour 'the  belov’d  Enjoying; 

But  Oh,  how  pal’d  is  fickly  Fancy  ! 

I  When  fondly  undefir’d  they  teize  us, 

:  And  we’ve  a  Paflion  for  another ; 

^  She’s  gone,,  Birithous.,  the  poor  Turtle 
Mult  change  her  Mate,  and  coo  without  me. 

Piriih.  Then  let  her  go,  ’tis  decent  Juftice, 

That  fometimes  Womankind  fhould  punifh; 

They  fhould  be  plagu’d  when  we’re  inconfiant, 

For  their  Original  deceiving. 

T'hef.  But  IS'  Berontus  our  wild  Scythian^ 

That  bore’gainfi:  Love  and  Wine  fuch  Hatred, 

So  firangely  caught,  as  late  ’tis  rumour’d. 

To  languifh  and  adore  Cellania. 

Pirith.  He  lighs  like  any  Village  Virgin, 

That  firfi:  looks  pale  for  her  Philander^ 

Then  leaves  her  Food, — behold  him  coming! 

He’ll  flay  behind,  and  will  be'  ufeful, 
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Ariadne:  Of', 

When  we  to  other  Shores  are  wafted, 

To  fend  us  News  of  Ariadj?e.  [  Berontu$< 

Ber,  What  Devil  is  brooding  here  thefe  forty  Winters  ? 
Braving  the  Tempefts  of  the  ftormy  Boreas^ 

And  all  the  Plagues  that  ruffle  human  Quiet ; 

I’ve  had  the  Halcyons  Neft  within  my  Bofom : 

Bat  fince  1  faw  this  Woman  Pm  infedled, 

I  burn,  I  freeze,  a  Mutiny’s  within  me. 

‘Thef.  We’ll  take  no  notice  of  his  wild  Diford er. 

Piritb.  Now  Prince  of  Scythia,,  you  have  fflun’d  the  T  riumph, 
Some  other  matters  have  been  more  diverting. 

Ber.  Diverfion  ceafes  now,  to  crown  the  Banquet, 
T^hefeus  is  wanting,  and,  as  Spies  inform’d  me, 

The  lovely  Princefs,  broke  from  her  Regalia 
Through  all  the  Sports,  to  charge  the  fair  Cellania 
T o  feek  her  Lord,  and  know  his  caufe  of  Abfence  ; 

She’s  coming  this  way. 

Thef.  But  muft  fail  to  find  us. 

For  our  embarking  this  muft  be  the  Moment. 

Pirith.  You,  Prince,  have  Bufinefs  here  to  ftay  behind  us, 
You  will  be  fit  to  break  this  anxious  Matter ; 

A  fmall  Elopement,  ’tis  but  nine  Days  Wonder. 

Air.  To  rowling,  rowling  Seas  we  go. 

Where  Mountain  Billows  foam  and  flow; 

Safe  o’er  the  watry  World  we’ll  glide. 

Defying  Tempefts  and  the  Tide. 

Laugh  at  the  tumbling  Porpufs  there, 

And  fing  be  Welkin  fowl  or  fair; 

Rockt  in  a  Storm,  fecurely  fleep. 

And  dream  of  Wonders  in  the  Deep. 

To  rowling, 

T'hef.  When  Love’s  the  Pilot,  happy  is  the  Sailing, 

Green  bearded  Paiemon  will  form  a  Confort, 

And  loud  with  quavering  Sounds  on  fhelly  Hautboys, 
Tritons  fhall  ling  and  pipe  to  entertain  us. 

To  the  Gods  of  the  Ocean  I  pray, 

To  waft  us  foon  over  the  Sea  ; 

Oh  Love  lend  a  Sigh  to  our  Sail  ? 

If  Zephire  deny  us  a  Gale, 

To  land  us  upon  the  kind  Shoar, 

Made  bleft  by  the  Nymph  I  adore  ; 

Where  Beauty  with  Pleafure  prepar’d, 

May  Toils-'of  a  Lover  reward. 

Tbefeas  and")  To  the  Gods  of  the  Ocean,  ^c. 

Pirithotis.  j  [  Exeunt.  Thef.  Pirith . 

Manet 
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Manet  Be  Ro  NT  US. 

Ber.  My  Sicknefs  of  the  Mind  they  both  difcover ; 

Let  it  be  fo,  I’m  chain’d  and  mull  endure  it; 

This  Royal  Fugitive  may  aid  my  Pailion, 

Whilft  I  inform  Cellania  I  am  conftant, 

Tho’  others  are  fo  falfe — -and  fee  Ihe’s  coming, 

Flulhing,  and  fierce  like  Woman  when  fhe’s  angry. 

Enter  Cellania  hajiily. 

Cellan,  If  Fame  to  this  Momentalways  was  counted  a  Liar, 
The  noify  Tongue  Member  ever  too  plagu’d  with  a  Blifler, 
Now  be  it  authentick. 

Cell.  Can  Eh e feus  leave  Ariadne  ? 

Be  Phoebus  extinguifht,  fall  ev’ry  Star  from  the  Zodiack", 
Imprifon  the  Lightning,  yet  ’twill  be  far  lefs  a  Wonder. 

Ber.  I’ll  fhew  ye  a  greater ! 

Cell.  That  mull  be  worthy  admiring. 

Ber.  I  love  fair  Cellania. 

Cell.  Gods!  is  this  Seafon  for  Fooling. 

What  fay  ye  of  Ehefeus  ? — Jove^  and  ye  Powers  avenging  ? 
Where  now  is  the  Thunder  ? 

Ber»  Ehefeus  o’th’  Eaft  is  known  a  Native ; 

We,  where  the  Snow  falls  are  more  Heady, 

Have  Conllancy  cooler. 

Cell.  Why  tell  you  me  of  your  T®per, 

Burn  fierce  as  Avernus.,  freeze  more  than  Icy  CocyttiSy 
So  Eh e feus  returning,  cheer  the  forlorn  Ariadne ^ 

I  Hill  lhall  be  eafy. 

Ber.  See  yonder  is  the  VefTel  Sailing  : 

[  Points  io  a  Wi'Mu^. 

Sweet  Charmer,  have  Patience ! 

Cell,  Patience !  — Oh  Mulciber !  raging 

Bring  Fire  confuming,  or  thou  more  ruinous  Mther. 

Flalh,  burn  and  deltroy  ’em.  [  Stamping  in  fage. 

Kind  Boreasy  down  with  the  Mainmafl ; 

And  buri.ed  in  Tempell,  tofs  up  their  Keel  to  the  Heavens. 

Ber.  Tho’  PalTion’s  juH,  all  are  not  Traytors, 

Berontus  Hill  is  firm  and  conflant, 

Averfe  to  Love,  till  awful  Beauty, 

Controul’d  the  Afcendant,  now  I  languifh, 

A  Feaver  reigns—  I’m  fick. 

Cell.  Oh,  would  I  were  lure  on’t  I 

Ber. 
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Ber.  Beft  Proof  is  in  Adion,  try  me,  and  weigh  the  Per¬ 
formance, 

His  Crimes  are  fo  odious,  they  blaft  the  Title  of  Hero^ 

And  warn’d  by  your  Favours,  I  dare  in  Perfon  avouch  it. 
The  Minotaurs  Conqueft  joyn’d  with  Procrajlus  Sciroj^y 
To  me  had  been  Trifles,  Beauty  like  yours  commanding. 

Oh  favour  my  Wiflies,  and  be  for  ever  my  Pallas : 

I  love  thee  to  Madnefs,  die  for  the  happy  PofTeffion, 

My  Slumbers  are  broken,  no  Food  can  ever  fuftain  me, 
Without  my  Cellama, 

Cell  ’Tis  well :  Oh  how  I  rejoice  in’t ! 

But  are  you  in  Earneft  ? 

Ber.  Fervent ! 

Cell.  You’ll  wooe  me  like  I'hefeusy 
Ber.  I  hate  him  and  Bacchus. 

Cell.  That,  that’s  the  Secret  I  long’d  for  ; 

Oh  Men !  Oh  ye  Monfters !  Oh  horrid  Race  of  Deceivers ! 
But  fince  you  do  love  me,  hear  how  I  mean  to  return  it. 

Air.  lAk^  Daphne^  coy.  I’ll  fly  when  you  purfue, 

And  all  my  injur’d  Sex  revenge  on  you  ; 

Whate’er  you  fky,  I’ll  turn  to  Ridicule, 

Whate’er  you  do,  I’ll  ufe  ye  like  a  Fool ; 

Whene’er  you  flgh ,  I’ll  fliew  Difdain  and  Spite, 

And  if  you  fhed  a  Tear,  I’ll  laugh  outright. 

‘Like  Dciphney  ^c.  Cellania, 

Ber.  Perdition  feize  the  Kind — may  never  Woman 
Be  henceforth  Fair,  may  fowl  Difeafes  plaguing, 

Blafl;  ail  their  Beauties — Age  creep  on  o’th’  fucldain, 

May  Loathfome  Jaundice  curb  their  Pride  inherent 
Till  they  cry  out  for  Men,  and  Men  thus  ufe  ’em  \ 

What’s  to  be  done  ?  I  love  and  yet  I  hate  her  ; 

Oh  that  we  were  alone  on  Mount  Cltharon  ! 

Lofty  Olyrnpusy  or  the  towring  OEta ! 

I’d  not  thus  whine  and  play  the  Fool  by  Venus. 

A  gen’rous  Rape’s  allow’d  in  other  Creatures, 

And  fl'iould  be  natural  to  Men  no  doubt  on’t. 

Air,  In  Love  to  ufe  a  little  Force, 

Coy  Sihia  likes  ye  ne’er  the  worfe, 

Females  as  foon  aj  they  can  go, 

Fir  ft  learn  the  Words  of  ay  and  no. 

The  no  moft  ufefu]  ftill  we  find. 

To  the  Perverfenefs  of  the  Kind  ; 

But  as  the  Nurfe  compels  the  Child, 

That  would  do  nought  wu*th  ufage  mild, 
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Rough  Damon  oft  commands  his  Joy, 

And  makes  the  froward  Fair  fay  ay. 

JnLovetoufe,  ^c.  [ExitBeron. 

Bacchus  W  Abdalla. 

Bacch.  Wild  as  the  Winds,  as  raging  and  impetuous, 

She  ranges  thro’  th’  Apartment. - Oh  Abdallal 

How  can  a  Lover  look  upon  fuch  Sorrow 
Without  a  (hare  in’t. 

Abd.  You  may  take  a  fhare  in’t, 

But  then  make  hafte  and  do’t  on  a  fudden ; 

For  Women  veer  their  Humours  like  the  Weather, 

And  now  they  rain,  and  itraight  they  will  be  fhining. 

Air.  Their  Grief  is  all  Art,  they  have  Tears  fo  at  will. 
Depend  on’t  no  Sorrow  a  Woman  can  kill. 

A  jolly  young  Widow  there  liv’d  at  Bengali., 

Had  twenty  four  Husbands,  and  bury’d  ’em  all ; 

And  when  every  wittal  was  fent  to  his  Grave, 

Oh !  how  Hie  would  whimper,  oh !  how  fhe  would  rave  ; 
But  when  a  SuccefTor  did  fprucely  appear. 

Oh !  how  Ihe  would  teehee,  and  fimper,  and  fneer  ; 

The  time  was  fo  fwift  ’twixt  they  come  and  they  go, ' 

I’th’  Morning  fhe’d  ha,  ha,  i’th’  Evening  cry  — oh ! 

Their  Grief  is  all  Art,  ^c. 

Bacch.  I’ll  change  her  Sorrow  to  delightful  Pleafure, 
Work  on  her  Mind  with  gentle  moving  Praile 
And  Greatnefs,  which  all  Womankind  are  fond  of; 

Air.  Applaud  the  Fair,  and  let  her  Sway, 

1  hen  you’ll  find  her  pleas’d,  and  gay  ; 

Gold  may  charm  her  Underftanding, 

Sometimes  to  incline  her  Love, 

But  the  pleafure  of  Commanding 
Still  will  never  failing  prove  : 

Thus  with  fubtle  fhew  of  Duty 
You  may  quench  ye  if  ye  burn, 

And  when  you  enjoy  their  Beauty 
Know  you  govern  in  your  Turn. 

Applaud  the  Fair,  ^c,  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II.  ; 

1 

! 

Ari  ADNE  appears  Jitting  on  a  Conchy  weep- 
ingy  and  in  a  Rage,  Cellania  finiggling\ 
gets  a  agger  from  her  y  Jhe  ft  arts  up  and\ 
ftngs, 

Ariad.  Will  ye,  oh !  will  ye  then  bereave  me 
Of  what  can  only  end’my  Sorraw,"  "  j 

If  not  the  Dagger,  give.me  Poyfon,;  .  • .  •  .  I 

Let  Cordial  Aconite  bring  Solace.  *  ^ 

Oh !  where’s  thy  Afp,  great  Cleopatray 
Or  thy  hot  Coals,  refolving  Portia  ; 

One,  one  of  thefe  will  ye  not  render, 

And  pity  fo  forlorn  a  Creature. 

Ceil.  That  precious  Life  has  yet  in  Vengeance 
Great  things  to  do* 

Ariad.  And  I’ll  perform. ’em. 

Air.  *  I  ngyv  have  God  Neptune's  whole  Power, 

[*  DiflraSieddy  raving. 
My  Waves  all  Mankind  fhall  devour ; 

My  Surges  no  more  ihall  be  bounded 
’Till  Nature  be  wholly  confounded, 

And  if  to  the  Sky 

/  The  Perjur’d  can  fly. 

I’ll  mount  on  my  Tillows  and  drown  it. 

Cdl.  Oh !  calm  your  Rage,  recal  your  Senfes, 

Men  will  be  thus,  ’tis  iecond  Nature. 

Ariad.  My^Brain’s  on  Fire,  *  and  now  I’m  burning  ; 

[*  Raving  pill. 

My  Breath’s  as  hot  as  flaming  / 

Oh !  could  1  blaft  this  Male  Deceiver, 

What  Joy  were  like  it  ? 

[She  throws  her  Rif  agen  on  the  Conchy  and  weeps. 
Cell.  Cool  your  Palfion. 

Aire.  Sorrow  ne’er  can  mend  the  Matter, 

1  here’s  no  changing  human  Nature  ; 

Men  muft  deceive. 

We  muft  believe; 

Then  we  give  Rules, 

And  they  turn  Fools; 

*Tis  Cuftom  found,  and  Fate  goes  round. 

Sorrow  ne’er,  Enter 
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Enur  Bacchus,  Abdalla,  with  a  T'raln  ^/Indians 

and  Bacchinals. 

Bacch.  Immortal  Charmer,  for  whom  Heaven, 

Gave  him  large  Supplies  to  Goddefs  Nature, 

To  Grace  with  more  than  common  Beauty, 

I  Behold  in  me  a  perfe(5I  Lover, 

Pure  without  Drofs  of  frail  Deceiving  ; 

Drop  then  no  more  that  pearly  T reafure, 

But  let  gay  Pleafure  rare  and  brilliant 
I  Adorn  my  Fair. 

I  Cel.  A  Gri^  fo  weighty, 

'  OpprefTes :  oh !  give  time  to  alter. 

Bacch.  The  polling  Hours  lhall  wait  her  Leifure, 
i  The  God  of  Time  and  I  attending ; 

Mean  while  prepare  your  Sports  to  cheer  her. 

And  turn  to  Pleafure  hateful  Mourning. 

Air.  In  chryftal  Domes  by  Forms  Divine  polTeft, 

Fair  Ariadne  Iball  with  me  be  bleft  ; 

On  Aiure  Plains  we’ll  revel  all  the  Day, 

Regal’d  with  Mulick,  and  caeleftial  Play ; 

And  whilfl:,like  Gods,  we  Drink,  and  Sing,  and  Love, 
Forget  the  Cares  below  with  Joys  above. 

In  chryftal  Domes,  ^c. 

Here  follows  a  pleafant  Entertainment  of  Dancing. 

Ahdalh  As  Ariadne'* s  Friend  advife  her, 

[Abdalla  apart  to  Cellania. 
Such  Lovers  are  not  always  coming  ; 

Befides,  what’s  paft  there’s  no  recalling, 

Let  her  not  be  too  coy,  [Bacchus  this  while  fitting  on  the 

[Couch  feems  courting  ^i ad  lie. 

Cell.  I’rn  thinking. 

Yet  if  a  God  fhould  take  a  Fancy, 

And  fhould  forfwear  himfelf  as  you.dp) 

’T were  worth  conlidering. 

Abdall.  I’m  as  conftant 
;  As  Sol  in  India  to  his  riling. 

Air.  I  never  pretended  to  hang  in  my  Garters,  *  ' 
But  once  I  did  love  a  whole  Hour  and  three  Quarters. 

As  black  as  a  Crow, 

!  Round  fac’d  like  a  Sloe ; 

I  With 
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Ariadne:  Or, 

With  Teeth  white  as  Snow 
Was  Zara  the  Shrew  ; 

Who  once  held  me  fad, 

But  I  bilkt  her  at  laft. 

I  never  pretended, 

Cell,  The  Vice  is  rife  in  all  Complexions, 

Black,  Fair,  or  Brown^  no  Truth’s  in  Colour. 

Jriad,  Can  Gods  too  condefcend  to  flatter^  - 

[Ariadne  rifes  from  the  C ouch. 
And  mention  Joy  to  one  fo  wretched? 

And  one  they  made  fo.  Oh !  take  Pity.  \Weep, 

Air,  Where  Sadnefs  reigns,  and  Joy  can  never  be, 

There  let  me  hide  my  fatal  Woes  and  me  ; 

In  fome  lone  Wood  where  Bears  and  Wolves  we  find, 
Remote  from  worfer  Brutes  of  Human  Kind  j 
Where  difmal  Ews  keep  out  the  cheerful  Day, 

And  baleful  Screech  Owls  dream  the  Night  away. 
Where  Sadnefs  reigns,  [Exit  Ariadne,' 

Bacch.^  Oh !  how  will  fprightly  Mirth  advance  her  Beauty. 
That  in  this  Drefs  of  Sorrow  is  fo  charming. 

Hear  me,  Cellania^  hear  to  thy  good  Fortune, 

Follow  that  Fair  one,  ufe  thy  Skill  to  gain  her  ; 

That  once  perform’d,  as  due  Reward  from  Bacchus^ 

Ask  what  thou  wilt  it  fhall  be  thine  that  Moment. 

CelL  Ye  Pow’rs  Cseleftial,  is  my  hearing  perfedl  ? 

If  fo,  this  Gift  commands  me  fwifteft  Duty  ; 

Have  'vyhat  I  pleafe  !  Did  Jove  e’er  give  a  greater  ? 

I’ll  ftraight  about  it,  fear  not,  mighty  Bacchus^ 

Skill’d  in  both  Arts,  perfuading  and  beguiling^ 

The  Turtle’s  Tears  fhall  quickly  turn  to  fmilin^. 

[Exit  Cellania, 

Bacch.  Next  the  extrem.e  of  Love’s  divine  PoffelTion, 
Hope  is  the  greatell  Joy  attends  a  Lover. 

AbdalL  1  he  happy  ProfpecI  ravifhing  the  Senfes, 

Half  equals  the  Delight  of  true  Enjoyment. 

Bacch,  Come  then,  my  Friend^  and  whilft  infpir’dC^/Ar;?/^ 
Is  bufy  in  a  Plot  for  Propagation, 

Within  the  hallow’d  Cell  of  old  Silenus^ 

With  Rofes  crown’d,  we’ll  empty  golden  Goblets, 

A  glorious  Sandlion  to  the  genial  Hour. 

^bdall  Time  away. 

And  call  the  Hours  to  form  the  Nuptial  Day ; 
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Let  ‘ptino  come  in  State, 

Let  kind  Lucina  wait ; 

Bat  bring  not  Venus  there, 

She  envies  ftiil  the  Fair ; 

Nor  yet  the  thund’ring  'Jove^ 

For  fear  he  falls  in  Love. 

Hade,  hade,  old  Time,  [Exeunt  ernhracingl 

Enter  D  o  P  P  A  haftily. 


Dopp.  Where  is  my  Fool,  I  mud  not  lofe  him  ; 
For  in  this  time  of  Melancholly 
He’s  good  againd  the  Spleen  and  Vapours, 

Oh !  here  he  comes. 


Enter  B  O  M  B  E  Y  auhvjardly  Drefs'd, 


Born.  My  Pinkaninny. 

Am  I  not  brave  ?  Odzooks  this  Habit ! 

Dopp.  Methinks,  he  looks  fo  like  the  perj  ur’d 
That  tho’  I  order’d  ye  to  wear  it, 

I  wifh  that  now  ’twere  torn  in  Tatters ; 

For  oh !  I’m  jealous  that  you,  like  him., 

Will  be  incondant. 

Born.  I  incondant  I 

What  do’s  fhe  mean  ?  What’s  that,  I  wonder  ? 

To  have  the  Itch  ? 

Dopp.  Oh !  no,  an  Ague, 

That  diakes  young  Courtiers  ’till  they  chatter. 

Born.  Oh !  I’ll  be  plagu’d  with  no  fuch  Matter ; 
Air.  I’ll  live  dill  free,  and  frolick. 

And  never  get,  if  you’ll  be  kind, 

A  quaking  Ague  of  the  Mind, 

Nor  give  my  Heart  the  Cholick  ; 

Each  coming  Night  I’ll  kifs  thee  twice. 
The  fame  on  Mornings  v/hen  I  rife  ; 

And  if  thou  liked  fuch  wholfom  Cheer, 
I’ll  drive  to  hold  out  all  the  Year, 

I’ll  live  dill  free,  kefc. 

Dopp.  This  pleafcs,  I  confefs. 

Born.  I  hope  fo  : 

If  Brother  Courtiers  take  Example, 

’’Twill  be  a  merry  World, 

Dopp^  But  Bornbey, 


Bom.,  What  ? 
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Ariadne:  Or, 

Dopp,  Dear  Bo'/nbey ! 

Bom.  Strawberry,  more  lufcious  than  white  Figs,  what 
want’ll:  thou  ? 

Dopp.  One,  one  thing  more,  that  Drefs  mnft  alter, 
Methinks  you  now  look  like  a  Fool  in’t. 

Bom,  ’Twill  break  me,  I  can’t  pay  my  Taylor. 

Dopp.  He’ll  truft,  at  leaft  will  give  Forbearance  ; 

Nay,  never  ftart.  I’ll  have  my  Humour, 

Or  elfe  Adieu. 

Bom.  This  is  the  Devil  ]  {^Scratching  and  looking  Jlmply. 

Atr.  A  Beau  did  once  my  Fancy  move, 

But  now  a  rural  Swain  I  Love  ; 

It  feems  molt  German  to  m.y  Heart, 

When  you’re  uncas’d 
I  lhall  be  pleas’d, 

And  then  perhaps  will  abi  my  Fart ; 

You’ll  be,  young  Damon.,  kind  and  dear, 

And  I’ll  be  Bhillida  the  Fair. 

A  Beau  did  once,  ^c. 

Bom.  Ah !  fweet  as  Codlings  Cream  and  Sugar, 

It  fhall  be  fo. - Say  now  what  Colour  ^ 

Dopp,  An  Iron  Gray. 

^opp  ^Country  all  over. 

In  Love  when  we  join, 

And  fweetly  combine. 

No  Drefs  or  gay  Folly  is  needing ; 

We  delpife  at  that  Hour 
Gay  Riches  or  Power, 

We  have  more  in  the  Pleafure  fucceeding. 

CHORUS  of  both. 

In  Love  when,  ^c.  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Att. 
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ACT  III.  Scene  I. 


I  A  mofi  pleafant  and  beautiful  Bo^seer  belonging  to 
I  the  Apartment  ^/'Bacchus,  adorn  d  ^jjith 
glorious  Images  of  all  the  Deities^  Lo  ves  and 
\  GraceSy  and  illuftrated  vuith  Dorick  BillarSy 
I  encompafsd  round  with  Vine  BrancbeSy  RofeSy 
•  f-ejfamin ,  Eglantine  y  and  Foliages  of  other 
Flowers, 

EfUcr  Ariadne  and  CelLx\nIx\. 


Cell 


Al nte  the  Mom,  fair  Ariadncy 

joy^  and  thank  me  for  iny  Tidings; 
Glory  and  pcrfcdl  Love  attending, 
Defcend,  and  Homage  pay  to  Beauty  ; 

^  Let  thole  bright  Eyes.,  whofe  dazling  Lullr 


Can  captivate  a  Fleart  Immortal, 

Convert  their  liquid  Pearl  to  Rubies, 
Sparkling  v/ith  Hopes  of  Blifs  approaching, 


Bacchus  adores. 


Art  ad.  Leave,  leave,  Ccllanlay 

•And  let  me  think - - 

Cell,  Of  awful  BacebuSy 
All  other  Thoughts  are  of  no  Moment. 

Ariad.  Did  I  not  give  up  Fame  and  Fortune? 
Nay,  give  him  Life  r  Oh  bafe  In  grate ! 

Or  what’s  a  worier  Nam.e,  vile  Thefensl 
Ceil.  Plung'e,  oh  ye  watry  Powers,  the  perjur’d! 
But  facred  Bacchus  loves  ye. 

Ariad.  Loves  me  J 
Why  is  there  fuch  a  thing  in  Nature  r 
Cell.  Some  Signs  of  Rich  a  thing. 

P  z 
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Ariadne:  Gr; 

Jr  lad.  And  faithful  ! 

Cell.  ’iViongil  Gods,  but  Men  grown  wifer  flight  it= 
The  Lover  chang’d,  now  change  the  Humour, 

Our  Tears  like  Mens  Armours  fhould  varv, 
yilr.  Grief  abates  when  Joy  grows  flronger, 

Vain  ’tis  to  difiemble  longer, 

Whining,  puling,  lighing,^  crying, 

Beauty  ipoiling,  felf  denying, 

Sobbing,  blowing,  groaning,  fqueaking, 

Lying  frequently  as  fpeaking. 

Grief  abates,  IJc. 

Enter  A  B  D  A  L  L  A  attended  by  an  Indian  King, 
Ing  a  Crown  of  Stars  upon  a  Cushion. 

Abdal.  To  Ariadne.,  moft  ador’d  of  Mortal?, 

From  the  Cceldtial  and  renown’d  Bimater^ 

I  bring  this  flarry  Crown,  a  Sacred  Symbol, 

Prov’d  to  the  height  of  his  moft  glorious  Paflion ; 

Oh  take  it !  with  that  Joy  becomes  your  Fortune, 
.And  grateful  Duty  to  the  mighty  Sender. 

Cell,  In  Lethargie,  what  Remora  benumbs  ye  ? 

Can  ye  not  fee  the  Gift - Had  Blindnefs  feiz’d  ye  ^ 

Gold  fure  could  clear  your  Eyes- 
Arlad.  The  wondrous  Graces 
Thrown  hourly  on  me  by  immortal  Bacchus, 

Outdo  returns  of  Gratitude. 

Abdal.  ]  he  Temple, 

Adorning  yonder  Hill  to  Clouds  afpiring, 

With  holy  Priefts  that  fuch  Aftairs  are  skill’d  in, 

Will  teach  that  \drtue  ;  there  the  God  expeds  ye, 
Happy  in  hope  to  make  ye  yet  ftill  greater: 

A  glorious  Wife. 

tell.  A  Wife,  and  fucli  a  Prefent ! 

Can  you  be  muling  ftill,  ftill  cold? — Oh  Heavens ! 

Had  I  fuch  Graces  I - What  are  my  Stars  a  doing  } 

Arlad.  A  Crown’s  a  glorious  thing. 

Cel.  She  fmiles,  that’s  fomething : 

A  Golden  Circle  muft  cure  all  ill  Humours : 

Befldes,  a  Wife  too ;  that’s  no  idle  Matter. 

Arlad.  Bright  Immortality, — A  Conftellation. 

Cell.  So  now  fne  thinks  apace. 

Arlad.  Oh  happy  Station  ! 

Cell.  Beyond  ambitions  Thought. 

Abdall,  Look  here,  fweet  Charmer.  {^Shews  the  Ci 
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Air.  Is  it  not  fine  ^ 

Do’s  it  not  f  iine. 

How  v/ill  it  grace  too,  when  *tis  thine  ? 

^Tis  for  a  Crown  the  Warriour  fights,  the  Politician  plots, 
The  firft  profufdy  fiieds  his  Blood,  the  lall:  is  plagu’d  with 
Thoughts. 

’Tis  this  that  fires  the  jarring  World,  to  Man  the  grcatcil  Joy, 
And  this  and  a  kind  Husband  too,  what  Woman  can  deny  I 
Is  it  not  fine,  ? 

Ariad.  My  labouring  Thoughts  I  find  are  all  in  hurry, 

I  am  not  dreamung  fare,  this  mult  be  real ; 

Yonder’s  the  Temiple ! 

Cell.  Halte,  halte,  quickly  thither. 

And  fwift  as  Time,-— fly  to  the  great  Invitcr. 

Ariad,  It  mult  be  fo,  the  Attradlion’s  fo  prevailing. 

From  that  inchanting  Crown  there’s  no  defending; 

Sorrow  adieu,  thou  gloomy  Inmate.  [^Takes  the  Crown. 
Abdal.  Viva. 

Ariad.  And  welcoine  Comfort,  with  angclick  Semblance. 
Fate’s  Decree  mult  be  fulfill’d. 

Every  Woman’s  born  to  yield  ; 
if  with  Gold  they  charm  the  Eye, 

Can  we,  can  we,  then  deny? 

If  they  give  us  darling  Sway, 

Will  we,  will  w'e,  then  delay, 
dh,  no,  no,  —  Fie,  no,  no! 

Wifer  is  our  Sex  than  fo. 

Fate’s  Decree, 

I  Gives  her  Hand  to  Abdalln,  he  lends 
\her  0Ht,f  Cellania  follows. 

SCENE  II. 

An  Ife  of  a  Magnificent  Temple. 

Enter  B  E  R  o  N  T  u  S  and  another  India  n  King. 

Ber.  Thanks,  kind  Reliever. 

Ind.  K.  Are  ye  flulter’d  ?  ’ 

You  told  me  late  your  Grief  of  loving, 

I  And  of  Cellaniahs  Pride  and  R.igour, 
i  Then  askt  a  Cure  for  am’rous  Folly  : 

I I  told  ye  a  good  Dofe  was  certain 
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Of  Wine,  and  if  ye  have  don’t  to  purpofe, 

Your  Sighs  will  turn  to  Hiccups. 

Ber,  Bumpers. 

Six  in  a  Hand  two  Hours  together, 

I’ve  briskly  top’d  about,  hi  Bacchus^ 

I  now  will  love  him  too. 

Ind.  K.  ’  TisReafon. 

Ber,  Then  I  have  Courage  got  to  rally, 

Can  (land  a  Frown,  and  if  fne  thunder, 

Can  bounce  too  in  my  turn. 

r/2d.  K.  You’re  perfedt! 

The  Medicine  has  done  well. 

Ber.  ’Thas  fir’d  me. 

My  Brain  too  rowls,  but  that’s  no  matter. 

Ind.  K.  Yonder  fne  comes,  file’s  w'ondrous  lovely. 

Ber.  Not  in  my  Eye,  in  this  rare  Flumour, 

So  far  from  fair,  1  think  file’s  dowdy. 

I’ve  a  young  Filly  ten  times  finer. 

Ind.  K.  1  wifii  ye  Luck.  [Exit  Indian  King. 

Ber.  By  Jove  I’ll  at  her, 

And  well  fare  Bacchus.^  I’m  thy  Convert.  [  Stands  apart. 

Enter  Cellania. 

Cel.  ’Tis  done,  ’tis  done,  fne  Priefi:  of  Hymen.^ 

Flas  join’d  ’em, — Now  then  for  mw  Fortune, 

Flave  what  I’H  ask,  what  fiiall  I  think  on  ^ 

Ber.  On  me,  if  you  like  it.  \_Comi'ng  to  her. 

Cell.  On  you!  \_  Scornfully  turning  to  him. 

Ber.  And  lofe  all  your  Labour.  [  Haughtily  too. 

I,  like  a  true  Scythian.,  fcarcely  fiiould  value  the  Favour. 
Cell.  Yet  ftill  you  will  teize  me,  you  and  your  tawny  Com- 
pledlion. 

Ber.  Oh  pardon  my  Freedom!  yours  is  not  wholly  Ver¬ 
million. 

Cell.  You  fwore  you  admir’d  it. 

Ber.  That  might  be,  when  I  was  frantick.  \_Afide. 

Cell.  His  Bluntnefs  offends  me,  *fure’tis  aTrick  ofLiffem- 
bling,  [*  The  Recitative  changes. 

Then  am  I  not  charming. 

Ber.  Not  half  fo  much  as  a  Fairy. 

Cell.  No  Beauty  nor  Humour. 

Ber.  Better  I’ve  found  in  a  Dairy. 

Cel.  He  vexes  in  earneft;  come,  Prince,  fuppofe  I  could 
love  ye  ; 

What, 
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What,  what  would  you  do  for’t  ? 

Ber.  Not  give  one  fnap  of  my  Finger. 

I’ve  got  a  new  Nature,  and  am  fo  far  from  a  Lover, 

I’m  now  grown  a  Toper,  Bacchus  is  yupker  Ammon  ; 

I  once  was  your  Idiot,  and  how  you  us’d  me  remember. 
Made  horrid  your  Fantom,  your  Ignis  fatuus  Beauty  ; 

You,  you  and  your  Cupld^  whom  now  I  pufh  from  my  Bofom, 
And  deep  in  a  Bumper,  drown  him  with  Ruby  Phalernlan. 
Air.  If  Celia's  Coyncfs  grieve  ye : 

One  Bottle  take,  two  Bottles  take,  three  Bottles  take, 
’Twill  certainly  relieve  ye. 

See,  fee,  that  glorious  Brimmer, 
ddie  Son  himfelf  looks  dimmer, 

Ah !  does  it  not  divine  Ihiew  ? 

Can  C cud's  Eyes  e’er  Ihine  fo  ? 

’Twill  baulk,  ’twill  baulk.  Love’s  purblind  Dcemon., 
And  make  a  Slave  a  Freeman. 

If  Celids  Goynefs,  ^c. 

*The  inner  Pari  of  the  ‘Temple  opens  and difeovers  B  AC  C  H  U  S 
and  Ariadne,  Hand  in  Hand.^  both  crown'd  with  Gar¬ 
lands'^  AbDx\LLA  with  Prie/ls  and  Prieftefes.^  they  hau- 
ing  jufi  perform'd  the  Marriage.^  Indian  Kings  and  Atten¬ 
dants.  Bacchinalian  Mc'n  and  lATmen.  Prieji  of  H  i  M  E  n, 
and  Prieftejfes  of  BacchuS  hold  the  Crown  of  Stars 
between  'em ;  come  forward  and  fng. 

Prieft.  Pleafure’s  ncaretl;  to  Divine, 

Mortals  gain  by  Love  and  Wine. 

Prieftefs.  Praife  we  then  this  glorious  Pair, 
ril  the  Vidlor,  Ike  the  Fair. 

Prieft.  May  no  Chance  their  Pailion  fever, 

Prieftefs.  Let  ’em  live  and  love  for  ever. 

Both.  May  no  Chance, 

[^Here  Jhe  goes  up  and  crowns  Ariadne, 

A  Symphony  of  joyful  Mujick  founds.^  then  an  Antick  Ceremo¬ 
nial  Dance  of  the  M/ENADES,  after  which  Bacchus  fings. 

Bacch.  Bear  Witnefs,  Jotje.,  and  all  ye  awful  Gods , 

That  fmiling  fit  in  your  fublime  Aboads, 

And  view  me  with  a  Joy  divinely  rare, 
i  Do  Grace  Cxlefiial  to  this  mortal  Fair. 

I  How  well  i  am  repaid, — We’re  then,  my  Love, 

That  precious  Crown  defign’d  th^e  from  abeve 

P4  And 
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And  be  froiT^  henceforth  in  the  lofty  Skie, 

To  Sons  of  Art,  that  nightly  Wonders  Ipy, 

A  darling  Conftellation,  fnining  there 
Brighter  than  Hebe\  Path,  or  Cafiopad^s  Chair. 

Arlad,  Where  have  I  been  till  now  ?  what  painful  Dreaiu 
Of  flafhy  Vanity?  or  Cares  extreme,  ' 

Have  lull’d  my  Senfe?  Oh  thou  that  giv’ft  me  Joy! 

Abate  it,  left  the  vad  Excefs  deftroy  me. 

Abdal.  The  Deities  at  Ariadne^  Birth, 

Delign’d  her  the  mod  glorious  Queen  on  Earth, 

But  thexs  a  Triiieto  what  now  fhe  owns, 

In  the  Im^mortal  Grandeur  dol’d  by  Bacchus, 

Bacch,  Oh  conquer’d  Fenusl  veil  thy  baffled  Eyes, 

And  vie  not  here,  for  Shame.  \_  Embracmg  Ariadne. 

Art  ad.  Yours  is  the  Prize; 

Bacchus  excels  ail  Inmates  of  the  Skies, 

In  charming  Hue,  and  more  iiichanting  Feature. 

Cell,  Fine  Art  of  Love,  both  Hearts  are  fure  at  eafe. 

That  are  fo  full  of  one  another’s  Praifes. 

Ber.  My  Heart,  I  thank  my  Stars,  is  eafy  too, 

As  being  light  with  Wine,  and  rid  of  you. 

Abdal,  Our  noted  Joy  gives  each  Blebean  fom.e, 

They  wait  for  your  xAdmiiTion. 

Bacch.  Let  ’em  come. 

Air.  Both  Heaven  and  Earth  to  day, 

Shall  froiick  be  and  gay, 

The  Sun, 

The  Moon, 

All  Kinds 
Of  Winds 

Delight  alone  fflall  fhew: 

"File  Mutes, 

The  Brutes, 

The  Bowers, 

The  Flowers 
Shall  revel  here  below. 

Both  Heaven,  cfc. 

\  Here  follows  the  firft  Entertainment  of  Clowns  dec. 
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T’hen  whilft  Ba^cchus  and  Ariadne,  with  AbdalLx% 
C  E  L  L  A  N I A  and  BerontuS  are  featcdj  with  Indians, 
Satyrs^  and  Bacchinalians  attending  ;  D  o  P  p  A  comes  In^ 
having  feen  Bombey  in  his  Clown’’ s  Drefs^  who  feem^ 
Ing  ajharn’d  to  aypear^  Jhe  psdls'  him  in  and  fi'ags. 

Dopp.  Can  you  flye  me,  charming  Damon  ? 

Have  1  then  out  liv’d  my  Beauty, 

Phillida  that  us’d  to  pleafe  ye. 

Is  her  Kindnefs  grown  a  Trouble? 

Bomh,  Oh  fie !  nay  Doppa — ^ — 

Dopp.  What’s  the  Matter  ? 

Be  not  afliam’d  of  your  Perfedlions. 

I  Bomh.  Zooks,  yonder’s  Bacchus, 

I  Dopp.  Here’s  a  Lover, 

I  And  mufl:  commend  your  Transformation; 

1  For  now  you  look  like  what  I’d  have  ye, 

'  A  harmlefs  Shepherd  plain  and  fimple. 

I  Bomb.  Simple  indeed,  I’ll  flay  no  longer, 

I  Thofe  gay  Folks  laugh  at  me. 

Dopp.  Admire  ye ; 

;  And  e’er  you  go  they  fliall  have  Reafon : 

Come,  have  you  learnt  to  ling  the  Ballad, 

I  like  fo  well }  I’ve  my  Part  ready ; 

'We’ll  have  it  here,  the  Godheads  yonder, 

Shall  hear  what  we  can  do. 

Bomb.  Why,  Doppa.^ 

You’re  mad  fnre  !  Pifli,  you  know  I’m  hoarier 
Than  a  crackt  Pipe. 

Dopp.  You  fing  with  Humour, 

That  makes  Amends, — Come,  come,  let’s  do  it 
.  Quickly,  I’m  gone  elfe,— But  chant  boldly; 

’  I’ll  iliew  ye  afterwards  my  Clofet. 

!  Ah,  Bombey - 

Bomb.  You’re  a  little  Devil. 

Here  the  Ballad  Is  fung  by  both  in  Parts.,  which  ended,  BoM- 
!  BEY  going  to  feize  her,  Jhe  runs  through  the  Guards  to* 

I  wardsP)  A  C  C  H  U  S ;  they  laugh ;  then  enter  Bacchinals, 
j  each  with  a  Bottle  in  his  Hand,  and  entice  him  off',  then 
I  comes  owa'  fecond  comick  Entertainment  of  Dancing ;  which 
ended,  B  A  C.C  H  u  S  and  the  reft  come  forward  and  Jing. 

I  ^  ^  T  ^  ^ 

:  Ariad.  Stay,  fiay  a  while,  ye  fleet,  foft  footed  Hours, 
iPly^iiot  away  fo  faft;  let  Joy  have  leifure  ;  The 
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The  pleaiung  Inmate  newly  fills  my  Bofom, 

And  Time  muft  blefs  me  with  a  Space  to  own  it, 

Excefs  now  cloys,  oh  how  fhall  I  be  grateful ! 

Give  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine.  Pardon,  ye  Virgins, 

Of  nicer  Rule,  *  and  Mjunades  uphold  me, 

[*  Ai2  Attendant  gives  her  IVine, 

’Tis  on  a  Caufe  uncommon. - Health  to  Bacchus^ 

Sound  o’er  the  Globe  the  Word  is. 

[  Bacchus  and  all  take  Goblets. 

3acch.  Ariadne  I 

Ariad.  Cteleftial  Bacchus  /  [Drinks. 

Bacch.  Charming  Ariadne ! 

Sound  Trumpets,  ’till  the  Air  reverberating 
Replete  vrith  joyful  Echo’s,  ih?lkc  Olympus. 

Omnes,  Cxleitial  Bacchtts.^  charming  Ariadne  ! 

[d  hey  drink.^  here  the  Tdrzimpets  and  all  the 

[hiftruments  flourijhing. 

Ariad.  Oh  Ecftafy  !  be  mild,  or  elfe  you  kill  me. 

Air.  Woman  will  no  more  require, 

I  have  all  I  can  deiire  ; 

What  the  skilful  VvEfe  approves, 

What  the  trembling  Virgin  Loves, 

What  the  Politician  courts, 

What  the  grave  Divine  exhorts, 

What  the  Lepid  old  wmuld  eafe. 

What  the  young  would  always  pleafe. 

Womian  will  no  more,  cfe. 

Bacch.  Fill  round  agen,  and  bring  the  Goblets  fuller, 
Tiie  Repetition’s  facred  found  too  louder. 

[Sound  the  Trumpets.^  with  Kettle  Drums  and  more  Injlrumenfs. 
Omnes.  To  facred  Bacchus.^  charming  Ariadme. 

Beron,  Oh  glorious  Sight !  Beauty  and  Wine  uniting, 
yove  try  the  Art  of  Painting. 

Abdail.  ’Twere  a  MafPry, 

A  Deed  fit  for  a  Deity  to  praclice. 

Air.  When  Flora  in  Frefco  a'Brimmer  is  holding', 

Goddefs  Nature,  methinks,  a  new  Model  is  moulding  ; 

7- he  -Rays  of  her  Eyes  fhine  a  thoufand  times  fronger, 

And  her  plum.p  rolie  Cheeks  are  ftill  frefher  and  younger: 
Her  Lips,  like  t  vvo  Cherries,  in  Paradife  growing. 

Seem  to  biufli  with  Delight  when  the  Burgundy's  flowing. 
When  Flora.^ 

Bacch.  Now,  that  the  Pow^’rs  above  may  ne’er  be  tainted 
With  Breach  of  Promife,  ask  thy  Boon,  Cellania. 

Is  it  Berontus  ? 
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Cell,  No  was  ne’er  faid  better 
Than  on  this  Subjedl:. 

Ber,  There  we’re  both  agreeing. 

Cell.  Woman  cannot,  Woman  cannot 
With  a  Churl  be  e’er  at  Eafe, 

Who  will  fullen  grow,  and  dull,  ••  - 

And  is  of  himfelf  fb  full ; 

He  his  Wife  can  never  pleafe. 

Ber,  Man’s  a  Cully,  Man’s  a  Cully, 

Who  himfelf  to  Woman  pins  ; 

Whilfl:  her  Humours  vainly  crofs, 

Still  the  Game  go’s  to  his  Lofs ; 

More  he  plays,  the  lefs  he  wins. 

Bacch,  More  private  Conference  mu  ft  end  this  Matter, 
They’re  fullen  both,  but  Love  has  dill  Vagaries. 

Re-enter  B  o  M  B  E  Y  very  drunk.,  and  reeling  *. 

SpBed  in  by  a  Satyr  and  BacchinaL 

Bom,  And  fb  has  Wine,  of  that  .be  Witnefs  Bombey., 

Gods  and  Kings  X'*' egh)  I  don’t  know  who,  Kecks, 
I’m  as  great  (egh)  as  one  of  you  ;  ^ 

Nay,  (egh)  if  Wine  can  folve  the  matter^ 

One  Degree  (egh)  I  think  I’m  better  : 

For  now  I’m  a  much  greater  (egh)  Prince, 

Becaufe  I  am  not  (egh)  plagu’d  with  Senfe  ;  . 

For  thofe  that  are  not  drunk  (egh)  are  mad. 

And  (egh)  this ’tis  maltes  (egh)  the  Times  fo  bad. 

Gods  and  ^c.  \T’hey  carry  him  off, 

Bacch.  The  Night  approaches,  thought  of  nuptial  Bleffings 
Regale  my  Hearty  and  fill  my  Bread  with  Tranfport. 

Come,  fweeted  of  thy  Kind,  and  give  Lenceus 
Proof,  a  Divinity  there  is  that’s  Female, 

Excelling  quite  the  Male. 

Ornnes,  All  Joy  to  Bacchus. 

Bacch.  andl  Oh  !  oh  !  the  Rapture’s  fweet 
Ariad.  j  When  panting  Hearts  do  meet, 

Air,  When  eager  Padions  joining. 

Each  other  entertain. 

And  Nature,  Joy  defigning, 

Charms  every  Pulfe  and  V ein  ; 

The  Soul  away  is  dying. 

Extreme  of  Life’s  in  dying. 

Oh  !  oh  !  the  Rapture,  ^c, 

AbdalL  Attend  the  glorious  Pair.-= - Joy  to  Lenreus. 

Gratt^ 
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GrW  CHORUS. 

Oh  !  behold  a  Ray  Divine 
In  yon’  gay  Horizon  Ihine  ; 

Planets  there  for  Brightnefs  all  contending. 

’Tis  fair  Ariadne'^s  Crown, 

Bacchus  for  her  is  come  down, 

And  fhe^  the  lovely  ihe,  will  now  be  foon  afeending. 

End  of  the  Opera. 
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H  E  warm  Meridian  that  came  on, 

High  as  the  had  plac’d  the  Sun  ; 

Who,  by  his  bright  propitious  Ray, 

Told  Men  ’twas  now  the  Noon  of  Day^ 

When  to  a  Turkey  and  a  Chine, 

Invited  by  a  Friend  to  dine, 

I  came  to  tafte  the  jolly  Fare, 

And  found  fome  other  People  there. 

The  Mailer,  generous  of  his  Meat, 

Came  thither  in  Ihort  time  to  treat ; 

And  brought  with  him  another  Gueft, 

To  be  Partaker  of  his  Feall. 

A  Gentleman  of  noble  Fame, 

And  noted  Worth,  but  very  lame  ;  ^ 

Which  happen’d  by  a  Sprain,  ’twas  thought, 

Which  he  by  ill  Adventure  got. 

The  Holt  his  friendly  Love  exprelt. 

And  pray’d  him  to  lit  down  to  reft  : 

Which  doing,  he  Convenience  found, 

And  time  bad  now  to  look  around. 

s  Ttie 
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The  Company  that  there  he  fees 
Was  fill’d  with  Perfons  of  Degrees ; 

The  Plofl  himfelf  (a  noted  Wit) 

That  had  grown  Rich  by  being  a  CitJ 
And  now  the  blefi:  Convenience  had 
To  take  his  Eafe,  and  leave  his  Trade  : 

Had  cull’d  fome  Gentlemen  of  Sorts 
That  had  Eftates,  and  manag’d  Sports ; 

And  others  of  the  Trading  Crew 

Were  worth  ten  thoufand  Pounds  he  knew  ; 

To  take  his  honeft  Welcome  there, 

And  come  to  tafte  of  his  good  Cheer. 

Amongfi:  thefe  there  a  Barber  was, 

Whofe  Father  long  had  prun’d  his  Face  ; 

Indulg’d  him  too  with  tender  Care, 

Powder’d  his  Wigg,  and  crop’d  his  Hair  ; 

And  he  himfelf  had  oft  prefum’d 
To  lather,  and  his  Phiz  perfum’d. 

A  Fellow  of  a  comick  Nature, 

And,  Shaver  like,  a  teizing  Prater  ; 

Who  now  fome  fifty  Miles  had  gone 
To  fee  a  Patron,  fo  well  known. 

He  too,  for  old  Acquaintance  fake. 

The  courteous  Hofi:  a  Gueft  did  make  ; 

And  to  ufe  well  had  kind  Intent, 

But  for  an  aukward  Accident. 

The  fprainleg’d-Gentleman,  whom  late 
I  told  ye  down  amongfi  ’em  fate, 

And  us’d  with  great  Refpedi:  had  been, 

O’th’  fudden  had  the  Barber  feen  : 

But  if  a  Monfier,  whom  the  Wife 
In  Serpents  call  a  Cockatrice, 

Whofe  deadly  Atoms  pointed  right, 

Can  kill  each  Human  at  a  Sight, 

Flad  made  him  all  its  Poyfon  meet, 

It  could  not  give  him  a  worfe  Fit. 

Difcouler’d,  pale,  as  bafiard  Pearl, 

Or  Oyfier,  or  Chalk  eating  Girl, 

That  Oatmeal  with  it  chew’d  in  parts, 

Up  from  an  Elbow-Chair  he  fiarts. 

And  from  the  fhaving  Phantom  there 
Was  hobling  out  to  take  the  Air. 

This  made  his  wond’ring  Hofi  amaz’d. 

Who  fiopt  him  ftraight,  and  having  gaz’d 
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fee  his  Fright,  and  tir’d  had  been 
With  ftruggling  hard  to  keep  him  in, 

Begg’d  him  to  let  him  underhand 
What  ’twas  his  Temper  did  command  ; 

And  what  there  in  the  Barber  was 
That  could  make  him  in  fuch  a  Cafe. 

The  reh  o’th’  Guefts  too  made  their  Suit, 

That  patiently  before  w^ere  mute. 

To  know  what  Comb-Wigg  there  had  done. 

For  hill  his  Eyes  on  him  were  thrown  ? 

Who  fate  hill  with  his  Face  hung  down-, 

As  if  he  had  fome  Mifchief  known. 

Pray  let  me  go  from  whence  I  came, 

Reply’d  the  Gentleman  was  lame  ; 

Nor  hop  me,  if  you  e’er  pretend 
To  treat  me  wdth  the  Name  of  Friend ; 

Whilh  Opticks  here  to  note  are  able 
That  Barber  moh  abominable  ; 

Who  tho’  he’s  in  this  Country  born 
With  Natives  white,  is  fo  forlorn. 

He  has  a  Soul  as  black  as  Soot, 

That  Slaves  from  fmoaking  Chimnies  fcoot, 

And  can  more  horrid  Plagues  infpire 
Than  Pugs  that  live  and  roar  in  Fire. 

This  Raving  the  whole  Crew  furpriz’d, 

■  The  Maher  therefore  more  advis’d, 

Not  willing  to  thruh  Barber  out. 

For  Faults  that  only  were  in  Doubt, 

Delir’d  his  gen’rous  Friend  to  be 
So  kind  to  that  good  Company, 

To  tell  the  Ills  that  made  him  rave  ; 

And  if  true  Charadler  he  ga'sx 
1  he  Barber  fhould  receive  his  Doom., 

I  And  hraight  be  hooted  from  the  P.oom. 

!  This  being  faid,  now  ’bating  Wrath, 
lAltho’  the  Gentleman  was  loth, 
iHimfelf  he  in  a  Corner  plac’d, 

[And  to  the  Guehs  his  Talc  uncas’d. 

I 

I  "The  Lame  G e’atlemay/’ s  ‘Tale  of  his  oven  Love. 

'Tis  hrange,  kind  Sirs,  I’m  furc  to  me, 

This  curfed  Barber  here  to  fee  ; 

Who  liv’d,  with  his  Impertinence, 

|At  Bagdad.^  hftv  Miles  from  hence  ; 
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For  whofe  damn’d  fake  I  left  the  Place, 

Undone  to  (lay  where-e’er  he  was  ; 

Who  has  more  Ills  done,  and  defigii’d 
To  me  than  ail  vile  human  Kind  ; 

Such  Mifchief,  fuch  outrageous  Wrong 
Springs  from  the  Murder  of  his  Tongue  ; 

But  what  upon  another  part 

Was  done  to  plague  my  Soul  and  Heart, 

Mult  always  unexampled  go. 

And  thus  the  Purport  you  fhall  know. 

My  Father  noble  Titles  had, 

Through  all  Degrees  of  Honour  bred  ; 

In  Bagdad^  where  was  late  his  Seat, 

He  was  by  all  accounted  great. 

And  valu’d  for  a  brave  Eilate. 

To  which,  when  dead,  he  left  me  Heir, 

And  I  that  Merit  might  compare. 

Fed  Hundreds  daily  at  my  Door, 

Oblig’d  the  Rich,  Reliev’d  the  Poor  ; 

And  daily  gave  my  felf  a  Name 
Contingent  with  my  Father’s  Fame  : 

But  yet  1  never  made  a  Noife 
With  Love,  the  fweeteft  of  all  Joys. 

Corrinna  never  did  controul, 

Nor  fweet-look’d  Celta^  charm  my  Soul  ; 

For  Women  had  in  me  no  Station, 

As  if  no  part  of  God's  Creation. 

Nay  once  when  w^alking  thro’  the  Street, 

For  fear  I  fliould  a  Bevy  meet. 

That  had  been  drefs’d  with  curious  Arts, 

A  ready  fpread  to  Form  all  Hearts, 

I  turn’d  into  an  odd  by  Lane 
To  fave  my  felf  from  being  Fain. 

But  Love,  that  powerful  Deity, 

Abhorring  this  my  Frange  Decree, 

Refolv’d  juF  in  that  very  Hour 
To  make  me  feel  his  charming  Power  : 

For  as  by  Accident  I  fate 
Soon  after  at  a  Garden  Gate, 

That  fronted  an  illuFrious  Dome 
Which  Quality  had  made  their  Home  ; 

A  Saili,  on  which  by  chance  I  gaz’d. 

By  Fich  a  fnowy  Hand  was  rais’d, 

T  he  Cypdan  Queen  excell’d  had  bin. 

Shewing  a  Sample  of  her  Skin  : 
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To  this  fweet  Hand  a  Face  pertain’d, 

In  which  tranfporting  Graces  reign’d ; 

Aiigelick  Hair, - a  charming  Bread, 

Infpiring  Eyes,  and  fo  well  drefs’d. 

That  every  Beauty  could  controul. 

And  win  the  Viewer’s  Heart  and  SoUl. 

The  Hand  fird  fated  to  behold 
Held  then  an  Ewer  of  awful  Gold, 

I  From  which  die  water’d,  as  it  grows 
In  a  fine  Pot,  a  T'uha  Rofe  ; 

And,  like  Aurora^  did  infufe 
On  that  fweet  Flower  feraphick  Dews ; 

Whild  upon  me  a  Smile  there  dione. 

More  rode  than  the  Morning  Dawn. 

That  Angel’s  Look  now  plaid  its  part, 

It  turn’d  to  a  new  kind  my  Heart ; 

The  Safh  diut  down  dedroy’d  me  quite, 

It  kept  my  Goddefs  from  my  Sight ; 

I  And  left  the  Inmate  of  my  Bread 
I  With  Padion  and  drange  Pangs  poded ; 

I  Whild  fatal  Torments  nearer  drew, 
j  Sharp  Pangs  more  fierce,  becaufe  more  new  : 

I  Difeafes  I  had  often  bore. 

But  Beauty  ne’er  oppred  before 
Long  time  I  look’d  like  one  forlorn. 

In  hopes  that  Bleding  would  return. 

And  with  another  Smile  rejoice 
My  Heart  that  throb’d  ;  but  no  fair  Eyes 
Carne  thither  to  furpafs  the  Sun, 

Who  now  was  hadning  to  go  down  ; 

Whild  Night  alTum’d  her  dark  Degree 
To  hurry  home  my  Woes  and  me. 

And  here  the  Gentleman  delay’d 
His  Tale^  and  to  the  Hearers  faid^ 

Forgi^e^  kind  Sirs^  and  -patient  take 
This  long  Digrejfion  that  I  make  ; 

Since  many  things  were  done  and  heard 
Before  this  horrid  Wretch  appear’d’^ 

But  in  what  brevity  I  can 

Tou  may  depend - And  fo  went  on. 

The  Sweets  of  Love,  delightful,  gay, 

As  wanton  Amoretto’s  lay  ; 

With  Rapture  do’s  the  Soul  Iiirpri2e, 

And  far  furmount  all  other  Joys ; 

Q  2  "Tis 
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’  T'is  poliible  in  fome  degree, 

But  this  they’ll  be  allur’d  by  me, 

The  Griefs  too  that  proceed  from  thence 
Scarce  any  Joy  can  recompenfe. 

Home  I  return’d  difturb’d,  half  dead, 

With  Hopes  to  reft  upon  my  Bed  ; 

My  Supper  was  prepar’d  to  eat. 

But  nothing  fo  averfe  as  Meat ; 

Nor  did  my  Champaign  relilh  more^ 

My  Heart  was  all  inflam’d  before ; 

Strong  Palfion  did  fuch  revel  keep 
It  routed  quite  Meat,  Drink  and  Sleep. 

I  faw  the  Fair  each  palTing  Hour, 

As  late  when  fprinkling  of  the  Flower  ; 

Her  Charms  did  all  my  Thoughts  prefer^ 

Ah !  w'hat  could  I  think  on  but  her ! 

My  Eyes  her  Rays  to  fight  alfign’d, 
f\nd  when,  not  feeing  her,  were  blind. 

No  time  was  fpent  and  given  by  Fate, 

Like  that  when  I  pafs’d  by  her  Gate ; 

As  Morn  and  Even  I  us’d,  and  was 
By  Love  transform’d  to  fuch  a  Cafe  : 

Twelve  Hours  of  time  I  once  ftaid  there. 

To  watch  the  Flower,  and  fee  the  Fair  ; 

But  envious  fatal  Deftiny 

That  perfedl  Lovers  fcorn’d  like  me  ; 

Rcfolv’d  no  Sprinklings  all  that  Day, 

Made  T/z^^’s  Fragrancy  decay. 

And  fent  me  in  Defpair  away. 

Now  too  more  Mifchief  did  afpire, 

I  plagu’d  was  with  another  Fire  ; 

For  ftraight  a  burning  Fever  feiz’d. 

Body  and  Soul  were  now  difeas’d 
With  fuch  an  unrefifting  Power, 

That  pale  and  languifhing  each  Hour, 

I  weakned  grew,  my  Spirits  gone. 

And  baleful  Sicknefs  now  came  on  : 

My  Friends  around  AlTiftance  paid. 

And  fage  Phyficians  too  I  had  ; 

That  por’d  in  Books  my  Ills  to  find, 

But  this  was  Sicknefs  of  the  Mind  ; 

And  Love  his  Secret  would  maintain. 

Nor  let  me  tell  my  caufe  of  Pain. 

Yet  ’mongft  Relations  that  would  ftill 
Vifits  in  my  Hours  of  Ill, 
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And  pray’d  the  Dodlors  to  reveal 
What  ’twas  they  had  flich  Doubt  to  heal, 

A  kind  old  Matron  Handing  by, 

;  Calling  on  me  a  wifhful  Eye, 

One  in  Love  Politicks  well  known. 

And  judg’d  mine  by  pall  times  her  own, 
Refolv’d  no  longer  tp  defer; 

Their  Abfence  beg’d,  then  Paid,  Kind  Sir, 
Tho’  Dodlors  with  their  Skill  are  pos’d, 
Your  Malady  to  me’s  difclos’d, 

’Tt/  hove  your  Body  plagues^  and  Mind^ 

Nor  can  they  any  B  hi  lire  find 
Like  that  fair  Jhe^  whom  if  I  knew 
Tour  Health  fjould  prefently  enfue  ; 

Difcover  then,  for  it  is  fo, 

Nor  make  Excufe,  or  anfwer  no. 

I'he  Bluntnefs  of  this  ancient  Dame, 

At  th’  inllant  fet  me  more  in  Flame  ; 

The  Rafhnefs  of  her  Speech  I  knew 
’Twas  pertly  Paid,  but  ah !  ’twas  true. 

And  made  my  lab’ring  Woes  more  great, 
And  my  full  Heart  much  ftronger  beat. 
However  I  deny’d, — but  Ihe 
Convinc’d  with  Anfwer  would  not  be  : 

She  Paid  fhe  my  DiftrePs  could  Ipy, 

'  Was  once  as  much  in  Love  as  1 ; 

Her  Heart  did  pant,  her  Breath  did  fail. 

Her  Cheeks,  like  mine,  look’d  deadly  pale  : 
That  a  tall  Beau,  with  Roman  Snout  ‘ 

Had  turn’d  her  Brains  the  v/rong  fide  out. 

In  Ihort,  fhe  took  Puch  fubtle  Pain, 

And  exercis’d  my  Cafe  Po  plain, 

That  I  was  fain,  do  what  I  might, 

I  At  lall  to  tell  her,  fiie  was  right. 

My  darling  GoddePs  then  fiie  got, 

I  The  wat’ring  of  the  Garden  Pot, 

I  And  the  firlt  CauPes  of  my  Woe 
1  now  was  forc’d  to  let  her  know ; 

I  Defiring  her  propos’d  Relief, 

1  To  win  the  Fair,  and  eaPe  my  Grief, 
j  Soon  as  the  Dame  this  Truth  dePcry’d, 

,  To  me  maturely  Ihe  reply’d  ; 

!  You  have  been  flil’d,  thro’  your  pafl  Days, 

I  A  Hater  Hill  of  Womens  Race ; 
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Words  therefore  may  fiiccefllefs  prove, 

To  fay  you  now  are  fick  for  Love  ; 

But  yet  I’ll  venture  on  your  fide, 

This  Lady  you  have  ftellify’d, 

Is  my  Acquaintance,  a  rare  Piece, 

The  Daughter  of  the  frll;  Cadiz. ; 

A  Man  of  Wealth,  and  Learning  great, 

And  fhe  in  Excellence  compleat ; 

Has  all  Perfedlions  you  can  find. 

Adorning  beauteous  Womankind, 

But  ftill  fedate;  her  Father  lives, 

And  Lovers  with  Regard  receives ; 

Looks  narrowly  to  their  Efiates, 

And  all  Acquirements  calculates ; 

And  fhe  has  Pride  too,  that  difdains 
Wooers  oft-times  her  Beauty  gains, 

And  with  Referv’dnefs,  mix’d  with  State, 

Makes  Mankind  fometimxes  curfe  their  Fate., 

Thus  fhe  purfaed  her  long  Difcourfe, 

But  when  fhe  faw  that  I  look’d  worfe. 

She  gave  her  Story  flreight  a  turn. 

And  bid  me  kindly  ceafe  to  mourn ; 

For  Women  all  had  Humours  flrange, 

And  oft  from  bad  to  good  would  change. 

The  Words  fpoke  laid  fome  Comfort  gave, 

I  told  her  I  was  Beauty’s  Slave  ; 

So  fiercely  fhot,  and  now  fo  ill. 

My  Saint  muft  either  cure  or  kill ; 

And  if  fhe  fuch  Acquaintance  had. 

With  that  divine,  angelick  Maid  ; 

My  Life  was  then  in  her  Regard, 

Which  fav’d,  flie  fnould  not  want  Reward, 

My  Cafe  did  more  than  words  implore, 

She  bad  me  hope,  then  got  to  th’  Door ; 

And  freight  purluing  her  Intent, 

To  th’  Houfe  of  the  great  Cadiz  went, 

And  Meflage  to  his  Daughter  fent. 

Finding  a  Freedom  that  was  us’d, 

Which  was  to  be  foon  introduc’d  ; 

And  now,  as  they  alone  did  walk. 

And  enter’d  into  Lady’s  Talk  ; 

Of  Beaus  and  Belles,  and  Fafhions  known, 
Turning  the  whole  World  upfide  dov/n  ; 

The  brisk  old  Dame  found  this  to  be 
A  proper  time  to  bring  in  me  ; 
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They  talk’d  of  Darlings  Young  and  Fair, 

Her  Neighbours  all,  fome  that  liv’d  near. 

Ah,  Madam,  crys  my  conftant  Friend, 

Whild  all  thefe  Beauties  you  commend. 

Their  Luftre  and  attradlive  Powers, 

Will  you  not  let  me  bring  in  yours ; 

Whofe  killing  Charms  to  fuch  a  height 
Can  ufher  in  controuling  Fate  ? 

That  a  young  Gentleman,  my  Friend, 

Whofe  Wit  and  Perfon  to  commend, 

Is  but  a  common  Place,  is  loft. 

And  for  you  giving  up  the  Ghoft. 

At  this  Amanda  chang’d  her  Frame, 

(For  that  was,  you  muft  know,  her  Name,) 

And  looking  with  a  kind  of  laugh. 

She  ask’d  what  I  was  talking  of; 

What  Name  to  th’  Perfon  did  belong, 

For  whom  fhe  now  made  this  Harangue ; 

She  nam’d  me  then,  but  with  fome  Fright, 

Which  made  the  fair  one  laugh  outright. 

Who  knew  my  WoiUxan-hating  Guilt, 

Yet  heard  by  her,  what  now  I  felt ; 

But  when  her  fmiling  Fit  was  o’er, 

She  mildly  bid  her  Jeft  no  more  ; 

Since  words  of  that  fort,  dip’d  in  Love, 

Were  what  fhe  never  could  approve. 

My  Matron  though,  having  begun 
To  clear  her  grand  Miftakes,  went  on. 

And  with  a  fober  Look,  and  Air, 

My  Heart’s  ftrong  Paftion  did  declare ; 
ft'old  her  her  own  PerfeSHons  too. 

That  how  fhe  kill’d  fiie  little  knew ; 

Told  her  my  Merits  nearly  loft. 

And  if  my  ardent  Flame  ftie  croft. 

Perdition  in  the  heavenly  State, 

She  might  expedl:  would  be  her  Fate  ; 

Then  dear  Amanda  angry  faid, 

Leave  off,  or  i  fhall  think  you’re  mad  ; 

Is  not  this  he, - whom  you  adorn. 

That  us’d  to  laugh  our  Sex  to  Scorn  ? 

Had  we  an  Air,  had  we  a  Mode, 

That  he  did  not  at  times  explode  ? 

Did  a  Splayfoot  e’er  aukward  make, 

Or  were  we  hump  upon  the  Back  ; 
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Did  frov7zy  Freckles,  that  took  Places, 

Spoil,  like  iTzirhy  Egg,  our  Faces? 

Or  were  our  Skins  like  Olive  Tawney, 

Did  not  he  rail  at  Matrimony, 

And  all  his  dire  Elfecls  purfue  ? 

My  Matron  cry’d,  my  Dear,  ’tis  true, 

But  he  is  fince  convinc’d  by  you : 

Your  Beauty  did  fach  Charms  expofe. 

When  watering  your  fweet  Tubarofe  ; 

Your  Rays  his  Senfe  of  Knowledge  warms, 
No  F’aults  are  now  in  Female  Charms ; 
Your  Influence  his  Senfe  inipires, 

Inform.s  his  Brain,  gives  new  Defires : 

Your  Graces  have  new  Methods  taught, 

His  Heart  is  facrific’d  in  Thought, 

His  Body  fo  much  feels  his  Fault ; 

That  without  feeing  you,  to  win 
A  Pardon  for  his  heinous  Sin  ; 

Without  one  Look  from  your  fweet  Eye, 
His  Soul  will  leave  him,  he  muft  die. 

Phyficians  all  have  given  him  o’er, 

The  only  Mcd’cinc’s  in  your  Power : 

Ah,  Madam,  cafe  this  fatal  Strife, 

Difplay  your  Charm  of  giving  Life  : 

'Fhe  Sinner,  Goddefs  like,  reftore, 

For  if  you  frown,  he’ll  be  no  more. 

Here  flopping,  the  fweet  Lady  fpoke, 

But  fire,  her  Caufe  not  to  revoke  ; 

When  t’other  ccafed, — begun  agen. 

Advanc’d  frefh  Reafons,  kind  and  plain; 
Told  her  my  polling  Life  did  crave  it, 

.And  nought  (but  leeing  her)  would  fave  it. 

in  iFoit,  my  Cafe  fo  well  fhc  drew,- 
Amanda  being  a  Chrifiiaii  too  ; 

That  Ihe  to  fave  Defirudtion  bent, 

T'o  fee  me  once — gave  her  Confent : 

No  more  th’  imploring  Dame  provok’d 
Whom  the  dire  Spleen  had  alrnofl  choak’d ; 
But  now  did  fo  much  Mildnefs  Iway, 

Fhat  fweet  Amanda  nam’d  the  Day. 

1  here  was  in  former  ancient  Times, 
When  finful  Bntains  purg’d  their  Crimes, 
Who  tho’  they  all  had  valiant  bin. 

Their  Souls  were  Ipotted  as  their  Skin ; 


A  Barber  a  Ftiry, 

Two  Holydays  of  Sacred  Might, 

That  JVoder2^  they,  and  Friga-^  hight ; 
Encourag’d  by  their  Grave  and  Wife, 

And  fince  fo  known  in  Families, 

That  now  the  Priefts  our  Zeal  compel. 

And  when  the  Sexton  rings  the  Bell, 
JVednefdays  and  Fridays^  Sinners  meet-. 

The  Rich  fay  Prayers,  go  home  and  eat,. 

The  poorer  fort  trade  on  and  cheat. 

’Twas  Friday  then  fhe  fet  the  Day, 
Becaufe  the  Cadiz  went  to  pray. 

And  ’twas  moft  proper  I  fhould  come^ 
Affiir’d  he  would  not  be  at  home, 

T o  exercife  my  Love  ElTays, 

And  merit  her  Soul-faving  Grace. 

My  dear  fuccefsful  Dame  at  this. 

Could  hardly  Ihrowd  her  Happinefs, 

She  made  fine  Court’fies - with  low  Stoop 

And  drop’d  upon  the  Floor  her  Hoop ; 

From  Coat,  that  cover’d  her  fat  Side, 

That  was  at  leafi  fome  ten  Foot  wide; 
When  getting  through  the  Door,  at  lall 
With  eager  Joy  to  me  do’s  hall. 

And  finds  me  full  of  Pain  and  Doubt, 

And  fcarcely  able  to  hold  out ; 

Till  file  with  words  like  Hermon  Dew, 

My  Vigour  did  once  more  renew. 

Not  poor  Delinquent,  whofe  Offence, 
Cram’d  in  a  Multitude  of  Sins, 

Condemn’d  is  by  Judicial  Might, 

Gallows  at  Hand,  and  Death  in  Sight, 

At  his  Reprieve  receives  the  Joy 
With  half  fo  much  Concern  as  I  ; 

Her  Cordial  Sicknefs  did  command, 

I  feiz’d  my  Dame,  I  kifs’d  her  Hand. 

Her  Tale  my  Soul  did  fo  furprize. 

My  Fever  ceas’d,  I  fain  would  rife  ; 

And  when  fhe  Friday  nam’d,  the  Time 
I  was  to  meet  the  joy  fublime; 

I  thought  from  Tuejday  to  that  Hour 
Would  be  an  Age,  af  leafi,  or  more. 

My  Thanks  innumerable  were. 

But  thofe  did  not  conclude  th’  Affair; 

A  Purfe  I  gave,  with  grateful  Will, 

Which,  as  a  hundred  Broads,  did  fill ; 
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My  old  well  adling  Friend  foon  thought 
I  did  not  ufe  her  Skill  for  nought. 

With  fome  wry  Mouths,  and  fimp’ring  Eyes, 
Refufing  Hands,  and  Court’lies  nice ; 

She  long  deny’d  the  moving  Purfe, 

Said,  Sir,  you  are  too  generous ; 

My  Love  and  my  Refpedts  were  greater 
Than  to  take  Prefents  of  this  Nature  ; 

But  when  her  Hand  I  kindly  prefs’d. 

Her  Fingers  open’d  all  at  lail. 

She  told  me  when  the  long’d  for  Day 
Appear’d,  the  Cadiz  gone  to  pray, 

I  muft  be  there,  ’twixt  twelve  and  one. 

Stand  where  I  faw  her  laft  alone ; 

And  if  fuch  Cure  were  in  her  Eye, 

I  fhould  not  want  a  full  Supply, 

To  let  me  in,  Ihe’d  come  below, 

Which  yet  her  Father  mufl  not  know  ; 

For  he  Mens  PalTions  counted  not, 

Nor  valu’d  Lovers  Deaths  a  Groat. 

When  fhe  was  gone,  my  Time  I  paft 
With  eating  Soop, — that  pleas’d  my  Tafle; 

Love’s  Medicine  made  me  quick  Amends, 

J  rofe  next  Day  to  meet  my  Friends ; 

Who  freely  their  Rejoycings  pour’d, 

I  was  fo  well  from  Death  reftor’d. 

Friday  at  laft  came,  tho’  not  foon. 

When  Heaven  I  was  to  fee  at  Noon ; 

I  chofe  my  befi:  Apparel  out. 

And  would  have  bath’d,  but  was  in  Doubt. 

A  Cold  that  I  might  get  by  that. 

Might  baulk  my  juft  recover’d  State  ; 

T o  fhave  then  might  that  T rouble  fave, 

Which  to  perform  I  Orders  gave. 

My  Servant  then  a  Barber  fought. 

And  this  confounded  Creature  brought. 

A'fid  here  the  Gentleman  once  more^ 

Fhe  Hearers  Patience  did  implore^ 

Fhat  it  might  o'^er  their  Senfe  prevail^ 

And  thus  went  forward^ - with  his  Fale. 

Fhe  Fate  of  the  horrible  impertinet  BarbeR. 

No  fooner  had  this  Wretch  appear’d. 

And  peep’d  upon  my  Face  and  Beard; 
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But  could  my  Ills  by  Palenefs  tell, 

/  fear^  crys  he^  Sir^  you're  mt  well. 

I  told  him,  (true)  a  Fever  had, 

(Juft  lately  paft)  Diforder  made ; 

May  Heav'n.^  continued  he.,  whofe  Beams 
Dilate.,  with  Graces  in  Extremes  ; 

Be  with  you.,  and  oblige  you  Jiill. 

Thanks,  Sir,  faid  I, - 1  hope  they  will  : 

Now,  Sir,  fays  he,  pray  let  me  know. 
What  SetYice  you  would  have  me  do  ; 
With  Razors,  Lancets,  I  am  fped. 

Will  you  be  fhav’d,  or  elfe  be  bled? 

Not  bled,  return’d  I,  in  this  State, 

My  Sicknefs  has  difcourag’d  that : 

But  if  you’ll  fhave  me,  and  make  haft. 

And  not  lofe  time  in  pratling  faft, 

Becaufe  the  Hours  do  fwiftly  haft, 

You’ll  give  me  Caufe, — e’er  one,  to  try, 

A  fpritely  Scene  of  lafting  Joy. 

Oh,  Sir,  I’m  quick,  then  anfwer’d  he, 

As  quick  as  mortal  Man  can  be  ! 

He  then  his  open’d  Cafe  did  fhew, 

And  fets  his  Razors  in  a  Row ; 

His  Bafon  too  was  glittering  feen, 

But  e’er  he  put  the  Water  in. 

Hold,  Sir,  cry’d  he — , You’re  fo  fublime, 
In’ managing  the  Points  of  Time, 

That  what  the  Sun  fays  I  muft  fee, 

When  ’twill  be  one,  in  his  Degree. 

With  this,  he  from  his  Pocket  takes, 

An  Aftrolabe,  and  out  he  walks. 

As  grave  as  Aftronomick  Wight, 
j  When  he  would  tell  the  Meteor's  Might ; 
j  An  AJirolabe  to  them  that  mifs, 
j  The  skill  of  knowing  what  it  is ; 

I  I  muft  declare  ’tis  found  by  fome, 

!  Who  skilful  Star-gazers  become. 

An  Inftrument  *,  made  to  defcry, 

I  All  Planets  heights,  that  move  on  high, 
j  Can  tell  what  heights  the  Sun,  with  Tryal, 
j  And  Hours,  much  better  than  a  Dial, 

I  Of  Motions,  and  of  Diftances, 

I  Of  Tengths  and  Breadths  in  all  Degrees ; 

t 
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By  which  the  Barber  made  it  known 
It  wanted  two  long  Hours  to  one. 

Sir,  fays  the  Beaft,  when  he  came  in, 

Dilpoling  now  to  fhave  agen  ; 

This  Day  a  noted  Friday  is, 

The  Month  is  Safar*^  as  you  guefs ; 

Which  from  the  Annal  fifty  three, 

Our  Prophet’s  great  Retreatment,  'we  S 

From  Mecha  to  Medina  fee,  ^ 

And  in  the  Numbers,  given  of  Years 
When  the  Epocha  plain  appears ; 

Of  great  f  hkinder  with  two  Horns, 

Whofe  facred  Name  the  Art  adorns., 

We  find  that  Mars  and  Mercury 
Conjundlive  joyn’d,  do  fignify 
That  you  can’t  choofe  a  better  Day 
For  taking  of  your  Beard  away  ; 

But  on  the  other  hand,  pray  mind, 

The  fameConjundion  thus  delign’d 
Is  a  bad  Prefage  too,  that  thence 
May  bring  you  Inconvenience  ; 

Which  if  imprudent  you  receive. 

It  may  attend  you  whilfi:  you  live. 

To  fhun  it  then,.  Sir,  be  fo  wife. 

And  thank  me  for  my  good  Advice  ; 

This  Counfel  Knoyiflcdge  now  prepares, 

And  my  good  Judgment  in  the  Stars. 

Now,  Gentlemen,  I  hope  you  guefs, 

That  have  already  heard  my  Cafe, 

How  I  could  like,  and  ho'W  difpenfe 
With  this  begun  Impertinence. 

My  Heart  that  on  the  Lady’s  Score 
W as  wafiing  then  the  Minutes  o’er. 

But  very  little  pleas’d  cou’d  be 
With  this  vile  Fool’s  Aftronomy  ; 

1  told  him,  therefore,  in  fome  Heat, 

I  car’d  not  what  he  did  repeat ; 

Nor  did  my  Head  that  Moment  prize, 

Tiis  grand  Predidions,  or  x\dvice  ; 

Thii  Tear  6f^ ,  is  one  of  the  Hegira ,  the  conwion  Epocha  of  the 
Mahometans. 

f  Alexander  the  Great ,  rrho  is  forneumes  caWd  by  the  Arabians  Is- 
kinder^^jr;/^  the  two  Horns, 
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Or  any  way  concern’d  could  be 
With  his  acute  Chronology. 

You  now  came  hither,  Sir,  to  fhave, 

Pray  do  fo,  and  your  T enets  fave  ; 

No  Speeches  farther,  pray,  Sir,  fhave, 

Or  rii  another  Barber  have. 

The  Caitiff  then,  beyond  all  Grace, 

With  a  ftanch  Dulnefs  in  his  Face, 

Another  Barber,  Sir,  fays  he. 

You  can  no  other  have  like  me  : 

You  late  did  for  a  Barber  call, 

A  Barber  ’twas,  and  that  was  all  : 

A  common  Barber,  but  in  me 
You  have  one  of  extreme  Degree  ; 

The  bed:  in  Bagdad  you  have  found. 

It  may  be  in  the  Nation  round  ; 

Befides,  that  Title  is  too  low, 

For  I  am  a  Phylician  too. 

Chymiftry  know  profoundly  v/ell, 

An  Aftrologue  infallible. 

Grammarian  finifh’d.  Orator, 

Logician,  fubtle  as  Du  Flour. 

In  Mathematicks  all  agree 
Pm  vers’d ;  as  firft.  Geometry^ 

Arithmetick,  Aflronomy ; 

And  all  Divifions,  without  flaw 
Of  Ptolemy  in  Algebra  : 

Hiftorians  never  could  difperfe 
More  Kingdoms  of  the  Univerfe : 

Befides,  mod  learned  Sir,  I  know 
Whence  all  Philofophy  do’s  flow  ; 

My  Skill  their  falfe  Tradition  mends^ 

I  have  all  at  my  Fingers  ends. 

I’ve  Poetry,  Architedure  got ; 

I  am,  alas  !  what  am  I  not  ? 

There’s  nothing  in  grave  Nature  lies 
That  can  be  hidden  from  my  Eyes  : 

Your  Father  late,  to  whofe  fad  Death 
In  Memory  of  T ears  bequeath. 

My  radiant  Merits  did  convince. 

Who  fpoke  of  me  ’mongd  Men  of  Senfe  ; 
As  if  I  th’  nobled  Artid  were 
That  ever  fliav’d,  or  dipt  a  Hair  ; 

And  now,  to  give  his  Friendfhip  due, 

Pm  willing  to  take  up  with  you  ; 
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Prote£l;ion  choofe  then,  make  amends, 

You’ll  find  the  Stars  are  all  my  Friends. 

This  Stulf,  good  Sirs,  he  chatter’d  off, 

Which  I  confefs  had  made  me  laugh. 

But  that  the  Bell  for  Prayers  begun. 

And  I  was  mad  to  have  him  done  ; 

Crys  I,  ye  Pratler,  hold  your  Peace, 

Will  you  yet  fhave  me,  will  you  ceafe 
Sir,  anfwers  he,  you  can’t  accompt 
For  giving  me  this  vile  Affront ; 

You  call  me  Pratler,  but  the  known 
Of  thofe  who  are  in  Judgment  grown, 

The  worthy  Name  of  Silent  give 
When  they  would  my  Difcourfe  receive. 

’Tis  true,  I  had  fix  Brethren  once, 

Whom  Pratlers  you  might  well  pronounce. 

And  to  diflinguifli  right  their  Fames, 

I  think  it  fit  you  know  their  Names ; 

The  firfi:  was  Backbone^  fhort  and  black, 

The  fecond  Backhra^  third  Backbac  ; 

Barbrack  the  fourth,  fifth  Almafled ; 

The  fixth  was  Schacabak  the  red, 

Thefe  were  Impertinent  with  Noife, 

But  for  my  part,  as  younger  Choice, 

I  ftill  was  found  mute  and  concife, 

My  1  earn’d  Difcourfes  grave  and  wife. 

Oh !  Gentlemen,  you’re  now  affur’d 
Th’  AfTairination  I  endur’d  ,* 

Give  him,  fays  I  to  th’  Houfekeeper, 

Who,  waiting  my  Commands,  was  there, 

A  Piece,  and  fend  the  Devil  away, 

For  I  will  not  be  fhav’d  to  day. 

How,  Sir,  faid  he,  with  Farting  then  ! 

Not  fhav’d  to  day,  what  is’t  you  mean  ? 

Did  you  not  fend  for  me  to  come, 

And  take  me  from  my  Houfe  at  home  } 

Made  me  negledt  my  Bufinefs  there, 

As  I’m  a  Muffulman  I  fwear 
By  the  grand  Faith  I  owe  to  that. 

You  muF  and  fhall  be  fhav’d,  that’s  flat ; 

Your  Face  fliall  feel  my  artful  Force, 

Or  I’ll  not  Fir  out  of  your  Doors ; 

If  you  my  Virtues  value  not. 

That  is  not,  fhall  not,  be  my  Fault. 


Your 


I  ^Barber^  Fury,  23  9 

Your  noble  Father  Juflice  did 
Whene’er  he  fent  for  me  to  bleed  : 

;  Sit  down,  fays  he,  in  Elbow  Chair, 

^  And  fome  fine  Matters  let  me  hear ; 

I  kept  him  in  continual  Strain, 

I  talk’d,  I  ravifli’d  him  again ; 

And  when  I  finifh’d  my  Difcourle, 

;  Oh  God !  cry’d  he,  what  rapid  Source  I 
What  inexhauftible  Degrees 
This  Barber  has  of  Sciences  ? 

No  Bard  his  depth  of  Knowledge  bears, 

And  each  one  muft  admire  that  hears. 

My  mofi:  dear  Sir,  faid  I  again, 

I  can’t  deferve  this  Honour  done  ; 

If  any  fine  thing  I  purfue 
’Tis  always  to  your  Favour  due, 

Your  liberal  Worth  infpires  my  time, 

And  makes  me  render  things  fublime  ; 

You  prune  my  Thoughts  with  artful  Eafe, 

And  give  me  Happinefs  to  pleafe. 

One  Day  when  I  regal’d  his  Brain 
With  a  mofi  admirable  Strain, 

I  Give  him,  fays  he,  for  this  Difcourfe 
'  An  hundred  Pieces  in  a  Purfe, 

,  Fetch  him  a  rich  Robe  never  worn, 
i  We  mufi  this  wond’rous  Wit  adorn  ; 

,  The  Servant  his  Commands  purfu’d, 

:  And  not  to  taint  my  Gratitude, 

!  His  Horofcope  I  ftraight  outdrew, 
i  And  found  it  happy,  as  ’twas  true ; 

'  And  to  declare  my  grateful  Mood, 

,  With  Cupping  Glalfes  let  him  Blood. 

I  This  long  Harangue,  near  half  an  Hour, 

I  Patch’d  full  of  Lies,  his  Tongue  did  fhower,. 

And  tho’  a  fretful  Rage  did  fway. 

Yet  then  I  knew  not  what  to  fay  ; 

I  ’Till  I  at  lafi,  with  cautious  Heed, 

Thought  Mildnefs  better  would  fucceed  ; 

For  Heavens  fake,  faid  I,  then  (cool) 

Since  fine  Difcourfes  make  me  dull, 

Difpatch  me  prefently,  I  pray, 

For  I  have  an  Affair  to  day 
'Fhat  to  the  lafi  Importance  tends, 

Shave  me,  and  be  my  beft  of  Friends. 
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At  thefe  Words  fpoke,  fo  mild  and  fair, 

The  Hound  with  his  Laconick  Air, 

That  more  Impertinence  gave  place. 

Laugh’d  out  to  fee  my  modeft  Grace. 

It  would,  faid  he,  mofl  gravely  then, 

Be  a  rare  Topick  amongft  Men, 

If  we  our  Paffions  could  refrain. 

Or  that  our  Minds  were  of  one  Strain  ; 

That  fo  we  might  grave  Temper  prize, 

And  always  be  accounted  wife. 

Your  Humour  late,  that  I  agree, 

Shew’d  feeming  Anger  turn’d  at  me, 

Is  your  Diftemper,  which  do’s  caufe 
A  Change,  and  not  what  Rcafon  draws : 

For  Reafon  fays,  you  fhould  receive 
Some  wife  Inftruclions  I  can  give, 

And  take  for  your  Example  there 
Your  Father  and  your  Grandfather  ; 

Who  when  Refults  would  not  agree, 

Came  wifely  and  confulted  me; 

Who,  without  Vainnefs,  eas’d  their  Minds, 

They  prov’d  my  Counfel  in  all  kinds ; 

And  would  you  do  as  they  have  done, 

You  without  Hazard  might  go  on. 

Obferve  me.  Sir,  and  take  good  heed, 

In  Enterprize  Men  don’t  fucceed, 

Unlefs  they  properly  advife 

With  fome  quick-lighted  Friends,  and  wife  ; 

Which,  as  the  Proverb  aptly  tells, 

Is  one  that  is  like  me, —  not  elfe. 

Here,  here  I  am.  Sir,  fix’d  and  bound 
To  any  Service  you’ll  propound  ; 

T o  ad,  or  counfel,  Ipeak,  or  write, 

And  fet  you  in  a  fairer  Light. 

Confound  your  damn’d  Impertinence, 

Cry’d  I,  and  your  Hobgoblin  Senfe, 

That  do’s  in  no  Regard  proceed. 

But  only  means  to  Iplit  m.y  Head, 

And  keep  me  from  a  Place  of  Blifs 
Where  I  fhould  reap  all  Happinefs. 

Shave  me,  I  fay, — let  it  be  done, 

Begin  this  Moment,  or  be  gone. 

Then  in  a  Huff  I  ftorm’d  and  fwore, 

And  flamp’d  my  Foot  againlt  the  Floor; 

My 
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My  Rage  fuch  A6ls  of  Paflion  had, 

He  well  might  think  I  was  half  mad, 

When  this  egregious  Devil  had  feen 
The  horrid  Anger  I  was  in. 

No  more,  faid  he,  I  will  begin; 

Then  lather’d  me  with  Ball  well  hz’d, 

And  his  bright  metal’d  Razor  poiz’d  ; 

But  four  Sweeps  he  had  fcarcely  given] 

My  Face,  but  llopping,  cry’d.  By  Heaven^ 
Your  Halfinefs  fuch  Tranlports  rais’d, 

,  I  muft  needs  tell  you  I’m  amaz’d  ; 

’  ’Tis,  Sir,  the  Devil  that  do’s  controul, 
i  And  fway  the  Motions  of  your  Soul ; 
i  This  makes  my  Merits  of  light  Strain, - 
;  My  great  Coniiderations  vain  : 
j  This  makes  my  fhining  Virtues  dull, 

'  My  Knowledge  weak,  and  I  a  Fool ; 
i  Retards  all  Judgment  from  your  Eyes, 

That  God-like  fhould  your  Heart  furprize  \ 

But  I  refolve,  maturely  grave, - - 

Damme,  fays  I,  refolve  to  fliave  ; 

;  Share,  lhave  me,  ye  eternal  Fop^ 

The  Suds  that  ye  half  left  me,  itop 
My  Tongue  from  Railing.  bVr,  Pve  done^ 

,  Reply' d  the  Rafcal^  and  went  on 
So  far,  that  now  the  Rogue  was  got 
From  my  Chin  part  down  to  my  Throat. 
Stop,  flop  your  Mouth,  cry’d  he,  good  Sir^ 
For  fear  I  hurt  your  Jugular  ; 

Whofe  extra  rifing  may  betray 
Your  Life  at  every  Word  you  fay  ; 

Let  Moderation  gently  foar. 

Then  pratled  half  an  Hour,  or  more. 

The  Clock,  faid  I,  juft  T welve  has  gone^ 
Speak,  fpeak  no  more,  go  on,  go  on. 
iPaft  Twelve,  he  cry’d,  it  cannot  be,* 

But  to  refolve  ye  Pll  go  fee. 

His  Aftrolabe  then  ifraight  he  felt^ 

And  clapping  Razor  in  his  Belt, 

Into  the  Yard  he  quick  do’s  run 
'  To  take  the  Noon-tide  by  the  Sun  ; 
iThen  coming  back,  ’tis  not  that  Hour,^ 

I  Says  he,  by  Aftronomick  Power; 

My  Aftrolabe  each  Minute  knows. 

No  matter  how  the  Dial  goes. 
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Think,  Sirs,  how  much  I  was  in  Wrath, 

My  Beard  half  fhav’d,  the  reft  in  Froth  ; 

My  Eyes  with  Rage  did  wildly  ftare, 

Was  half  a  Beau,  and  half  a  Bear  ; 

I  would  have  fpoke  a  raving  Oath 
But  half  the  Suds  ran  in  my  Mouth, 

’Till  fwallowing  fome,  wiping  the  reft, 

I  thus  began.-”- — Ye  curfed  Beaft,  * 

Fiend,  that  my  Soul  has  fill’d  with  Hurry^ 

You  are  no  Barber,  you’re  a  Fury  ; 

Shaver  of  Mifchief,  Son  of  Bitch, 

I  know  not  how  to  frame  my  Speech  ; 

Nor  what  ’tis  ftops  me  with  fud  Face 
From  Strangling  of  a  Whelp  fo  bafe, 

Ye  Cur,  ye  motley  Brach.— — Holdj  Slr^ 

Of  devilijh  Pajfio'rz  pray  take  care^ 

Cthe  Scoundrel  crfd^  and  with  grave  Look 
From  off  his  Belt  the  Razor  took. 

And  when  I  three  Sweeps  more  had  got 
His  Weapon  then  had  pafs’d  my  Throat ; 

But  yet  his  Tongue  could  not  forbear 
To  ask  what  Buiinefs  urg’d  this  Care, 

And  what  ’tw^as  I  was  going  about. 

That  made  my  Paflion  fo  break  out  ? 

Well,  well,  ikid  I,  if  that’s  the  Cafe, 

And  that  will  make  ye  end  my  Face, 

I’m  going  now  fome  Friends  to  meet, 

That  in  a  merry  Hour  think  fit 
To  dine,  and  drink  a  Glafs  by  th’  by, 

Upon  my  Health’s  Recovery. 

This,  tho’  a  Lye,  I  thought  muft  do, 

Provided  he  could  think  it  true. 

When  this  was  faid,  the  Villain  then. 

As  if  he  was  the  beft  of  Men, 

Put  a  dull  Air  upon  his  Face, 

Heaven  profper.  Sir,  fays  he,  your  Days  \ 

May  that  Difeafe  you  late  have  born 
Approach  no  more,  nor  Heat  return 
To  hurry  your  Soul’s  brighter  part. 

From  Judgment  of  my  fage  Defert : 

The  Story  of  your  merry  Treat 

Amongft  your  Friends,  with  mine  do’s  meet ; 

Who  have  invited  five  or  fix 
To  dine,  and  with  good  Humour  mix. 
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And  turn  the  pahive  Hours  of  Day 
To  Mirth  that  fhall  be  brisk  and  gay. 

’Twas  now  I  thought  I  had  the  Fate 
To  make  the  Fellow  ceafe  to  prate  .* 

1  told  him  then,  tho’  Friends  had  Power 
To  bring  me  out,  yet  I  had  ftore 
Of  good  Proviiions  left  P  appear, 

And  if  he  would  difpatch  me  here 
I’d  give  it  all ;  to  make  Amiends, 

Treat  and  be  merry  with  his  Friends ; 

'  Bottles  too,  fine  he  fhould  agree  ’em. 

!  Blefs  you,  fays  he,  pray  let  me  fee  ’em  ? 

I  With  that,  to  pleafe  him,  one  was  there 
I  I  fent  to  bring  in  the  good  F are  ; 

A  Lamb,  four  Capons,  and  fome  Fifh, 
Twelve  Ortolans  to  make  a  Difh, 

As  many  Pitchers  of  good  Wine. 

’Tis  well,  cry’d  he,  ’tis  very  fine  ; 

And  with  fome  Sweeps  more  after  this 
Ke  made  a  fhift  to  end  my  Phiz, 

Pleas’d  with  this  liberal  Happinefs. 

When  he  had  done  he  made  a  Bow, 

Was  almofi:  to  the  Ground  as  low  ; 

And  cry’d,  your  Father,  Sir,  1  find 
In  each  part  of  your  gen’rous  Mind  ; 

I  thank  ye  for  your  noble  Care, 

My  Friends  too  fhall  your  Bounty  fhare. 
And  now  I’ll  tell  ye  who  they  are. 

No,  no,  fays  I,  that  Pains  don’t  take, 

And  pray.  Sir,  let  me  fee  your  Back. 

My  Back,  crys  he,  e’er  I  make  known 
My  Friends  to  blefs  this  Bounty  fhewm, 

’Fore  gad  it  mufi:  not  be. - The  firft 

In  proper  Station  born  and  nurs’d, 

Is  one  that  th’  good  Employment  hath 
Of  rubbing  People  at  the  Bath 
To  clear  their  Skins,  his  Name  Zaniout 
The  fecond  Sali^  goes  about 
The  ample  Streets  of  Bagdad  round. 

And  crys  boil’d  Peafe,  three  Sols  a  Pound, 
In  husks,  or  out,  as  he  thinks  fit ; 

A  Man  that  great  Renown  do’s  get 
Mongft  Female  Kind  wEo  fiarch  and  knit. 
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The  third  Sallout^  who  barters  Beans ; 

The  fourth  Askerfcha^  that  fells  Greens, 

Carrots,  and  Turnips,  fit  for  Queens. 

Aboumkerez^  who  lays  the  Duft, 

And  Cafem^  hardy,  flout,  and  Jufl, 

At  Halbert  good  for  Blow  or  Thruft  ; 

Who  famous  ever  was  prepar’d 
The  Caliph's  befl  of  his  Life-guard. 

Amongfl  thefe  Perfons  there’s  not  one 
That’s  quarrelfome  or  peevifh  growm, 

They’ll  have  more  Pleafure  at  their  Sport 
Than  th’  Caliph  has  with  his  gay  Court : 

None  of  all  thefe  but  Wit  propounds, 

Confound  ’em  all,  crys  I,  Odz — ds, 

Shall  I  not  yet  be  quiet  made 
Tho’  you  are  feafled,  and  you’re  paid, 

Will  you  not  look  like  one  that  goes, 

That  I  may  now  put  on  my  Cloaths  ? 

You  fliall  do’t  inflantly,  crys  he. 

But  one  thing  you  mufl  hear  from  me  ; 

’Tis  of  'Zantout^  the  firfl  of  thefe, 

The  Wit  I  told  you,  that  fells  Peafe ; 

A  Song  he  fings  call’d  Bagdad's  Choice, 

P'or  you  mufl  know  he  has  a  Voice, 

And  chants,  like  Bngliftj  D'Urfey  Whims, 

Of  Humour  upon  all  Extremes ; 

’Tis  of  l^om  Stich^  and  do’s  belong 
T o  one  o’th  Opera’s  there  fling  ; 

When  Caponides  trills  and  fqueaks, 

And  Nonfenfe  with  the  Audience  takes. 

I  fliake  jufl  like  him,  lend  your  Ear, 

And  Trillo  fliall  with  f^^t  appear  : 

The  Paper’s  here,  to  make  this  good, 

Which  he’d  prefent  do  what  I  cou’d. 

The  Barber’/  comical  Song ^  Recitative  and  Atr ^  ahtifing^ 

the  O  P  E  R  a’s.  I 

Recitative.  | 

t 

From  Shipboard  rais’d  on  high  in  crofs-leg’d  Poflnre, 

From  toping  two  full  Pots  to  raife  new  Vigour, 

I  from  my  VvTdlock  am  like  Infedl  roving,  i 

To  fcek  from  yon’  gay  Tttha  Rofe  frelb  Odour-  | 

Air-.; 
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That  "Tuba  Rofe,  my  Friends,  when  faid 
Touch’d  me  fo  clofe,  it  made  me  mad. 
But  now  for  the  Air.j 

A  I  R. 

Ah  me,  poor  love-fick  humble  Bee, 

That  fly  o’er  T rees  fo  tall  and  proper. 

To  meet  my  Tuneful  Cowlady  ; 

And  hear  her  ling  an  Air  at  Supper. 

Ah,  dearefl:  Cow, - 

Ah,  dearefl:  Cow, - 

Ah,  dearefl:  dearefl:  Cowlady, 

Since  I  by  Fate  am  thine  ; 

Say  then,  fweet  Hum, - 

Sweet  Buz  and  Hum  ; - 

Sweet  Hum  and  Buz,  or  Buz  and  Hum, 

Thou  ever  wilt  be  mine. 


This  Song,  Sirs,  with  an  aukward  Face, 
And  your  Italian  fingers  Grace, 

He  breath’d  me  out,  tho’  not  in  Tune, 

Then  danc’d  me  Cafer/Is  Rigadoon  ^ 

Whilfl:  I  bewail’d  my  Defiiny, 

Ready  to  laugh,  ready  to  cry  ; 

Unfit  to  fay  or  do  a  thing 

That  could  him  to  Conclufion  bring, 

’Till  he  at  lafl:  addrelfing  on 
I’m  now.  Sir,  going  to  be  gone  ; 

But  I’ve  a  generous  Thought  that  lays 
You  may,  Sir,  do  me  fpecial  Grace  ; 
Which  is,  that  you  will  be  fo  free 
To  leave  your  trivial  Company,' 

:And  be  fo  good  to  dine  with  me. 

jYour  Friends,  perhaps,  for  want  of  Senfes, 

;May  tcize  you  with  Impertinences, 

•And  bring  again  your  Malady, 

From  which  you  have  jufl:  now  got  free  ; 
But  this  you  know,  you’re  fure  of  me  : 
Who  ftill  fnall  pleafe  ye  with  the  force 
Of  my  Incomp’rable  Difcourfe. 

Now  not  with  (landing  all  my  Rage, 

And  the  vail  Love  that  did  engage, 

This  Rogue’s  confounded  Impudence, 
lAnd  Volume  of  Impertinence, 
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Made  me  a  Smile  half  ailed  fhew, 

Yet  I  to  anfwer  him  cry’d  no  ; 

I  could  not  to  his  Friends  be  Ihewn, 

But  mull  make  ready  for  my  own. 

Nothing  was  yet  to  help  me  found, 

My  Miidnefs  gain’d  of  him  no  Ground  ; 

But  after  what  I  faid,  crys  he, 

Sir,  you’ve  improv’d  my  Modefly, 

And  I’m  afliam’d  I  did  not  own 
The  Folly  I  have  lately  done. 

To  let  you  meet  your  Friends  alone. 

You  have  moil  freely  given  a  Treat 
T o  mine,  of  precious  Wine  and  Meat ; 

And  in  return  what  Beall  am  I 
Not  t’  offer  ye  my  Company  ; 

Let  ’em  regale,  be  merry  too, 

Be  pleas’d  to  take  me.  Sir,  with  you. 

My  Merits,  and  my  comick  Strain, 

Flumour,  and  Learning  too,  not  vain, 

Your  bed  of  Friends  ihall  entertain. 

I’ll  carry  draight  your  Prefent  home, 

And  indantly  to  you  I’ll  come  : 

If  you  have  there  engag’d  a  Fead 
1  ihall  be  found  the  jprr/'/iiere  Jed  ; 

You’ll  pleafe  ’em  all  with  bringing  me, 
i’m  fuch  engaging  Company. 

Heavens,  cry’d  I  then,  v/ill  nothing  do, 

Confider,  Friend,  Avhat  you  purfue  } 

The  People  I  Ihall  meet  with  there 
Are  of  a  different  Charadler, 

Not  prone  to  any  other  thing 
But  what  Diveriion  we  fhall  bring. 

No  Jed,  crys  he,  they  e’er  will  fpeak 
But  I  ihall  dill  Diveriion  make  : 

Your  Modedy  is  much  too  nice 
In  thus  refufing  one  fo  wife  ; 

But  I’ll  controul  your  Humour  now, 

And  to  oblige  ye  make  a  Vow 
To  go  with  ye,  and  drew  my  Skill, 

Do  what  you  can,  fay  what  you  wilL 
I  rav’d  again,  but  ’twas  all  one. 

The  Slave  went  on  as  he  begun, 

And  I  had  no  way  pertinent 
At  lad,  but  giving  my  ConTent ; 
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I  {hall,  thinks  I,  then  get  him  our, 

And  to  avoid  him  make  no  doubt. 

Well,  well,  faid  I,  you’ve  gain’d  your  Ends, 

You  lhall,  Sir,  go  and  fee  my  Friends ; 

Your  over-a6led  Courtefy 

Has  manag’d  this  Confent  from  me. 

Go  then  and  carry  home  your  F eaft, 

And  take  my  Servants  to  alTill: ; 

Whence  foon  return,  as  you  think  bed. 

And  you  will  find  me  ready  dreft. 

This  curfed  Beard-clipper,  that  itood 
And  faw  me  adl:  a  Humour  good. 

Much  better  than  he  had  deferv’d. 

And  with  my  Prefent  being  well  ferv’d. 

Went  out  that  Moment,  telling  me 
He’d  be  returning  infiantly. 

This  pleas’d  me  beyond  all  Affairs, 

Foe  now  the  Saints  Bell  rang  to  Prayers, 

And  I,  in  fpite  of  his  vile  Crime, 

Had  v/ith  my  Miftrefs  kept  the  time  ; 

The  fav’rite  Moment  coming  on. 

As  being  juft  ’twixt  Twelve  and  One  ; 

But  this  damn’d  Fellow  born  to  be 
In  every  kind  a  Plague  to  me. 

Went  home,  and  chancing  then  to  find 
His  Friends  not  come,  as  they  defign’d. 

Return’d  with  Speed,  as  he  thought  fit, 

And  faw  me  coming  thro’  the  Street ; 

That  I  had  baulk’d  him  ftraight  he  knew, 

But  yet  that  he  might  Mifchief  do, 

Me  at  the  Door  he  foon  had  feen 
Where  the  great  Cadiz  liv’d  let  in  ; 

Saw  my  fair  Saint,  whofe  Eyes  ftroke  deep, 

Divinely  from  her  Window  peep  ; 

And  finding  me  fuch  Favour  (hare, 

Muft  think  ’twas  Love  that  brought  me  there  ; 

A  kind  old  Woman  ftraight  made  way 
And  brought  me  up  where  Beauty  lay  ; 

Where  my  fond  Heart  receiv’d  a  Feaft 
Of  Pleaftire  not  to  be  exprefs’d. 

Gut-beard  ftood  watching  all  this  time. 

And  I,  my  Joy  was  fo  fublime. 

Had  tir’d  the  Hours  that  hurry ’d  on. 

And  ftay’d  fo  long  ’till  Prayers  were  done  : 
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But  fcarce  did  I  with  Love  purfue, 

Th’  Etfcdts  of  this  dear  Interview, 

But  at  the  Door  a  Noife^vve  heard  ; 

For  which  my  Angel,  not  prepar’d, 

Found  that  it  was  her  Father  come 
Before  he  was  expedled  home. 

She  knew  his  rigid  Humour  well, 

And  how  t’  excufe  me  could  not  tell ; 

Yet  hop’d,  altho’  fhe  me  had  met, 

He’d  not  to  her  Apartmient  get ; 

But  that  fhe  fhould,  with  little  flay. 

Get  me  from  thence  convey’d  away. 

But  now,  whilft  He  my  Soul  did  cheat, 

You  fhall  another  Story  hear  ; 

And  how  this  Shaver,  doubly  curft, 

Still  plagu’d  me,  as  he  did  at  firft. 

The  Reverend  Cadiz  taking  Care 
Of  managing  his  Houfe  Affair, 

Had,  for  fome  grand  Performance  flipt. 

Order’d  a  Slave  to  be  well  whipt ; 

Y/ho  feeling  the  Effedts,  his  Voice 
Extended  with  outrageous  Noife, 

And  made  fuch  Clamour  within  Doors 
As  if  a  Hangman  fhew’d  his  Force  ; 

Which  made  this  Devil,  who  flood  clofe 
Where  I  fiift  faw  the  Tuba  Rofe, 

Hearing  the  Blows  repeated  be. 

And  the  Cry  lafl,  believe  ’twas  me  ; 

And  that  the  Cadiz^  known  fevere. 

Had  flafh’d  me  for  my  coming  there. 

Mad  Vvdth  a  Ciime  of  Wrong  fuppofe, 

With  furious  halle  away  he  goes ; 

Calls  all  my  Servants  inftantiy, 

And  every  Neighbour  that  was  by  ; 

Tells  all  the  Story  known  of  late, 

And  how  that  odious  Magiflrate 
Finding  I  to  his  Daughter  flipt, 

Had,  like  a  Scnool-boy,  vilely  whipt. 

The  gather’d  Mob  the  Cadiz  hated. 

And  hearing  now  this  T ale  related  ; 

That  they’d  pull  down  the  Houfe,  they  cry’d, 
Were  I  not  freed,  and  fatisfy’d. 

Their  Rage  the  Barber  Prove  t’  augment, 

A.nd  to  his  fland’rous  Tongue  gave  vent ; 
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And  hearing  the  old  Father  fwear 
That  never  any  Man  came  there, 

Runs  up  to  him  with  Oaths  and  Yells, 

And  this  prodigious  Story  tells. 

Ye  curfed  Cadiz^  how  fhould  you 
Know  all  things  in  your  Houfe  they  do  ? 

Your  Daughter  hides  her  am’rous  League, 
And  you  know  nought  of  her  Intrigue  ; 

’Till  you  the  rent’rous  Y’oungfter  got, 

And  llaflit  him  for  his  loving  Fault ; 

But  I  mull  tell  your  mud  led  Brain 
She  knows  how  fhe  fhould  entertain ; 

She  gave  him  tender  Entrance  when 
Your  Honour  pray’d  and  cry’d  Amen. 
Appear’d  with  Charms  kind  Lovers  draw. 
And  this  that  I  declare — I  faw. 

Oh  horrid  Monller!  fit  for  Jayl, 

Oh  poys’nous  Tongue  !  beyond  avail, 

Did  ever  Fiend  tell  fuch  a  Tale  ? 

The  Cadiz.,  as  I  told  you  here, 

Was  grave,  and  wife,  and  moll  fevere  ; 

To  Honour  ty’d,  and  Dignity, 

So  regular  to  his  family, 

That  if  his  Daughter  wild  had  bin, 

And  wantonly  had  let  lue  in  ; 

She  managing  no  more  Efiays, 

Had  loft  his  Grace  her  refl  of  Days. 

The  Lady  too  was  quite  undone, 

At  this  vile  Speech  was  carry’d  on  ; 

Who  knov/ing  what  was  done  of  late 
Was  to  retrieve  my  Soul  from  Fate, 

Was  almofi:  to  Diltradlion  brought' 

To  find  her  Charity — her  Fault ; 

But  I  confounded  more  had  been, 

I  trembled,  and  durll  not  be  feen  ; 

But  got  up  to  fome  R.oom  above 
To  hide  me  from  that  burflling  Drove. 

Mean  time  pray  mind  the  Father’s  Cafe, 

Who  glad  to  give  the  People  Eafe, 

Declar’d  he  nothing  knev/  of  me  ; 

That  they  fhould  fearch,  that  they  fhould  fee  ; 
That  he  well  knew  his  Daughter’s  Care, 

Had  ne’er  efpous’d  that  flrange  Affair  ; 

Which  hearing  they  got  quickly  loofe, 

And  all  went  in  to  fearch  the  Houfe. 
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Whilft  they  were  gone  with  Mobbifh  Hurry, 

T o  fave  me  from  the  Father’s  Fury, 

I  look’d  about  my  new  got  Place 
To  feek  what  Hole  to  hide  me  was ; 

And  accidentally  a  CheO: 

I  found,  where  Lumber  had  been  prefs’d  ; 

Old  Shirts  and  Stockings,  Coats  and  Hats, 

Witn  Med’cines  ftow’d  in  Gallipots. 

In  fliort  more  Scents  it  did  inclofe 
1  han  ever  damnify ’d  a  Nofe  ; 

But  thefe  were  Eiiences  to  me 
If  I  could  hide  iir  t,  and  be  free. 

A  catching  Lock  there  was  that  would 
Have  clos’d  me  well,  but  e’er  I  could 
EnfcoT^ce  comes  up  this  Devil  agen. 

IGith,  Sir,  you’re  right,  fays  he,  get  in  ; 

^Befr  way  to  be  unknown  you  take. 

I’ll  bear  ye  off  upon  my  Back  ; 
i  he  Neighbours  here  are  ready  too 
T o  help  ye  without  more  ado. 

With  that  he  took  the  Chef:  away. 

Not  hearing  what  I  had  to  fay ; 

But  call’d  his  Neighbours,  one  by  one, 

T o  help  him  with  his  Burthen  down. 

I  was  fo  flunn’d  at  this  flrange  Ill 
I  let  him  do’t,  and  fo  lay  fill ; 

Believing  if  I  fell  in  Rage 
His  act  1  could  not  difengage. 

But  now  behold  the  Curfe  I  got 
By  this  damn’d  bufy  Fellow’s  Plot ; 

They  made  fuch  hade  with  their  Affairs, 

And  went  fo  jumbling  down  the  Stairs, 

This  curfed  Barber  dipt  at  lad. 

And  down  ten  Steps  the  Ched  was  cad. 

My  Leg  fo  vile  a  Sprain  it  gave 
No  Remedy  I’m  like  to  have  c 
Yet  tho’  this  fatal  Mifchief  came. 

And  I’m  to  be  for  ever  lame  ; 

Tho’  thus  my  Body  plagu’d  mud  be 
By  this  vile  Scoundrel’s  Villany, 

Yet  what  fell  afterwards  gave  more 
Of  W rong  than  I  had  known  before. 

The  Cadiz^  that  had  noted  all, 

•  Stood  jud  below,  and  faw  me  fail  * 
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Found  that  the  Barber  right  had  been, 

And  that  tiis  Daughter  let  me  in  ; 

The  Shame  of  which,  in  its  Degree, 

So  naufeous  to  his  Gravity, 

He  made  a  Speech  the  Mob  to  quell, 

And  (huts  Amanda  in  a  Cell. 

Own’d  there  fome  wanton  Truth  muft  be. 

And  w'ould  have  known  the  Truth  from  me  ; 
But  I,  with  Pain  by  my  flrange  Sore, 

Made  fhift  to  get  me  out  of  Door  y 
And  hobling  then,  tho’  not  apace. 

Not  far  from  thence  I  found  a  Place 
Where  liv’d  a  Friend  that  baulk’d  the  Rout, 
Lock’d  me  foon  in,  and  kept  them  out ; 

The  Barber  and  his  motley  Crew, 

That  he  had  rais’d,  my  Love  t’  undo. 

Now,  Sirs,  you  find  me  quite  undone, 

My  Love  betray’d,  my  Miftrefs  gone ; 

The  Cadiz,  raging  to  degree 
Againfi;  his  Daughter  there,  and  me  ; 

Refolving  all  the  Truth  to  know 
Whatever  Scandal  it  might  fliew  ; 

Whilft  I,  that  did  the  Mifchief  find, 

That  now  I  ne’er  fnould  make  her  kind. 

And  that  her  Father’s  Anger  might 
Purfue  me  with  uncommon  Height ; 

Straight  left  the  Town  difturb’d  and  griev’d 
Where  he  and  this  curs’d  Barber  liv’d  ; 

Hoping,  tho’  lame,  to  find  fome  Eafe 
Where  he  Ikould  ne’er  my  Senfe  difpleafe. 

Now  to  Batfora  being  retir’d. 

And  here  a  friendly  Surgeon  hir’d. 

Fie  fcarce  one  Week  has  help’d  my  Evil, 

But  here  agen  I’ve  met  this  Devil. 

And  thus  you’ll  find  my  Tale  will  clofe. 

For  now  I’ve  met  my  worfi:  of  Foes, 

And  better  fhould  a  Treat  efteem 
With  Satan,  than  to  dine  with  him. 

And  now  the  noted  Tale  was  done 
The  Gentleman  would  fain  be  gone. 

Finding,  to  raife  the  Comedy, 

Barber  was  going  to  reply  ; 

Who  made  wry  Mouths,  with  Hums  and  Haws, 
As* if  he  would  controul  the  Caufe  ; 


But 
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But  they  that  heard  were  fo  well  pleas’d 
With  what  the  Gentleman  expreis’d, 

They  would  not  let  the  Shaver  fpeak, 

But  took  him  rudely  by  the  Neck, 

And  all  together  pray’d  the  Hoft 
He  might  not  fhare  the  Boil’d  nor  Roaft  ; 

Who,  willing  to  pleafe  all  were  there, 

Thrufl  Barber  out  to  dine  elfewhere  ; 

Refolv’d  no  farther  to  commence 
The  Plague  of  fuch  Impertinence. 
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Socrates  and  Timandra: 

O  R, 

Love  the  beft  Philosopher. 
The  firft  Moral  Story. 


1. 

Europe  gloried  in  her  Learn’d  and  Brave, 
And  Greece  from  many  Empires  bore  the  Prize ; 
When  Wealth  to  Arts  and  Arms  Precedence 
gave, 

And  Men  elleem’d  it  Grandeur  to  be  Wife: 

2. 


When  founding  Title  was  a  Trifle  thought, 
And  Virtue  prov’d  an  Ornament  of  State  ; 
Then  Socrates^  that  Rules  in  Athens  taught, 
Was  known  for  Judgment  to  be  truly  great. 


His  Soul  adorn’d  with  glorious  Sciences, 

And  Prudence,  which  did  all  his  Adlions  guide, 
Made  large  Atonement  for  the  taking  Grace, 
i  Which  Nature,  to  his  Perfon,  had  deny’d. 


4.  Negledl 
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4- 

Negle6lful  Nature,  Fav’rite  but  to  few, 

Had  fent  this  Jem  unpoliflit  to  the  Light ; 

Rough  in  the  Quarry  of  ingrateful  Hue, 

And  only  in  its  native  Virtue  bright. 

„  r* 

But  Fame,  to  make  Amends,  his  Worth  had  rais’d, 

Far  as  extended  Wings  the  Mafs  could  bear; 

And  with  loud  Eccho’s  of  repeated  Praife,  • 

Renown’d  his  Reputation  far  and  near. 

6. 

The  large  Efteem  he  gain’d,  of  Good  and  Wife, 

Had  o’er  the  Continent  fuch  ftrong  Ettedl, 

The  Natives,  and  oft-times  whole  Families 
Implor’d  his  Aid  to  councel  and  proteft. 

7- 

Amongfl  the  Reft,  a  Senator,  who  dy’dj 
And  to  the  Sage  did  perfedl  Friendlhip  bear  I 

Confiding  in  the  V irtue  he  had  try’d. 

Bequeath’d  his  darling  Daughter  to  his  Care. 

8 . 

Divine  "Timandra^  beautiful  as  Day, 

When  firft  the  facred  Fiat  Nature  bleft  ; 

All  that  was  Fair  did  in  her  Face  dilplay, 

Whilft  all  was  good  adorn’d  her  lovely  Breaft, 

A  poinant  Fancy,  mix’d  with  folid  Senfe, 

Grew  blooming  onward  from  her  Infant  tim.e  ; 

Whofe  Seeds  bleft  Reafon’s  Rules  did  influence, 

And  mellow’d  for  the  rare  Meridian  prime. 

10. 

The  grateful  Soil  to  make  maturely  fit 
F or  fam’d  Philofophy  to  cultivate. 

She  readily  prepar’d  to  form  her  Wit 

And  Knowledge,  daily  by  a  learn’d  Debate, 

11. 

For  Socrates  refolving  to  refine 

The  charming  Mould,  by  bounteous  Nature  given, 

With  willing  Labour  taught  her  Arts  divine, 

To  add  to  the  peculiar  Gift  of  Heaven. 

12. 

And  often  would  wear  out  the  tedious  Day 
To  hear  her  Reafons,  and  Difputes  admire  ; 

Dull  fpite  of  Knowledge,  like  an  Infedi:  play 
Around  her  Eyes,  not  thinking  they  w^ere  Fire. 
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13- 

Vv^hy  *  do  you  think  (moft  lovely  of  your  kind, 

Oft  would  he  fay)  the  Gods  made  you  fo  fair  ? 

Why  have  they  with  a  Drefs  adorn’d  your  Mind 
Uncommon  and  particularly  rare? 

14. 

They  chofe  you  not  thro’  Anger  or  Diftate, 

To  others  which  wife  Nature  did  produce  ; 

!  if  not  being  with  fuch  Beauty  blell: 

They  were  not  thought  fc  proper  for  their  Ufe  : 

If- 

But  to  proclaim  the  Soul’s  triumphant  Grace, 
Adorn’d  with  Reafon,  that  cssleftial  Charm, 

And  fliew  how  far  its  Luftre  do’s  furpafs 
The  outVv^ard  Ornament  of  radin?  Form. 

16. 

For  were  the  fweet  Attradlions  of  your  Eyes 
Lefs  prevalent  to  vanquifh  and  engage, 

Your  Conqueif  o’er  the  proud  Alfauits  of  Vice,' 
Would  be  but  weak  Example  to  the  Age. 

t,  .  O- 

But  when  in  the  moft  cel vcbrated  Piece, 

That  Nature  pleas’d  with  her  rare  V/otk  has  done. 

The  brighteft  Planet,  Paragon  of  Greece^ 

Who  gilds  the  Plains  like  the  Meridian  Sun: 

18. 

There  fhall  be  found  a  Soul  fo  nobly  Prong, 

So  firmly  ’gainft  all  Pafiions  fortified  ; 

Which  no  vain  Tranfports  here  below  can  wrongs 
Nor  from  cceleftial  Principles  divide, 

19. 

Plow  will  your  glorious  Story  charm  the  Minds 
Of  crowding  Nations,  and  great  Princes  Courts  ?' 

How  will  rafh  Libertines,  whom  Error  blinds, 

With  Shame  relied  upon  their  vain  Efforts  ? 

20. 

TimandrcC%  Fame  fhall  charm  th’  admiring  Throng, 
Her  Beauty  greatly  prais’d,  her  Virtue  more  : 

‘trmayidra  Tunes  the  Poets  noblefi;  Song 
With  Matter  to  his  Mufe  unknown  before^ 

*  The  flrjl  Lejfon  of  Socrates  to  Timandraa 
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21. 

Subilantial  Matter,  born  of  lofty  Thought, 

By  Wit  infpir’d,  and  drefs’d  in  artful  Phrafe ; 
More  pure  than  e’er  our  former  Sages  taught, 

Or  can  be  equall’d  in  lucceeding  Days. 

22. 

Then  when  your  Bayes,  that  muH:  be  always  green, 
Yearly  your  Temples  with  a  Wreath  fupplies ; 

I  too,  aloft,  (hall  glory  to  be  feen. 

Born  on  the  Plume  with  which  your  Eagle  flies. 


^3" 

xAnd  whilfl;  your  Fabrick  of  Philofophy 
Propt  on  the  Pillars  which  my  Art  did  raife. 
Exalts  its  Front  more  eminently  high. 

The  more  fhall  I  by  future  Bards  be  prais’d. 


24. 

Thus  with  a  Pleafure.^  fanciful  and  great, 

1  he  learn’d  Athenian  often  fpent  his  time  ; 

Teaching  new  Precepts  early  ftill  and  late, 

To  form  TmiandrA^  Knowledge  more  fublime. 

25. 

He  taught  her  how  wild  PalTions  fhould  be  curb’d, 
xA  Love  divine  be  priz’d,  a  Loofe  fupprefl: ; 

But  oft  was  in  this  rare  Defign  difturb’d 
By  an  Occafion  fatal  to  his  Reft. 

26. 

For  prudent,  as  the  noted  Sage  was  known, 

And  learn’d,  as  e’er  the  Schools  of  Athens  bred, 

There  yet  was  Failure  in  his  Judgment  fhewn. 

By  a  too  fpeedy  rafh  Confent  to  wed. 

27. 

T o  tye  that  fatal  Knot  too  with  a  Dame, 
Vexatious,  proud,  and  terrible  as  Death ; 

WTo  feem’d,  as  by  eternal  Doom  fhe  came. 

Only  to  keep  his  Virtue  ftill  in  Breath. 

28. 

For  tho’  from  Parents  honeft,  rich  and  wife. 

In  Greece^  of  good  Regard,  *  Zantippe  fprung  ; 

Her  Gharadler  more  grateful  did  not  rife. 

But  leften’d  by  the  Temped  of  her  Tongue. 


*  Wife  of  Socrates. 


29.  For 
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Love  the  b'efi  L^hilofopher. 


29. 

For  *  loud  as  Northern  Blafts  that  fwell  the  Deep, 
Adding  fear’d  Ruin  to  the  Merchant’s  Care  ; 

Perpetual  Jargon  did  her  Organs  keep 
In  conltant  Difeord,  and  unbated  Y\f ar. 

30. 

A  pale  lean  Vifage,  fraught  with  envious  Air, 
Difcolour’d  Lips,  and  upward  turning  Nofe  ; 

Brows  deditute  orAvell-becoming  Hair, 

Depidls  too  plainly  one  of  Wedlock’s  p’oes. 

31- 

Yet  thefe  were  Signs  of  but  too  frequent  Note, 

In  her  who  Socrates  had  made  his  Spoufe  ; 

Whofe  Eyes  dill  met  him  with  an  angry  Gloate, 
Which  daily  caus’d  Didradrions  in  his  Houfe. 

3^- 

For  ’mongd  the  Furies,  fond  of  fuch  Retreat, 

The  Padions  lodg’d  in  her  unruly  Bread  ; 

Who  daily  with  that  clam’rous  Divmon  met 
With  which  a  fcolding  Woman  is  poffed. 

d:)' 

Dire  Jealoufy  had  gain’d  Fiperior  Sway, 

The  word  Ingredient  of  the  Female  Curfe  ; 

Who  wanting  Patience  Reafon  to  obey, 

Siibjeds  her  Will  to  its  unthinking  Force. 

^  34- 

*i  Imandra’s  Beauty  fann’d  the  fatal  Fire, 

Th’  Indulgence  too  of  Socrates  tvas  blam’d  ; 

Wife  Rules,  with  which  he  did  her  Bread  infpire, 
Enrag’d  Zantippe^  ilighted,  and  defam’d. 

3L 

Who  proud  of  a  Referv’dnels,  nick-tiam’d  Chade, 
Of  which  her  foul  Deformity  was  Caufe  ; 

Was  with  fjch  noify  Infolence  polled. 

It  great  Didate,  indcad  of  Liking,  draws. 

36- 

Her  Virtue  dill  was  con  dan  t  Argument, 

Which  he  profefs’d  did  all  her  Adlions  guide  ; 

Virtue  that  gives  ill  Nature  Prefident, 

And  drong  Advantages  to  Womens  Pride. 

*  Her  Chamber . 
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37,  Vhtuc 
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\  irtue  of  Grace  divine  participates, 

And  in  its  felf  has  fcill  a  rich  Reward  ; 

Bat  when  its  Worth  it  proudly  over-rates, 

Becomes  a  Vice,  and  is  of  finall  Regard. 

38. 

Why  have  the  Gods  (fhe  cry’d)  pofTefl;  my  Heart 
With  fuch  a  Largefs  of  connubial  Flame, 

That  from  vow’d  Conllancy  I  never  ftart. 

Or  with  loofe  wand’ring  Thoughts  my  felf  defame 

39- 

It  tempting  Change  be  fuch  a  lufeious  Fruit 
That  you  mull  Tafle,  w'hy,  Socrates^  not  I  ? 

For  there’s  the  Theme  that  caitfes  our  Difpute, 

’Spite  of  the  Glofs  of  grave  Philofoptiy. 

40, 

'Timandra  is  a  Pupil  of  nice  Kind, 

Perhaps  her  Perfon  fairer  too  than  mine  ; 

Which  now  to  prove  Variety  you  find 

Great  Pleafure  with  your  Learning  to  refine. 


Alclbiades^  that  charming  Greeks 
To  hear  me  read  too  in  my  Room  were  lock’d, 
Had  Socrates  no  Reafon  then  to  fpeak. 

Or  be  with  Pangs  of  Jeajoufy  provok’d  } 

42. 

Yet  mull  my  Patience  bear  this  very  Day, 

Whilfl:  Dove-like  Humour  mufl:  reform  my  Will ; 
Tho’  I  have  heard  one  of  your  Scholars  fay 
Inflated  with  the  Tenets  you  inftil  ^ 


43- 

That  ftudions  Art  for  different  Sexes  had 
No  Philofophick  Point  but  one,  to  fiafe. 
That  Male  and  Female,  only  tw^o  w'ere  made. 
And  fent  into  the  World  to  propagate. 


44* 

If  fo,  ’tis  fitter  for  your  Gravity, 

WTofe  Precepts  all  Love  Vanities  controul, 

T o  iFun  'Tdirnandra^  lelt  there  chance  to  be 

Something  to  charm  your  Senfe  befides  her  Soul. 

4/- 

Had  you  the  Art  of  mixing  Colours  known. 

Or  curious  Painting,  fhe  no  doubt  fliould  fit : 
Now  noted  for  a  Sage  of  great  Renown, 

You  take  Delighi^o  cultivate  her  Wit 
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Love  the  bejl  L^hilofopher, 

46.' 

But  thofe  who  modcftly,  for  Virtue’s  fake, 

Teach  reverend  Morals  with  inftrudlive  Care, 

Without  fome  ill  Intentions  feldom  take 
Their  Pupils  of  that  kind  fo  young  and  fair. 

47- 

And  here  the  String  now  to  the  iitmoft  drain’d, 

And  highed  Pitch,  had  more  difcordant  bin, 

If  Alcibiades  to  fee  his  Friend, 

The  harafs’d  Socrates  had  not  come  in. 

48. 

’Mongd  all  the  Heroes  then  renown’d  in  Greece^ 

Whofe  Names  the  Trump  of  Fame  refoundcd  far  ; 

None  fo  exalted  were  to  vie  with  tnis 

For  noble  Birth,  or  brave  Exploits  in  War. 

49. 

A  Son  of  Mars^  vidlorious  in  the  Field, 

When  Honour  rais’d  aloft  its  verdant  Palm  ; 

Tho’  conqu’ring  Venus  often  made  him  yield. 

Who  heal’d  his  Wounds  with  Beauty’s  fovercign  Balm. 

yo. 

His  *  Perfon  tall,  his  Love-infpiring  Face 
Bore  Female  Sweetnefs,  mJx’d  with  manly  Air  5 

A  lovely  Afped,  and  commanding  Grace, 

To  awe  the  Foe  as  well  as  charm  the  Fair. 

Ti- 

Whofe  fweet,  tho’  fatal  Kind,  lov’d  to  Excefs ; 

His  Conditution  fanguine,  hot  and  dry  ; 

In  Times  revolving  made  his  Credit  lefs, 

And  flag’d  the  Glory  that  once  foar’d  fo  high. 

y2. 

For  wild  with  lewd  Defire  he  dop’d  no  Tide, 

But  let  unbounded  Inclination  fway  ; 

Negledling  Reafon,  that  fiiould  be  his  Guide, 

To  give  himfelf  to  ravenous  Lud  a  Prey. 

5'3- 

Temples,  as  fome  believe,  he  durd  prophane, 

Nor  would  the  Domes,  or  facred  Shrines  excufe, 

If  tempting  Beauty  there  was  hopes  to  gain, 

Nor  Cell  divine  was  fafe  from  his  Abufe, 

*  Character  of  Alcibiades, 
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n  ... 

A  Aiixture  fo  admir’d,  of  Good  and  Bad, 

Such  Fruits  of  Noblenefs,  fuch  Seeds  of  Ill, 

In  any  Age  ne’er  Coiripofition  made, 

Nor  any  Breail;  but  his  were  known  to  fill. 

S  S- 

Who  tho’  with  Socrates  iiioft  intimate, 
i\nd  oft  reftrain’d  by  his  prudential  Care  ; 

Who  knew  his  Vices  in  fo  rank  a  State 

liimandrcC %  Name  had  yet  ne’er  reach’d  his  Ear. 

y6. 

Clofe  in  its  Casket  long  this  Jem  had  been, 

Which  now  Za?itippe_£YcSdiS  with  Female  Spite, 

To  inftigate  this  lordly  Libertine, 

Unlocks,  to  make  it  glitter  in  the  Light. 

A.nd  w'lth  malicious  Pleafure  loudly  told, 

Maiigre  her  Husband’s  Signs  to  make  her  ceafe, 

The  lecret  Treafure,  far  more  priz’d  than  Gold, 

Which  daily  his  Philofophy  did  drefs. 

yS. 

Praiiing  the  Beauty  which  Ihe  ne’er  had  feen, 

’Till  fhe  the  hot  Voluptuary  nr’d  ; 

Then  w^anting  farther  Mifchief  to  begin, 

She  only  to  recruit  her  Breath  retir’d. 

59- 

Whilil  he,  as  Creatures  us’d  in  tn’  Huntirig  Ganie, 

Are  charmi’d  with  Sounds  from  the  delightful  Horn  : 

F.ouz’d  with  this  fw^eet  Account  of  Beauty’s  Fame, 

To  hear  it  farther,  longs  for  her  Return. 

60. 

Vlean  while  he  thus  attacks  his  learned  Friend  : 

*  Is  it  then  fo  your  Morals  you  impofe, 

That  whilft  to  us  their  Law's  you  recom.miend, 

The  facred  Viyftery  your  feif  you  lofe  ? 

61. 

And  tho’  Contempt  of  Pailions  be  your  Theme, 

And  fight  Regard  of  feetiog  Joys  of  Life  ; 

You  nouriib  the  fame  time  a  Love  extreme, 

As  it  appears  now  by  your  angry  "Wife. 

Alcibiades  IsArrangtse:  Socrate:-  admt  T Imandra. 


Who 
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6i. 

Who  having  late  difcover’d  by  her  Wit, 

(For  what  cannot  a  jealous  W oman  find) 

Refults  when  you  this  rare  Ttmandra  meet, 

Believes  ye  more  than  morally  inclin’d. 

Her  Beauty,  ’tis  declar’d,  is  wonderful ; 

Befides,  when  blefl;  Occafion  too  invites, 

ril  never  think  Philofophy  fo  dull 
To  bafiie  w'hat  fo  fweet  a  Charmi  incites. 

64. 

You’ll  fay,  perhaps,  the  daily  Rules  you  teach, 

Like  Bulwarks  can  your  Heart  from  Paflions  fence  ; 

Which  fits  aloft  beyond  Temptation’s  Reach, 

Or  vain  Delights  that  would  corrupt  the  Senfe. 

6y. 

I  thought  fo  too  when  late  your  Leffons  fchool’d, 

My  roving  Fancy,  and  fublim’d  my  Thought ; 

Yet  was  at  lafl:  by  fair  *  Nemea  fool’d, 

Who  routed  all  Philofophy  had  taught. 

66. 

How  often  reafoning  with  my  felf  Pd  fay, 

Can  I  fubmit  to  burn  in  fuch  vile  Flames, 

Who  could  be  favour’d,  would  I  once  effay, 

By  any  of  the  chief  Athenian  Dames } 

67. 

Shall  I,  whom  once  a  Queen  did  not  difdain, 

T’  acknowledge  worthy  of  her  Royal  Grace^ 

Veil  my  Ambition  to  a  Courtezan, 

And  Scandal  fix  on  my  illufirious  Race  ^ 

68. 

No,  tho’  her  Beauty  fires  my  youthful  Veins, 

A  due  Regard  Fill  to  my  felf  Pll  have  ; 

For  Plcafure’s  fake  alone  take  am’rous  Pains ; 

Be  Fill  her  fav’rite  Friend,  but  not  her  Slave, 

69. 

But  little  do’s  that  refolute  wife  Man 
Who  boaFs  his  Safety,  know  what  Love  can  do  ; 

Nemea  all  my  fwift  Defigns  out~ran. 

Not  only  captiv’d,  but  deceiv’d  me  too, 

*  M'ijlrefs  of  Alcibiades  before  Lis  frf  Exile ^ 
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The  picafing  Charm  of  each  bewitching  Smile, 

Ihie  Vvhc  that  from  her  Lips  did  fweetly  flow, 

Made  me  believe  the  Palms  of  Glory  vile, 

And  afterwards  wnat  roi low’d  this  you  know. 

71- 

I  know,  *  reply ’d  the  Sage,  your  loofe  Amours, 

Did  you  to  Dangers  and  Difgrace  refign  ; 

Ills  which  no  Paflion  in  my  Breafi:  can  force, 

For  there’s  valt  DIit'’ience  ’twixt  your  Soul  and  mine. 

72. 

Your  Riches  dill  folicit  your  Delights, 

Your  Pleaiures  fought  are  fuiting  your  Degree  ; 

My  Fortune’s  mean,  fecure  my  Days  and  Nights, 

Nor  can  wild  Luxury  have  Power  on  me. 

73* 

I  value  Beauty  as  a  rare  Eflxdl: 

Of  Nature,  and  to  know  its  Caufe  and  Powers 
My  Virtue  thus  to  Exercife  diredi. 

By  the  fame  Matter  which  Debauches  yours,_ 

74- 

Nor  fl".  ould  a  peeviflr  Woman’s  Sentiments, 

The  fleeting  Vifions  of  a  jealous  Brain  ; 

From  which  The  hourly  forms  her  Difeontents, 

Make  you  a  weak  Belief  of  me  retain. 

77- 

This  Lady  Chance  committed  to  my  Care, 

Was  my  Friend’s  Daughter,  and  in  Phrygia  born  ; 
Whofe  Soul,  in  which  1  noted  fomething  rare, 

I  own  I  have  delighted  to  adorn. 

76. 

And  Fair  altho’  ihe  be  as  Morning  Light, 

Yet  wTat.  Communication  can  you  guefs. 

Can  be  ’twixt  Woman’s  Beauty  in  its  Height, 

And  the  unalter’d  Soul  of  Socrates  ? 

-  ,  77- 

Not  but  the  Virgin  we  have  lately  nam’d 
Is  worthy  what  AfFedtion  befl;  can  prove, 

Apt  to  give  others  Caufe  to  be  inflam’d, 

Altho’  my  Soul’s  incapable  of  Love. 

Socrates  anfvpers  Alcibiades  in  Defence  of  hknfelf  and  Timandra. 
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78. 

The  Seeds  that  form’d  it  of  uncommon  kind^ 

Have  in  the  Mixture  giv’n  to  great  Allay, 

Joys  of  more  facred  Relifh  fix  my  Mind, 

And  only  Reafon  there  permit  to  fv/ay. 

79- 

Thus  Moralizing  long  the  Sage  went  on, 

’Till  th’  illuftrious  Greeks  whofe  Head  was  full 

Of  brisker  Matters,  thought  fit  to  be  gone, 

Now  thinking  fuch  Expoftulations  dull. 

80. 

T!trnandrcC%  Charadler  had  charm’d  his  Soul, 

The  Image  of  rare  Beauty  fill’d  his  Senfe, 

And  all  Affairs  of  leflTer  Weight  controul, 

To  give  his  new  born  Love-Defign  Pretence. 

81. 

He  longs  to  fee  this  Rarity  fo  priz’d. 

But  how  t’  affed  it  finds  is  fomewhat  hard  ; 

At  laft  refolves  that  he  muff  do’t  difguis’d. 

And  take  nice  Methods  to  deceive  her  Guard. 

82. 

A  Phrygian  in  Refemblance  likelieff  was. 

He  thinks,  to  gain  AdmilTion  to  her  Sight ; 

Who  of  her  native  Country  could  exprefs 

Something  like  News  that  fhould  her  Ears  delight. 

83. 

This  plotted  clofely,  the  next  thing  muff  be 
To  dog  his  Friend,  the  Bower  of  Love  to  find  ; 

Which  too  was  done,  yet  all  this  Subtlety 
Controul’d  by  Cunning  of  another  kind. 

84. 

For  Socrates^  who  well  the  Value  knew 
Of  the  bright  Gem  intrufted  to  his  Care, 

Refolv’d  he  would  admit  no  Interview 
That  might  endanger  or  moleff  the  Fair. 

Sy. 

And  therefore  to  grave  *  Aglaonlce^ 

A  Female  Sage,  whom  at  his  Houfe  he  kepp, 

He  gave  ftrid  Charge  none  ihould  ‘Timandra  fee, 
And  that  all  Letters  fhe  ihould  intercept. 

A  fantajiical  Ajhologefs, 


265 


86.  This 


I 


266  Socrates  ^;2i/TiMANDRA:  Or^ 


86. 


This  Matron  fill’d  with  frothy  Vanity 
That  oft  intoxicates  a  Female  Brain, 

Believ’d  the  Science  of  Afirology 

To  be  a  Prize  that  Ihe  with  Eafe  could  gain. 

87. 

Some  fmattering  fiie  had  got  of  Terms  of  Art, 

With  oblique  Scrawling  too  could  Schemes  eredl ; 

Conceiving  ftill  the  Planets  would  impart 
Their  choicefl:  Secrets,  and  her  Will  effedl. 

88. 

Timandra's  Name  to  own  too  hie  was  taught 
By  that  Deceit  all  Comers  to  amufe  ; 

A  Plot  by  Socrates  with  Cunning  wrought, 

’Gainft  Ills  that  wanton  Folly  might  produce. 

89. 

Which  as  it  many  had  deceiv’d  of  late, 

So  now  our  Hero  in  his  Phrygian  Drefs, 

Inquiring  for  Tirnandra  at  her  Gate, 

Was  introduc’d  to  the  Afiroiogefs. 

90. 

But  never  did  a  harmlefs  Village  Maid 
With  greater  T error,  or  Surprize,  ftart  back  ; 

Who  gathering  Cowflips  in  a  flow’ry  Glade, 
Perceiv’d  beneath  the  verdant  Leaves  a  Snake. 


91. 

Then  Akibiades^  when  hollow  Cheeks 
And  low  funk  Eyes  he  in  that  V ifage  faw, 
His  Senfes  are  benumb’d,  he  nothing  fpeaks. 
But  to  the  Door  was  going  to  withdraw. 


92. 

When  Aglaonice^  whofe  am’rous  Heart 

In  th’  contrary  with  him  was  flrangely  charm’d, 
Unwilling  from  that  gracious  Form  to  part 
That  had  the  Orders  of  her  Soul  alarm’d. 


93- 

Gently  demands  wFat  might  that  Vifit  mean 
l^hat  to  her  Art  fuch  Honour  thus  had  done ; 
And  v'hcther  there  were  Dangers  miforefeen. 
Which  to  avoid  might  by  the  Stars  be  lliewn. 

94- 

Adding,  whatever  Planet  feem’d  to  lowr, 

So  brave  a  Perfon  he  appear’d  to  be. 

They  all  fhould  veil  to  her  judicial  Power, 

And  he  from  future  Dangers  fiiould  be  free 
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9S^ 

VVhen  he,  who  with  the  noble  Sciences 
Thro’  his  pad:  Life  was  ne’er  difpleas’d  before, 

Thought  he  had  reafon  now  to  prize  ’em  lefs, 

Believing  they  mud:  caufe  his  teizing  more. 

96. 

For  now  fhe  tells  him  that  on  fccond  Thought, 

She  knows  th’  Occadon  why  he  thither  came  ; 

Was  from  the  Rumour  lately  fpread  about. 

And  loudly  founded  of  Ttr/iandrd’s  Fame. 

97- 

And  that  his  curious  Senfe  might  underfland 
What  Beauty  the  great  Socrates  admir’d  : 

Give  me  (faid  die  familiarly)  your  Hand, 

Which  done  they  to  an  inner  Room  retir’d. 

98. 

A  Lab’ratory  deckt,  and  furnifht  round 
With  Globes  and  Schemes,  and  Indruments  of  Art ; 

’Tis  here,  die  cry’d,  where  conftantly  is  found 
The  facred  Knowledge  that  the  Stars  in)part. 

99. 

Here  you  fee  what  more  deferves  your  Praife 
Than  all  the  Beauty  Nature  frail  can  diew  ; 

The  Fate  of  Empires  in  our  later  Days, 

And  all  the  memorable  things  below. 

100. 

Here  like  wife  daily  I  the  Fears  fccure 
Ingendred  in  the  Bread;  of  Socrates 

Of  fome  Infults,  caus’d  by  the  Soul  impure 
Of  the  young  Rover  Alcthiades. 

101. 

Whofe  Figure,  tho’  it  never  met  my  Eyes, 

The  Stars  minutely  in  my  Fancy  draw  ; 

Whofe  every  Adlion  alfo  open  lies. 

As  if  each  Moment  I  Food  by  and  faw. 

102. 

No  fooner  the  falle  B-hrygian  heard  his  Name, 

But  a  Vermilion  Blufh  his  Face  o’er  fpread  ; 

Whence  if  the  Matron  had  perceiv’d  the  fame. 

The  Cheat  might  plainer  then  from  Stars  be  read. 

103. 

&it  die  whofe  Thoughts  were  otherwife  employ’d, 

Soon  gave  him  time  that  Danger  to  efenpe  ; 

Whild  tickling  Pleafure  every  Vein  enjoy’d 
To  hear  her  Follies  in  his  borrow’d  Shape, 

104.  He 
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104. 

He  now  defires  her,  fince  the  Hero  nam’d 
Was  his  peculiar  Friend,  and  dearly  lov’d. 

As  fhe  defign’d  to  have  her  Knowledge  fam’d, 

And  rare  Appointment  of  the  Stars  approv’d ; 

loy. 

To  let  him  know  (fince  eafy  ’twas  to  her) 

How  Alcibiades  was  then  employ’d  ; 

Wnich  if  perform’d  he  would  her  Art  prefer, 

And  fcorn  the  Ignorant  who  durfi;  deride. 

106. 

At  hearing  which  Ihe  firaight  unferews  her  Facc,^ 

And  Fniling  Grimace  turns  into  a  Lowr, 

Pores  on  her  Book,  do’s  all  the  Planets  trace. 

And  Signs,  for  near  the  fpace  of  half  an  Hour. 

107. 

Which  being  wafted  fhe  her  Face  reftores, 

And  with  an  Air  that  Ihe  defign’d  fhould  pleafe, 

Tells  him  th’  illuftrious  Rover  in  Amours, 

And  courtly  Arts  (till  paft  his  Hours  of  Eafe. 

108. 

And  was  that  very  Moment  making  Love 
T  o  a  moft  charming  and  illuftrious  Dame  ; 

Who  his  Addrefifes  kindly  did  approve. 

And  met  his  PalTion  with  an  equal  Flame. 

109. 

Scarce  flew  thefe  Words  from  forth  her  skinny  Jaws, 
When  our  young  Lover,  with  Defire  to  laugh, 

Now  almoft  black  in  th’  Face,  gave  Ihort  Applaufe, 

And  with  a  ilender  Complement  got  off. 

no. 

Leaving  the  feign’d  T^imandra  to  purfue 

The  new  Refolves  fhe  now  had  caufe  to  take, 

To  prove  her  Judgment  in  the  Planets  true, 

By  their  effectual  Power  to  bring  him  back. 

111. 

Who  fcarcely  had  an  hundred  Paces  gone 

From  the  clofe  Place  where  this  laft  Scene  was  play’d, 

But  Socrates  returning  Home  alone, 

For  all  his  ftrange  Difguife,  Difeovery  made. 

1 1 2.  , 

To  whom  the  Lover,  who  beheld  a  Frown 

Arming  the  angry  Vifage  of  his  Friend, 

Made  free  Confeflion  of  what  late  was  done, 

And  what  Attempt  that  Habit  did  intend. 

rn,  In 
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113. 

in  rallying  Words  the  Web  unravelFd  quite 
Wove  at  his  Houfe,  and  every  Pallage  there ; 

But  in  Conclufion  told  him  that  he  might 
For  ever  after  rid  himfelf  of  Care  : 

1 14. 

For  if  the  Lady,  Governefs  of  btars 
And  Schemes,  -was  his  Timayidra  fo  renown’d, 
He  had  much  rather  in  the  Field  of  Mars^ 

And  Front  of  Battle,  than  'with  her  be  found. 

iiy. 

Her  ghaftly  Beauty  for  Infernal  s  fit. 

Should  ne’er  again  deceive  his  curious  Senfe ; 
Nor  the  robuft  Irruptions  of  her  Wit 
Provoke  the  Fire  of  his  Incontinence. 

1 16. 

And  thus  'with  his  Satyrick  Vein  well  pleas’d. 

The  great  Athenian  for  fome  time  went  on; 
Whilfi:  Socrates^  who  now  was  much  more  eas’d 
Than  at  the  Crijis  when  the  Speech  began; 

1 17. 

Believing  his  Contrivance  had  fecur’d 

The  true  T’imandra^  and  the  falfe  expos’d  ; 
Longing  to  find  his  Cunning  more  infur’d 
Made  hafte  away  to  hear  the  Truth  difclos’d. 

118. 

Which  done,  and  Aglaonice  had  heard 
How  Alcibiades  in  Phrygian  Drefs 
Was  he  with  whom  fhe  lately  had  confer’d, 

And  fought  the  Stars  to  prove  his  Love’s  Succefs 

1 19. 

The  PalTion  fhe  had  newly  entertain’d 
At  this  Difeovery  utter’d  Rages  higher, 

;  And  fcarce  from  breaking  out  could  be  reftrain’d 
Such  inward  Strugglings  bred  her  am’rous  Fire, 

120. 

A  Whim  pofTefs’d  her  Aftrologick  Pate, 

Her  Planet  had  with  his  fome  time  agreed, 

And  in  each  Houfe,  as  pre-ordain’d  by  Fate, 
j  By  Signs  fome  clofe  Conjundion  muft  proceed, 
i  121. 

I  With  this  Opinion  pleas’d,  Joy  decks  her  Face, 

I  In  which  grave  Socrates  believ’d  he  fhar’d  ; 

!  And  fhe  her  Hearts  Contentment  did  exprefs. 

That  Ihe  fo  well  had  been  Timandra^%  Guard, 
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122. 

He  therefore  once  again  repeats  his  Charge 
To  keep  the  Secret,  and  dill  ufe  the  Name  ; 

Recounting  the  pad  Dangers  o’er  at  large, 

Of  which,  fore-warn’d,  they  could  not  fear  the  fame, 

123. 

But  envious  Fortune  that  dill  takes  Delight 
By  Croifes  Life’s  Tranquillity  to  change, 

Gave  Produdl  to  a  Counter-plot  of  Spite 
By  Accident,  both  unforefeen  and  drange. 

124. 

The  true  Ttmandra  from  her  clofe  Reccfs, 

Where  daily  pafs’d  her  folitary  Hours, 

Was  for  Refrefhment  wander’d  to  a  Plac6 
Near  which  her  Guardian  held  their  late  Difcourfe: 

12)-. 

Where  plainly  was  deliver’d  to  her  Ear 

The  dire  Refolve  of  her  Confinement  clofe  ; 

The  Plot  of  Alcibiades  for  her. 

And  how  their  Cunning  did  his  Art  oppofe. 

126. 

But  hearing  the  deform’d  Adrologefs 
Had  wrong’d  her  Beauty,  and  ufurp’d  her  Name, 

A  glowing  Blufh  o’erlpreads  her  lovely  Face, 

And  Anger  from  her  Bread  breaks  out  in  Flame. 

127. 

Affront  a  Woman  for  her  Dearth  of  Wit^ 

Or  want  of  Virttie^  which  makes  Honour  live  ; 

It  yet  may  chance  Jhe  may  the  firjl  forget y 
And  poffibly  the  lajl  Jhe  may  forgive. 

128. 

Slander  of  Family  jloe  may  excufcy 

'  And  patiently  fuch  Injury  controul ; 

Subdue  her  Heart  to  hear  the  Jharp  Abufcy 

Btit  blaJI  her  Beauty y  and  you  pierce  her  SouL 

129. 

It  gives  a  Wound  in  the  moji  feeling  party 
It  tortureSy  and  the  Fang  Jhe  cannot  hear  ; 

Fhe  Vein  is,  cut  that  Branches  through  the  Hearty 
Fhe  Life  Blood bubbleSy  and'^tis  mortal  there. 

130. 

All  which  was  prov’d  in  this  undeady  Maid, 

Who,  tho’  the  Plot  was  form’d  for  Virtue’s  fake, 

She  mud  the  rigid  Socrates  upbraid, 

Nor  could  fuch  Refolutions  kindly  take. 
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^  131- 

When  at  her  Toilet  fhe  beheld  her  Face, 

Sweet  as  the  rofie  Glories  of  the  Morn  ; 

The  charming  Bloomings,  and  attractive  Grace, 

That  her  delightful  Perfon  did  adorn : 

132. 

And  then  beheld  foul  Aglaonice^ 

With  furrow’d  Brow,  funk  Eyes,  and  barky  Skin  ; 

She  rages  at  the  vile  Indignity, 

And  ftrong  Vexation  tortures  her  within, 

133. 

So  ilrong,  that  Ihe  refolves  her  felf  to  right. 

And  that  uncommon  Injury  redrefs ; 

Set  out  her  Beauty  in  its  proper  Light, 

Altho’  fne  makes  her  Virgin  Credit  lefs. 


134. 

Th’  Abufe  impos’d,  on  that  illultrious  \  outh, 
Who  came  to  fee  her,  thither  led  by  Fame  ; 

She  now  refolv’d  to  contradiCl  by  Truth, 

And  free  her  Beauty  from  the  prelent  Shame. 

Which  purpos’d,  each  fevere  and  model!  Rule 
That  Socrates  had  taught  fhe  palles  by  ; 

Neglecis  the  awful  Precepts  of  the  School, 
Whiift  now  Revenge  alone  diverts  her  Eye. 

136. 

Full  of  the  Pallion  Women  dearef!  prize. 

For  Wrongs  fuppos’d,  a  Letter  fhe  defigns, 

And  to  the  noble  Greeks  late  in  Difguife, 

With  rafh  Refolve  indites  the  following  Lines. 


T  I  M  A  N  D  R  A’j  Letter  to  A  L  C  I  B  I  A  D  E  S. 


^37- 

IN  vain  your  Curiofity  propos'^d 

A  SatisfaH  'ion  from  the  Face  you  faw 
V  he  true  T imandra  is  72ot  yet  difclos'd 

From  whence  you  may  your  own  Conclujions  draw. 

138. 

This  known^  let  ge'nerous  Principle  purfue 

Belief  of  Truths  'now  flowing  from  my  Breafl  ; 
That  whilfl  I  to  'my  Fame  forne  Juflice  do^ 

My  'modejl  Guilt  is  blupi'ng  for  the  reft. 
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139. 

This  folded  up  (he  by  a  Servant  fent, 

Upon  whofe  faithful  Truft  fhe  could  depend; 

Who,  tho’  he  -with  a  fpeedy  Duty  went, 

Yet  could  not  bring  his  Purpojfe  to  right  end. 

140. 

For  tho’  the  Billet  to  the  Hero’s  Hand 
He  clofely  gave,  expc£ling  good  Reward  ; 

He  foon  perceiv’d  a  Frown  in  Furrows  (land 
Upon  his  Brow,  which  Bounty  did  retards 

141. 

Th’  Occafion  thus :  Craz’d  Aglaonice^ 

Who  ftill  had  Hopes,  each  Planet  kindly  meant  ;■ 

Infur’d  of  their  predidling  Verity, 

Had  juft  before  an  am’rous  Letter  fent* 

142. 

Which  being  anfwer’d  in  negledlful  Terms, 

That  rather  Scorn  than  Kindnefs  had  exprefs’d  ; 

This  fecond  MilTive  gave  him  new  Alarms, 

Believing  ’twas  from  her  who  wrote  the  laft,' 

And  therefore  without  reading  the  Contents, 

He  bade  the  trufty  Boy  convey  it  back  ; 

And  fince  he  was  inftrudted  in  its  Senfe, 

This  verbal  Anfwer  to  Timandra  take. 

H4- 

*Jthat  Rules  of  Frie'/zdjhip  which  he  did  profefs^ 

He  mufi  above  all  other  ‘Things  prefer  ; 

And  that  Engagements  with  great  Socrates 
IVere  fuch^  as  would  admit  of  none  from  here 

I4y. 

Then  likewife  adds,  his  fenfual  Appetite 
No  Tafte  of  her  divine  Acquirements  had  ; 

Proceeding  on  thus  with  invedlive  Wit, 

That  now  the  very  Groom  believes  him  mad. 

146. 

Who  well  remembring  that  the  Letter  came 
From  one  who  could  all  Hearts  with  Love  infpire,- 

And  kindle  in  each  Breaft  a  lading  Flame, 

Do’s  at  this  ftrange  Repul  fe  the  more  admire. 

But  when  to  fair  Timandra  he  declar’d 

The  rude  Return  th’  Athenian  Chief  had  fent ; 

She  hardly  would  believe  the  Words  fhe  heard 
Could  come  from  him,  or  could  to  her  be  fent. 


148.-  As 
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148. 

As  when  the  Lilly  mingles  with  the  Rofe, 

Each  vary’d  Sv/eet  delights  the  Eye  by  turns ; 

Now  pale,  now  red,  her  Colour  comes  and  goes, 

Whiill:  in  her  Bread  acute  Vexation  burns. 

149- 

Anger  and  Shame  her  inward  Peace  moled. 

Her  Look  confus’d  do’s  charming  F eature  Ipoil  : 

But  here  ’tis  fit  the  Mufe  a  wFile  fliould  red. 

Led  it  fliould  weary  grow  of  dudious  Toil. 

End  of  the  firft  CANTO. 


CANTO  II. 


lyo. 

!  Heat  and  Cold  imprifon’d  in  the  Sky 

'  Within  a  Cloud,  unruly  Strugglings  make, 

And  dart  ^therial  Flahies  from  on  high, 

'  Difperling  Terror  when  the  Crud  do’s  break  : 

Hr- 

So  in  the  Void  of  fair  Timandrd’^  Bread 
Storms  too  are  pent,  which  tho’  of  milder  Kind, 

Are  fierce  enough  to  rob  her  Soul  of  Red, 

And  break  the  Bounds  in  which  they  were  confin’d. 

lyi. 

Her  Heart  mud  purchafe  Eafe  by  Force  of  Words, 

:  Whofe  angry  Sounds  reverberate  in  Air  ; 

;Whild  Faflion  vented  kind  Relief  affords 
^  To  Pangs  which  elfe  frail  Nature  could  not  bear. 

i  H3- 

When  file  refledls  upon  the  Charader 
The  Hero  bore,  of  Amorous  and  Brave, 

She  wonders  more ;  fince  his  bafe  Slight  of  her, 

Had  late  confirm’d  liim  for  a  Soul-lefs  Slave. 

H4- 

Her  Billet  thus  return’d,  in  bits  die  tears, 

And  whild  her  Glafs  refledts  her  jud  Difdain  ; 

She’s  bludiing  pleas’d  that  Beauty  rare  like  hers 
Was  now  pad  Pow’r  of  tha^ull  Sex  to  gain. 


Iff.  For 
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For  now  a  dire  Refolve  her  Aiind  pofTefl:, 

Since  he  file  fiiil;  had  grac’d  had  prov’d  fo  blind, 

A  fecond  never  fnould  didurb  her  Bread, 

But  frojn  that  Moment  die  would  fcorn  the  Kind. 

I5'6. 

NotFo  refolv’d  was  onr  Adrologefs, 

Who  took  her  late  Repulfe  in  other  Senfc, 

As  merely  Humour  in  the  Stars,  to  blefs. 

Or  vex,  as  vary’d  was  their  Influence  : 

I  FA 

She  thinks  her  felf  too  well  confirm’d  in  Art 
And  skilful  Senfe  of  what  mud  come  to  pads ; 

J.  he  Joys  of  happy  Fortune  to  defert. 

Of  ^vhich  in  Afpect  fiich  Appearance  was. 

lyS. 

For  tho’  his  Arifwers  all  were  fhort  and  cold 

As  fieezing  Gilds,  when  WBnter  Gales  do  blow, 

The  am’rous  Scrolls  die  wrote  were  warm  and  bold  ; 

And  Bundles  weekly  now  his  Tables  drew, 

H9* 

To  fuch  degree,  that  Patience  being„tir’d. 

He  writes  at  lad  (to  prove  Diflike  and  Scorn, 

And  fends  by  a  new  MefTengfrhhe  hir’d) 

A  Piece  that  could  admit  of  ho  Return. 

160. 

The  Bearer  formerly  his  Nurfe  had  been. 

At  Lace  demon  born,  of  Humour  free ; 

Skill’d  ill  Intrigue  too,  and  th’  Etfedls  had  feen. 

And  dill  mod  pleas’d,  when  Lovers  did  agree. 

161. 

This  Pandr efs,  that  Mifcarriage  might  no  more 
Be  fear'd,  he  charges  to  TdirnandreC %  Hand 
To  give  the  Scroll,  not  knowing  what  it  bore  ; 

Who  draight  purfues  with  Cunning  his  Command. 

162. 

A  Merchant  of  drange  Wares  die  feigns  to  be, 

Buys  foreign  Plants,  and  Flowers  petrify’d  ; 

Odd  Fifh,  and  Infecls  rare,  of  Earth  and  Sea, 

With  Animals  of  mondrous  Nature,  dry’d  : 

163.  I 

And  furnifh’d  with  fuch  Rarities  as  thefc  i 

She  to  the  Bow’r  where  Beauty  dwelt  made  hade,  ■ 

Where  both  Ttmandras  (as  it  chanc’d)  die  fees  ;  1 

Who  great  Delight  to  fee  her  Things  exprefs’d, 

4  164.  Efpal 
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164. 

Efpeclally  learn’d  Aglaonlce  ; 

Who  in  the  Sage’s  Abfcnce  was  fo  kind 
To  grant  her  beauteous  Charge  the  Liberty 
To  view  the  Wonders  brought  from  Orm  and  Ind, 

I  by. 

But  whilft  to  pore  a  clearer  Light  fhe  fought. 

And  at  an  open  Window  made  a  Stand  ; 

The  fubtle  Nurfe  the  Billet  that  (lie  brouglit 
Would  have  convey’d  into  the  Fair  one’s  Hand, 

166. 

Believing  by  her  Face  it  mufl:  be  her 
To  whom  th’  illudrious  Grecian  had  addred  : 
Then  told  her  foftly,  whifpering  in  her  Ear, 

That  Rarity  of  all  was  much  the  bell. 

167. 

1  That  there  a  precious  Secret  was  inclos’d 
■  That  would  her  greater  Admiration  frame, 
j  And  more  furprizing,  was  to  be  fuppos’d. 

Since  from  great  A  lei  blades  it  came  : 

168. 

i  Which  Words  no  fooner  reach’d  the  injur’d  Fair 
'  But  frefh  Confufion  penetrates  her  Senfe  ; 

Amaz’d,  fnaf  the  firil  Rudenefs  offer’d  her 
Should  now  produce  this  fecond  Infolence  ; 

169. 

But  with  a  Look  where  Anger  lovely  fhone, 

And  darting  Rays  her  Eyes  with  Ludre  grace, 

She  bade  Amelia  inftantly  be  gone, 

(The  Name  of  our  new  form’d  EmbafTadrefs ;) 

170. 

:  And  to  her  Patron  back  return  v/ith  this. 

That  fhe  would  have  him  bate  his  Self-eflecm  ; 
i  Since  her  Engagements  to  learn' d  Socrates 
U^ere  ftceh  as  would  admit  of  none  from  him, 

171. 

And  thus  concluding,  to  an  inner  Room 
With  haughty  Air  and  Motion  fhe  retires, 

I  Leaving  the  Nurfe,  who  had  receiv’d  her  Doom, 

I  Like  one  who  by  the  Law  for  Crimes  expires. 

17Z. 

I  Her  Trinkets  ftraight  fhe  huddles  up  in  hade, 

I  And  now  is  glad  fhe  has  efcap’d  fo  well ; 

I  And  that  Lirnandra  was  fo  kind  at  lad 
The  Plot  fhe  did  not  to  the  Matron  tell. 
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Bur  to  her  VvTjiton  Lord  when  home  return’d, 
She  gave  Retort  in  Words  fo  well  he  knew'; 
With  drooping  Phiz  her  illSuccels  (lie  mourn’d, 
\Wiilit  Mirth  in  him  the  Repetition  drew  : 


^74- 

His  ivaughter  ftill  enereas’d  at  the  Conceit, 
Which  to  Amelia  feems  a  Wonder  rare  ; 
Believing  rather  that  a  Lofs  fo  great 

Would  fooner  have  provok’d  him  to  Defpair. 


I7L 


But  when  ikc  heard  him  rally  on  her  Face, 
As  pleas’d  he  from  fuch  Uglinefs  w^as  free, 
Her  frightful  Figure,  and  affecled  Drefs, 

That  form’d  the  Mafs  of  foul  Deformity, 

176. 


She  hops  him  in  the  Heat  of  his  Career 
At  luch  Defeription,  being  more  amaz’d, 

And  tells  him  the  ftrange  Words  he  made  her  hear 
Were  fjch  as  half  confirm’d  her  he  w'as  craz’d : 

Then  paints,  as  if  infpir’d  by  curious  Art, 

Her  Forehead,  rofie  Cheeks,  bright  Eyes,  and  Hair; 

The  fweet  Compofure  of  each  other  Part, 

Divinely  fafiiion’d,  and  compleatly  rare  : 

178. 

But  that  there  w^as  another  who  flood  by, 

A  Alatroii  w'ith  thin  Jaws,  and  aukw^ard  Mien  ; 

Who  W'ith  her  fwarthy  Skin,  and  hollow  Eye, 

Seem’d  as  created  to  increafe  the  Spleen. 

179. 

Vv'hofe  -wither’d  Face,  and  vile  ungraceful  Form 
Alight  well  a  Bedlam  in  his  Fancy  make, 

Whilit  t’other  Angel  was  all  over  Charm  : 

Which  now  confirms  him  in  his  ftrange  Miftake. 

180. 

As  in  a  Foreft  wAen  the  tim’rous  Deer 

O’er  rifing  Shrubs,  and  verdant  Bufhes  bounds, 

Un  curb’d  and  free,  do’s  on  a  Bidden  hear 
The  fatal  Noife  of  fome  approaching  Hounds, 

181. 

At  firft  do’s  ftart,  attentive  then  ftands  ftill, 

Whilft  now  the  more  he  hears  makes  lefs  his  Eale  ; 

Juft  fo  furpriz’d  with  dreadful  Sounds  that  kill, 

Was  our  half  murder’d  Alctbtades : 
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182. 

His  Eyes  are  open,  and  his  Senfc  is  clear, 

The  Letter  plain  too  by  T'lmayidra  fent ; 

Which  with  his  arrogant  retort  to  her 
Is  what  his  Soul  do’s  above  all  torment. 

183. 

Now  likewife  plain  appear’d  the  Projecl:  laid 
When  lately  he  the  falfe  'Tima'ddra  met ; 

By  which  the  Charmer  well  may  him  upbraid 
For  grofs  Injuftice,  and  for  want  of  Wit. 

184. 

Stupid  beyond  the  common  Drofs,  he  cry’d. 

How  could  a  Charm  from  that  fweet  Angel’s  Pen 

Find  a  regardlefs  Soul  fo  flupifed, 

Unlefs  pofiell  by  the  moil  vile  of  Men  ^ 

i8y. 

Had  Goddefs  Nature  been  thy  Patronefs, 

Or  prompting  Reafon  rarify’d  thy  Mind, 

Each  Vein  and  pulfe  about  thee  mull  confefs 
The  Influence  that  was  fo  near,  fo  kind  : 

186. 

'  But  on  the  contrary  loft  and  forgot. 

The  Seme  defpoil’d  of  each  difeerning  Grace  ; 

A  moft  unnatural  and  fordid  Blot 
Has  flain’d  my  ’Scutheon,  and  defam’d  my  Race. 

187. 

Thus  curfing  his  unlucky  Stars  a  while, 

Gur  now  repentant  Lover  fretting  flood, 

Giving  himfelf  all  Terms  that  could  revile, 

Or  make  Addition  to  his  angry  Mood. 

1 88. 

When  wife  Amelia^  w'hofe  uncommon  Wit 
Was  not  with  common  Baulk  to  be  fupprefl, 

:  Do’s  in  her  quick  and  fertile  Brain  beget 
:  A  Plot,  might  make  Amends  for  what  had  pafl. 

•  189. 

She  counfels  Alcibiadcs  to  feign 
Reludlant  Love  to  the  Aflrologe^s, 

I  And  hint  by  Letter  his  late  flighting  Vein 
I  Was  only  caus’d  by  martial  Scubbornnefs : 

;  190. 

I  That  now  her  great  xAfeendant  had  prevail’d, 

!  And  powerful  Planets  warring  on  her  fldc, 
iHis  Heart’s  repugnant  Fortrefs  had  aifail’d, 

:  And  to  a  meek  Surrender  brouia^ht  his  Pride  : 
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191. 

Telling  him,  this  no  doubt  would  reinflate 
His  Love  with  Aglaonice  at  leafl ; 

And  open  him  a  PalFage  foon  or  late, 

By  y/hich  TtmandrcC^  Wrongs  might  be  redrefl. 

192. 

To  this  Advice  he  timely  lends  an  Ear, 

And  as  ’twas  good  puts  it  in  Practice  flraight ; 

Rewarding  the  {nventrefs  for  her  Care, 

Whofe  Projedl  laid,  may  good  Succefs  create. 

193- 

For  now  an  amorous  Billet  he  indites, 

Full  of  endearing  VFords  and  gloffing  Terms ; 

Ivlingled  with  fanciful  poetick  Flights, 

ihiat  foon  the  Matron’s  hoping  Heart  alarms; 

194. 

Small  Argument  herReafon  could  convince 


f  t" 
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Influence  of  the  Stars  had  caus’d  this  Change, 
That  her  Afccndant  had  controul’d  his  Senfe, 

And  giv’n  him  now  no  longer  Power  to  range  : 

ipy. 

At  which  rejoicing,  fhe  an  Anfwer  Pent 
Expreffing  Thoughts  reciprocally  kind  ; 

Thcu  to  Amelia  do’s  a  Ringprefent, 

Her  future  Service  faithfully  to  bind : 

196. 

Who  pleas’d  with  good  Succefs  flraight  fpceds  away 
To  tell  her  bounteous  Alailer  Tidings  rare, 

How  his  new  Alifrrefs  made  a  kind  Reply, 

And  fhould  be  more  than  blefs’d  to  fee  him  there. 

i  hus  far  the  ney/  invented  Plot  went  well, 

_To  Aglaonice  in  Hafle  he  goes, 

Who  met  him  thenceforth  daily  in  her  Cell, 

Whilfc  abfent  Socrates  yet  nothing  knows, 

198. 

And  now  the  Projecl  being  ripe  for  Fadl, 

A.nd  every  fubrle  Motion  order’d  right ; 

He  thinks  it  proper  time  to  put  in  a6l 

A  Turn  to  bring  him  to  'Trmandra's  Sight. 

_  .  "99- 

This  th’  Aflrologefs,  being  flili  at  Home,’ 

He  found  a  Matter  hard  to  compafs  was, 

Unlefs  invited  fiie  Abroad  would  come. 

Which  in  few  Days  he  likewife  brings  to  pafs. 
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200. 

Not  far  from  Athens  ftands  a  plcafant  Grove, 

By  Nature  furnifli’d  with  all  frefh  Delight ; 

A  Seat  icnown’d  for  Learning,  and  for  Lo^  e, 

Where  Youths  purfue  xYnours,  and  Sages  write.  . 

201. 

Of  Academ.ies  ’twas  the  native  Seat, 

A  Grecian  Bard  in  Athens  loudly  fam’d, 

For  Tradls  of  Learning,  and  ElTays  of  \Vit, 

And  from  him  the  Academy  was  nam’d. 

202. 

Here  Conferences  Philofophical 

By  Socrates^  and  Plato ^  oft  were  held ; 

Young  Pupils  too  of  lefler  Note,  and  all 
That  in  the  noble  Sciences  excell’d. 

’Twas  here  t'azz  Alcihiades  believ’d 

The  Shades  molt  proper  too  for  his  Delign, 

Where  the  Altrologefs  might  be  deceiv’d, 

Whofe  Stars  to  him  Timandra  would  rclign. 

204. 

Her  he  conjures  by  all  the  Powers  of  Love, 

Since  his  wife  Friend  was  newlv  return’d  Home  ; 

And  they  Amours  could  not  with  Freedom  prove 
1  o  that  Recefs  at  fuch  an  Hour  to  come. 

20  y. 

Who  Itraight  confolts  the  Stars,  and  thinks  ’em  kind, 

And  every  Influence  do’s  Favour  give  ; 

When  we  refolve,  ’tis  hard  to  bend  the  ivlind, 

And  what  we  with  we  cafily  believe. 

206. 

The  Summons  fhe  obeys  with  eager  hafte. 

And  to  the  fam’d  Lycucum  nimbly  flics, 

Whillt  Alcihtades  before  had  plac’d 

To  watch  her  going  out  his  trully  Spies : 

207. 

Who  foon  informing  him  the  Coafe  w^as  clear, 

'Since  the  Altrologefs  was  newly  gone, 

With  throbbing  Heart  he  Itraight  his  Courfe  do’s  fleer, 

A.nd  to  the  Paradife  of  Love  goes  on. 

208. 

An  eafy  Entrance  there  at  frit  he  gain’d, 

But  w'hen  endeavouring  the  Stairs  to  mount 

A  Servant  his  lntent  would  have  reltrain’d, 

Of  whom  tHe  Lover  made  but  fmall  Account ;  _ 

T  4  209.  For 
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209. 

For  with  a  Frown,  his  Hand  laid  on  his  Sword, 

The  trembling  Slave  on  th’  Inftant  gave  him  way  ; 

Whilft  he  proceeding  to  the  Fair  ador’d, 

Soon  found  the  fweet  Alcove  where  Beauty  lay. 

210. 

As  a  young  Eagle  v/hom  his  Mother’s  Wing 
Has  fhelter’d  dole  ’till  ripening  Days  came  on, 

Whom  fhe  to  try  to  a  high  Mount  do’s  bring, 

T each  him  to  foar  and  gaze  upon  the  Sun, 

211. 

At  firft  is  baulk t,  he  winks  and  flruts  his  Eyes, 

Too  weak  as  yet  to  bear  the  glorious  Light ; 

Juft  lb  our  Hero  fares,  ftruck  with  Surprize, 

Confus’d  and  dazzled  at  ThnaT^dra’s  Sight ; 

212. 

Delightful  Beauty  plcafes  him  and  pains ; 

Shame  for  his  Guilt,  and  Love  for  w'hat  he  faw 

PolTefs  him  fo,  that  flupid  he  remains, 

’Till  kneeling  down  at  laO:  with  rev’rent  Awe, 

213, 

Whilll;  fne  with  Virgin  Glory  paints  her  Face, 

Pow’rlefs  to  bear  the  Force  of  her  Surprize, 

Flis  Tongue  begins  the  Paffion  to  exprefs 
Which  in  his  anxious  Bofom  glowing  lies ; 

214. 

^  Was  it  to  you,  then,  brighteft  of  that  Kind,’ 

That  Fleaven  to  joy  the  World  chief  BleiTing  meant, 

When  it  fne  moft  peculiar  Grace  delign’d, 

That  fne  late  horrible  Repulfe  I  fent.^ 

2iy. 

Did  you,  to  whom,  my  Heart  w’as  fetter’d  fall, 

As  foon  as  Artift  Love  the  Chain  could  make  ; 

Whofe  Charmis,  tho’  diftant,  could  lubdue  my  Breaft, 

Send  me  Commands  that  I  refus’d  to  take 

216. 

Oh  Soul-lefs  Clod!  oh  Lump  debas’d  and  rude! 

As  Nature  hrfl,  unform’d  by  high  Command ; 

Expell’d  fromi  all  Effedts  Divine  and  Good, 

What  greater  Curfe  could  eome  from  Pluto^s  Hand 

^  The  H(iraniue  of  at  the  firfl  Sight  of 
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217. 

My  Senfes  lofl  did  I  fo  vilely  flight 
The  noblefl:  Produdl  of  cjeleftial  Care, 

Expell’d  from  Reafon,  and  depriv’d  of  Sight, 

Affront  the  Beauty  I  now  find  fo  rare  ? 

218. 

Ah,  Madam,  what  Atonement  can  I  make  ? 

What  Punifhment  do  I  deferve  to  feel  ? 

’Tis  far  too  little  if  I  Death  fliould  take 
From  Fire,  or  Poyfon,  or  avenging  Steel : 

219. 

Or  worfe  than  all,  condemn  my  felf  to  lofe 
The  Bleffmg  of  adoring  thofe  fweet  Eyes ; 

But  that  m.y  Soul’s  Perdition  would  enclofe, 

For  in  that  Torment  fnre  Damnation  lies. 

220. 

To  purchafe  Grace  could  my  repentant  Heart, 

And  all  the  Love  and  Service  couch’d  within, 

For  ever  to  be  lading  have  Defert 
To  make  Amends  for  its  late  fordid  Sin. 

111. 

See  at  your  F eet  where  low  and  humbly  lies 
Your  Beauty’s  Slave,  the  Creature  of  your  Will ; 

Who  lives  for  you,  and  by  your  Order  dies, 

So  abfolute’s  your  Power  to  fave  or  kill. 

222. 

By  Bounty  undeferv’d,  if  I  may  live, 

Then  of  Injuftice  done  you  I  comiplain; 

Nor  can  I  Socrates  allowance  give, 

Whofe  Humour  do’s  your  Liberty  refirain  ; 

223* 

Excluding  thus  the  World  from  a  Delight 
Superior  to  all  other  Happinefs ; 

And  wTat,  like  Goddefs  Ixiature,  by  its  Sight 
Can  all  the  Works  of  the  Creation  biefs. 

224. 

’Tis  fit  for  him  who  the  Soul’s  Beauty  courts, 

The  Pleafure  of  the  Senfes  to  rejecl. 

And  caufe  the  Auditor  whom  he  exorts 
Of  that  divine  Repaft,  to  tafte  th’  Etfcdl ;  \ 

225'. 

He  with  Defires  by  Moderation  fway’d, 

Sedate  and  calm,  fcarce  feeling  that  they  warm, 

May  fave  himfelf  from  Pafiions  that  invade 
By  moral  T enet^,  and  by  v»- ant  of  Charm  ; 

3  226.  But 
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^^6. 

But  Rules  like  thefe  by  Nature  ftill  condemn’d, 

And  difallow’d  by  Heaven,  do  plain  appear, 

By  Proof,  that  better  Precepts  were  efteem’d  ^ 

When  it  defign’d  ye  fo  divinely  fair. 

227. 

It  form’d  ye.  Madam,  to  be  lov’d  and  priz’d, 

1  o  reign  o’er  Souls  in  proper  State  to  dwell ; 

And  not  as  if  forlorn,  and  ill  advis’d. 

To  hide  that  heavenly  Beauty  in  a  Cell. 

228. 

Then  as  to  what  concerns  my  learned  Friend, 

If  the  wife  Morals  he  do’s  daily  teach, 

And  Pradlice,  can  his  Heart  fo  ill  defend 
That  Love  alpiring  foars  above  their  Reach ; 

229. 

He  muft  not  wonder  that  a  Heart  unarm’d 
Of  that  flrong  Mail  of  Reafon  he  has  on, 

Sl^uld  be,  by  Graces  fo  relilllefs,  charm’d. 

Which  his  Philofophy  wants  Pow’r  to  Ihun  : 

230. 

Or  if,  with  Blindnefs  feiz’d,  he  loves  ye  not, 

’Tis  Grange  Injuftice  then  to  hinder  me. 

Whom  Nature’s  Pow’r,  and  fweet  Impulfe  has  taugh^ 
A  PalTion  mounting  to  extreme  Degree. 

/  231. 

1  gaze,  and  I  adore,  the  Ipreading  Joy 

Fills  all  my  Veins,  and  captivates  my  Senfe  ; 

For  you  I  languish,  and  for  you  fhall  die, 

Unlefs  my  Love  may  hope  fome  Recompence. 

2;2. 

Forget  then,  Faireft,  Precepts  that  arile 
To  fuch  unnatural  and  ftrange  Degree, 

And  let  indulgent  Senfe  infurudt  your  Eyes 
To  dart  a  Glance  of  Favour  upon  me  ; 


2-33. 

Who  thus  am  fix’d  eternally  your  own. 

As  from  my  Birth  no  doubt  I  was  ordain’d  ; 
Who  prize  a  charming  Smile  beyond  a  Crovrn, 
Or  all  the  Trophies  Glory  has  obtain’d. 

And  here  on  th’  fudden  feizing  ber  fair  Hand, 
His  eager  KiiTes  clofe  the  Argument.; 
Whiliifhc  do’s  in  the  firfl  Confufion  (land, 

’Til]  he  to  Courtihip  gives  a  fccond  Vent. 
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He  fancies  fomething  tender  in  her  Eyes, 

A  filent  fweet  Confent  to  hear  him  fpeak  ; 

Therefore  to  Rhetorick  gives  quick  Supplies, 

And  pleas’d  with  Hope  a  frefh  Attack  do’s  make* 

236. 

He  kneels,  he  reafons,  preffes,  and  fheds  Tears, 

With  moving  Air,  and  influencing  Grace  ; 

Now  humbly  fues,  now  fighs,  now  doubts,  and  fears, 
Whilfl:  fluent  Phrafes  one  another  trace  ; 

237. 

’Till  antique  Time,  that  never-weary’d  Poft, 

T wice  lixty  Minutes  had  run  out,  and  more  ; 

When  fweet  'Timandra  who  in  Thought  was  loll, 

And  the  extreme  Surprize  flie  had  before, 

238. 

Recovering  from  her  Agony  of  Fear, 

That  gave  her  Senfes  time  to  underftand. 

Could  not  retard  fome  darts  of  Joy  to  hear 
He  did  not  his  rough  Scroll  for  her  intend. 

239. 

His  gracious  Figure  too  fuccefsful  pleads. 

And  now  flie  entertains  fome  little  Pride ; 

To  fee  a  Hero  at  her  Feet,  wiiofe  Deeds 
Had  made  him  all  o’er  Europe  dignify’d» 

240. 

By  Diflidence  and  Modefly  controul’d, 

A  while  fhe  wants  the  Pow’r  to  life  her  Tongue ; 

Which  freed,  at  laft  her  Anfwer  do’s  unfold 
In  fwceter  Notes  than  e’er  the  Mufes  fung. 

241. 

*  The  great  Efleem  your  Merit,  Sir,  has  gain’d. 

Ne’er  by  my  Anger  was  fo  mortify’d  ; 

But  that  iince  1  perceive  my  Name  Was  feign’d, 

And  that  your  rough  Return  was  well  apply’d, 

242. 

My  firfl:  Opinion  ftill  authentick  Hands, 

With  hopes  my  too  rafli  Freedom  you’ll  excufc, 

Which  could  not  help  committing  to  your  Eland 
The  Knowledge  both  of  mine  and  your  Abufe  : 

^  TimandraV  Anpw^r  to  Alcibiades, 
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^43- 

The  odd  Miflakes  that  from  that  Caufe  arofe 
Might  raife  fome  fmall  Concernment,  but  can  ne’er 
With  Reafon  make  you  thus  your  felf  expofe, 

And  ftem  the  Tide  of  Dangers,  flaying  here. 

244* 

Can  you  pafs  by  the  fair  Athenian  Dames  ? 

Can  Curiofity,  that  blindly  leads, 

Bring  you  from  Beauties  of  exalted  Fames 
To  one  whofe  Sight  wife  Socrates  forbids  ? 

24y. 

One  of  whom  Love,  you  fay,  exadls  his  Care, 

Which  Care,  ’tis  true,  do’s  conflant  Service  iliew ; 
Yet  fure  it  is  not  Love,  or  if  it  were, 

’Tis  more,  as  yet,  than  either  of  us  know  ? 

246. 

But  I  am  well  affur’d  he  Virtue  loves. 

And  that  he  flill  inflrudls  me  to  purilie : 

Thus  too  fecures  by  Precept,  which  he  proves 
What  he  has  fears  your  Merit  may  undo. 

247. 

Ah,  go  then.  Sir,  and  let  my  Soul  have  leave 
To  reiifh  well  the  Morals  he  has  taught ; 

Retire,  whilfl  I  have  Aptnefs  to  receive 

That  Good,  and  can  oppofe  a  wav’ring  Thought; 

248. 

For  biufhing  I  mufl  own  I  fomething  find 

Couch’d  here  within  that’s  prone  to  take  your  Part, 
And  drives  to  fhadow  thofe  bright  Rays  of  Mind 
That  ’gainfl  fuch  Frailty  us’d  to  arm  my  Heart. 

'  249. 

Take  then  Compafiion  on  my  Innocence, 

And  tho’  your  Force  my  Weaknefs  could  controul: 
Let  me  o’ercome  with  my  Remains  of  Senfe, 

And  the  fmall  Reafon  that  yet  guards  my  Soul. 

2yo. 

With  Speed  then  let  me  beg  you  to  retire, 

And  Pity  take  on  my  Philofophy, 

That  thefe  late  Years  my  Bofom  did  infpire, 

And  in  one  Hour  might  now  confuted  lie : 

2yi. 

Shew  Favour  too,  and  generoufly  treat 
A  Maid  thus  forc’d  her  Weaknefs  to  confefs ; 

Nor  let  your  Judgment,  that  I  know  fo  great, 

Bv  v/hat  I’ve  faid,  conclude  my  Virtue  lefs. 
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2p. 

And  at  thefe  Words  a  frefli  Vermilion  dy’d 
The  rofie  Frame  of  her  angelick  Face ; 

And  from  his  Hand,  who  clofely  held  her,  try’d 
By  ftruggling,  to  feek  out  another  Place. 

‘2,5'3. 

In  which  kind  Pofture  I  the  happy  Pair, 

To  treat  of  other  things,  mult  leave  a  while  ; 

And  let  th’  Aflrologefs  perform  her  Share, 

Whom  our  falfe  Courtier  did  fo  late  beguile. 

25'4. 

With  Patience,  rarely  in  a  Lover  found. 

She  long  had  watch’d,  ’til]  Darknefs  enter’d  was ; 

When  Fortune,  who  Endeavours  feldom  crown’d. 

If  wifli’d  for,  plagu’d  her  with  another  Crofs : 

For  as  fhe  fate,  v/ith  amorous  Paffion  fir’d, 

In  Hopes  her  long’d-for  Hero  to  embrace, 

It  chanc’d  that  Socrates  that  Night  retir’d 

From  publick  Company,  and  chofe  that  Place. 

2y6. 

And  whilft  with  Thought  himfelf  he  entertain’d, 

In  which  his  dear  Timandra  had  beft  Share  ; 

Th’  Aflrologefs,  ’twixt  Joy  and  Trouble  pain’d, 

Gave,  by  foft  Greeting,  notice  fhe  was  there. 

25*7. 

The  Name  of  Akibiades^  and  Dear, 

Gave  him  occafion  her  Intrigue  to  know. 

And  made  him  with  the  fudden  Stroke  appear 
As  if  a  Thunderbolt  had  giv’n  the  Blow. 

25-8. 

When'juft  prepar’d  his  Anger  to  let  loofe. 

And  his  Truflee  for  Treachery  upbraid, 

He  found  another  did  his  Senfe  amufe, 

Who  fnatching  at  his  Arm  his  Speech  delay’d. 

2y9. 

This  was  Zantippe^  whofe  rank  Jealoufy 
Had  brought  her  there,  her  Husband’s  Haunt  to  find ; 

And  finding  now  another  V/oman  by. 

Began  her  Rant  in  this  outrageous  kind. 


260.  *  Is 
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260. 

*  Is  it  then  thus  that  Socrates  employs 

Kis  leifur’d  Minutes  meant  for  grave  Difputes ; 

Who  whilit  he  to  the  Vulgar  would  feem  Wife, 
Exerts  his  Soul  as  fordid  as  a  Brute’s  ? 

261. 

And  mud  Intrigues  of  wanton  Gallantry 
Difpofe  of  that  immortal  Influence  } 

Is  this  the  Bulwark  of  Philofophy 

That  ftill  to  Virtue  teaches  fuch  Defence  ? 

262. 

’Tis  well  indulgent  Darknefs  do’s  obfcure, 

And  Guilt  and  glowing  Shame  from  Sight  deter ; 

When  you  thus  lewdly  ad  your  Thoughts  impure. 
And  blot  the  Name  of  a  Philofopher  ; 

263. 

Whofe  Science  be  from  henceforth  counted  vain. 

And  fo  too  the  Repute  of  Learn’d  and  Wife  ; 

Your  Morals  are  but  Whimfies  of  the  Brain, 

Your  Reafons  Trifles,  and  your  Tenets  Lies. 

264. 

Whilfl  kindly  the  dear  Precepts  Nature  gives, 

And  Heat  fliall  be  by  me  from  henceforth  priz’d  ; 

And  thus  whilfl:  Joys  of  Senfe  my  Soul  believes 
Your  School  Enthufiafms  fhall  be  all  defpis’d. 

265'. 

And  here  Diford er,  which  her  Rage  had  bred. 

Her  Arm  flretch’d  out,  for  Action  had  prepar’d, 

If  Socrates^  with  new  Surprize  half  dead, 

Had  not  flipt  ofl'  to  find  what  ^vorfe  he  fear’d, 

266. 

If  AgJaonke^  when  the  dread  Name 
Of  Socrates  Are  heard  too,  had  not  fled, 

Grumbling  at  Stars  fhe  had  fuch  Caufe  to  blame, 

That  would  not  let  her  their  Predidiions  read. 

267. 

f  Saturnla  one  and  t’other  now  befriends, 

Plides  fierce  Zamippe'^s  Rage,  the  Matron’s  Shame  ^ 

Whom  there  we’ll  leave,  lince  now  the  Mufe  intends 
T’  exprefs  the  tortur’d  Sage  when  Home  he  came. 

^  ZantippeV  feccnd  Harangue  to  Socrates.  f  Highto 
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268. 

To  make  the  Proof  of  his  Misfortunes  clear 
He  foon  got  Entrance  by  a  private  Key, 

And  as  he  fear’d,  furprii’d  the  Lover  there, 

Who  had  (tho’  prefs’d)  no  Power  to  get  away, 

269. 

Itmandra^  now  from  Love’s  clofe  Fetters  free, 
Retires  as  foon  as  Socrates  fhe  faw  ; 

Who  with  an  Air  perplext  to  high  Degree, 

And  Words  infufing  reverential  Awe, 

270. 

Told  Akibiades  ’twas  Tyranny, 

And  high  Offence  to  Friendfhip  he  had  done; 

Since  he  from  Adts  of  am’rous  Gallantry 
Of  all  the  Female  Sex  referv’d  but  one  ; 

271. 

Whofe  Love  for  Learning  having  long  admir’d, 

He  to  improve  did  carefully  pretend, 

As  being  by  perfedl:  Amity  infpir’d. 

Since  ’twas  the  darling  Daughter  of  his  Friend ; 

272. 

And  that  ’twas  heighth  of  vile  Ingratitude 
To  force  a  Secret  fatal  to  his  Keft, 

Or  on  a  Virgin’s  Privacy  intrude. 

Who  fill’d  with  Love  of  facred  Things  her  Breafi 

273. 

And  here,  in  fpite  of  grave  Philofophy, 

Some  angry  Words  flew  rafhly  from  the  Sage  ; 

Whilfi  t’other  with  mild  Reafons  do’s  apply. 

The  trueft  Recipe  to  cool  his  Rage  : 

274. 

To  touch  him  nicely  on  the  tuneful  String, 

On  which  with  Art  fo  tenderly  he  play’d. 

He  found  out  prudently  the  only  thing 
That  could  his  late  unfriendly  Fault  evade. 

275'. 

He  therefore  thus  harangues,  *  Altho’  your  Brow 
Is  arm’d  thus,  Socrates^  againft  your  Friend, 

That  my  Intrufion  here  you  difallow. 

As  hindring  Morals  you  to  teach  pretend, 


f  Alcibiade?  Hamnpm  Socrates.^ 


288  Socrates /7««/Timandra:  Or, 

1^6. 

I  plainly  miift  dete61:  your  Fallacy, 

And  Ipeak  the  Truth,  ’tis  not  the  Rays  of  Mind 
You  would  infpire,  which  hinder’d  now  by  me, 
Incites  your  Wrath,  but  what’s  of  nicer  kind, 

277. 

You  love  the  true  Timandra^  Jealoufy 

Is  what  do’s  the  extremell  Proof  on’t  Ihew  ; 

I’ve  thought  fo  long,  fpite  of  Philofophy, 

And  fabtly  was  refolv’d  the  Truth  to  know. 

278. 

If  I  millake  prove  your  Referv’dnefs  ftill, 

And  lea-ve  the  charming  Student  to  my  Care, 

But  bid  me  not  fupprefs  voluptuous  Will, 

Unlefs  you  are  fecure  your  felf  you  dare. 

279. 

I  muft  confefs  I  do  fome  Pleafure  take 
In  the  undoubted  T ruth  of  what  I  find ; 

That  I  your  Rules  may  lefs  convincing  make. 

And  you  to  Youth’s  Defedls  may  be  more  kind  : 

280. 

For  let  your  Tenets  harafs  the  dull  Brains 
Of  poring  Pupils,  taftelefs  Joys  to  prove  ; 

When  Merit’s  Wreath  at  lafi;  renowns  our  Pains, 

I  I  find  the  befl  Philofopherds  Love. 

281. 

This  Sentence  had  no  fooner  pafs’d  his  Lips, 

But  the  learn’d  Orator  fo  mute  was  firuck 
His  Cheeks  no  longer  the  true  Colour  keeps, 

But  pale  and  ghafily  was  his  troubled  Look. 

282. 

He  fuddenly  fell  backward  in  a  Chair, 

As  if  fom.e  Epileptick  Fit  did  feize  ; 

And  after  fome  fmall  time  of  paufing  there, 

Thus  makes  return  to  Alcibiades, 

283. 

*  What  have  I  done,  oh  Troubler  of  my  Peace  ! 

To  merit  from  your  Hand  this  Cruelty  ? 

My  Friendfhip  has  been  firm  ev’n  to  Excefs, 

And  train’d  to  ferve  you  every  Faculty. 

i 

^  Th  Ufi  Harangue  (f  Socrates  in  Anfoer  to  Alcibiades, 
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285'. 

Your  Intcrefts  in  all  times  have  been  my  own, 

My  Credit’s  Hazard,  and  the  World’s  Ellecm* 

I’ve  ventur’d  to  eftablifn  your  Renown, 

And  from  your  Foes  Invet’racy  redeem. 

286. 

My  Life  too  I  have  flighted  for  your  fake, 

And  againfl  Swords  and  Darts  your  Buckler  flood. 

For  which  let  *  FoUdea  mention  make, 

Where  you  were  bought  with  my  Expence  of  Blood. 

2S7. 

And  when  the  Vidor’s  Prize  was  to  be  worn 
By  him  who  did  the  nobleft  Adion  there  ; 

I,  tho’  ’twas  given,  would  not  my  felf  adorn^ 

But  judg’d  it  fitted:  for  your  Brow  to  wear. 

288. 

Think  it  not  ftrange  I  twit  you  with  iny  Deeds, 

And  draw  your  Obligations  near  your  Eyes ; 

When  I  perceive  ungrateful  Humour  breeds 
Within  theBreafi  that  Amity  fiiould  prize. 

289. 

Ingratitude,  the  ugliefl  of  all  Sins 
That  e’er  deferv’d  eternal  Puniihment, 

Superior  ev’n  to  Murder’s  curll;  Offence, 

And  all  that  Reprobation  can  invent. 

290. 

When  I  perceive  th’  Effed  of  Wantonnefs 
Can  make  you  at  my  dearefl  Secret  laugh. 

Ingrateful  I  mull  call  ye,  to  exprefs, 

And  drag  up  Thoughts  to  light  i  knew  not  of ; 

291. 

In  which  you  prove  mofl  cruel  and  fevere, 

Since  you  have  flirr’d  up  fomething  in  my  Bread; 

A  Pafiion  that  I  yet  ne’er  knew  was  there, 

That  will  for  ever  rob  me  of  m.y  Reft. 

292. 

How  oft  have  I  your  cafual  Weaknefs  hid^ 

When  Errors  to  reproof  did  yourefign  ! 

In  juft  Return  then,  of  a  friendly  Deed, 

Could  you  not  once  think  fit  to  wink  on  mine  ^ 
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^93- 

Could  you  not  prove  your  felf  a  faithful  Friend, 

By  fparing  me  fo  natural  an  Ill ; 

Excufc  a  Frailty  time  perhaps  might  mend, 

Or  what  you  thought  you  could  not  help,  conceal 
^  ...  2,94. 

Oh,  Alcihiadesl  if ’tis  not  true 


That  I  the  beautiful  Timandra  love, 

By  this  x\fperfioii  Friendlhip  you  undo, 

Since  you  can  ne’er  your  Accufation  prove  ? 

295'. 

And  if  I  do,  as  I  begin  to  fear. 

The  Inj  ury  is  worfe  that  you  intend  ; 

By  raflily  hazarding  the  Curfe  to  bear. 

Of  being  my  Rival,  who  fhould  be  my  Friend. 

296. 

Withdraw  then  from  the  Danger  you  incur, 

And  whether  you  regard  me  in  Degree 
Or  Station  of  a  learn’d  Philofopher, 

Who  from  all  Pallion  frail  exempt  fhould  be  ; 

.  297. 

Or  whither,  as  a  true  or  faithful  Friend, 

Whole  active  Service  you  have  prov’d  before. 
Retire  from  Ills,  mull  have  fo  bad  an  End, 

And  let  Tdrmandra  fee  your  Face  no  more  : 

298. 

Let  it  fuffice  your  Point  is  gain’d  on  me. 

And  that  your  Cunning  my  Defedl  do’s  provc^ 
Since  by  Acknowdedgment  of  Jealoufy 
You  may  infallibly  conclude  I  love. 

Lay  then  my  Fault  on  frail  Humanity, 

Whofe  Weaknefs  cannot  Beauty’s  Power  fuHain, 
Since  Excellence  I  mTimandrai^to, 

Can  force  the  Will,  and  make  all  Rcafon  vain* 

300. 

\  our  Prcfcnce  here  is  fatal  to  my  Peace, 

How  you  can  Love  inlpire  too  well  appears ; 
Each  charming  Grace  of  yours  retards  my  Eafe, 

And  fnewing  what  I  want  exalts  my  Fears. 

301. 

Let  it  be  then  your  Glory  to  relign. 

And  Beauty  upoli  Fricndfnip’s  fcore  forfakc'; 

He  bell  the  Piero  proves  who  do’s  decline, 

And  fpare  the  Life  is  in  his  Power  to  take, 
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302. 

My  Heart  has  ev^r  been  for  you  entire, 

For  you  difturbing  Cares  have  fill’d  my  Bread  ; 

Let  then  returns  of  Gratitude  infpire 
Your  Soul,  and  give  to  mine  th’  expeded  Reft. 

503- 

Here  fcorcht  with  Shame  that  in  his  Vifage  glows, 

The  Sage  in  great  Confufion  held  his  Peace  ; 
Perplext  that  he  fuch  Frailty  fhould  expofe 
To  the  Infults  of  Alcibiades  ; 

304- 

Who  ftraight  with  open  Arms  careft  his  Friend j 
And  Promife  gives  to  anfwer  his  Defire  ; 

That  to  Tdimandra  he’d  no  more  pretend^ 

But  his  rare  Virtues,  in  her  dead,  admire. 

^  305'. 

Concluding  all  with  Themes  of  Amity, 

Recording  Deeds  of  Friends  in  former  Days, 
Delighting  Socrates  to  high  Degree, 

Who  fends  him  Home  with  Complement  and  Praife, 

306. 

But  oh,  when  Luft  unquenchably  do’s  burn, 

The  Heat  corrupted,  and  the  Mind  impure. 

Small  Tye  depends  on  Words,  or  what  is  fworn, 

And  weakly  do’s  that  Promifer  enfure  : 

307. 

For  Alcihiades^  whofe  w-anton  Will 
Still  influenc’d  him  more  than  friendly  Truftj 
Regards  a  Breach  but  as  a  trivial  Ill, 

And  hold  at  nought  the  Titles  of  unjuft  : 

For  ’gainft  feducing  Opportunity, 

To  which  the  frail  Trmandra  lent  her  Aid, 

The  Sage’s  Vigilance  no  Force  can  be. 

Who  finds  himfelf  by  his  falfe  Friend  betray’d. 

309- 

The  precious  Gem  is  ftol’n  away  by  Night, 

Which  he  in  Science  had  once  richly  fet ; 

Who  being  both  Friend  and  Lover,  took  Delight 
Still  to  improve  her  Reafon,  and  her  Wit ; 

310. 

But  vicious  Senfe  that  did  the  firft  pervert, 

Soon  brought  the  laft  to  be  fubfervient  too ; 

The  Glofs  of  outward  Beauty  fills  her  Heart, 

And  do’s  all  Thought  of  inward  Grace  fubdse. 

U  z 
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311. 

1l  o  G'rir^ium  with  her  wanton  Lord  fhe  fled, 

"W^ho  was  to  Exile  doom’d  too  by  the  Laws  ; 

From  whence  *  Lyfa?2der  plots  to  get  his  Head 
A  Prefent,  for  revolting  from  his  Caufe. 

312. 

He  Bngods  and  Sifemithres  lent, 

With  others  arm’d,  the  Fugitive  to  feize  ; 

Nor  did  wrong’d  Socrates  the  Plot  prevent, 

Whofe  fvlelancholy  now  bred  ftrong  Difeafe. 

3^.3- 

Tke  Lofs  of  his  fpice  of  alt 

The  patient  Pow’rs  Philofophy  had  bred. 

Made  all  remaining  Joys  of  Lire  fo  fmalL 
That  only  Eafc  by  D^^ath  now  fills  his  Head  ; 

3I4- 

Which  fome  time  after  (when  f  condemn’d  to  die). 

Made  him  with  fach  Contempt  the  Poyfon  take. 

Since  Griefs  were  caus’d  (which  in  his  Bread  did  lie) 

For  Love’s,  as  well  as  for  Religion’s  fake. 

3H: 

ct  like  a  Hero  did  he  nobly  die, 

Defpifing  numerous  Gods,  adoring  One  ; 

And  for  the  Frailty  of  an  am’roiis  Sigh, 

The  facred  Martyr-  largely  did  atone  ; 

316. 

But  e’er  his  Death  he  the  Deilriidlion  law 
Of  his  falfe  Friend,  and  that  iinhappy  Fair  ; 

Who  quickly  on  thcmfelves  did  Ruin  draw, 

Exempted  from  his  Patronage  and  Care. 

r*7 

The  Band  Pent  out  to  take  ’em  found  the  Place*, 

A  lonely  Hut,  to  which  they  had  retir’d, 

And  dreading  th’  Force  of  Aktbiades^ 

Bafely,  to' drive ’em  thence,  the  Cottage  fir’d. 

31 

Ah  !  then  with  dreadful  Horror  you  might  fee 
An  Objecl  would  torment  a*gen’rous  Heart, 

The  Lovers  forc’d  from  their  Security 

By  the  fir  on  g  Foe,  who  fought  with  Sword  ftiid  Dart ! 

*  Lyfandcr,  General  of  the  Lacedemonians,  mth  Phar-gazabu? 
the  Pcrlian  General  to  murder  Alcibiades. 

f  Socrates  'to as  pa  to  death  drinking  the  yiiiceof  Uemlock,  by  tfse  A- 
thenian  Judges ,  for  dsf fifing  plurality  e^Gods^  and  introducing  never  War 

V  . 
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Love  the  beji  L^hilofopher-, 

319-, 

\et  whilft  he  Life  retain’d  the  Hero  iiood 
Guarding  his  Miflrefs  from  their  fatal  Power, 

But  faint  with  many  Wounds,  and  lofs  ot  Blood, 
Falling  at  laft  th’  unequal  Pd'ght  gave  o’g:. 

^320. 

Dead  at  her  Feet  the  great  Athenian  lay, 

Whofe  Fate  foon  ufiicr’d  hers,  *  as  Story  tells  ; 

Whofe  fad  Example  may  the  Truth  diiplay 
Of  Mifehiefs  bred  from  Love’s  fcducing  Ills ; 

321. 

And  by  this  Moral  teach  the  Young  and  Fair 
With  facred  Rules  to  fortify  the  Heart; 

That  may  ’gainil  Powers  of  wanton  Courtfnip  war. 
And  not  depend  on  Sciences  or  Art. 

Vain  are  the  Precepts  of  rhilofophy 
Without  the  Tindlure  of  cxleilial  Grace, 

Whofe  want  ^Aimandra  made  untimely  die, 

A.nd  foon  dellroy’d  great  Alciblades. 

End  of  the  fecon^d  C  A  N  T  O. 

IFrittcn  at  Ramsbury 
Manor y  Anno  1706. 

*  Timandra  dies  cf  Grief 
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The  P  O  E  T  V  Vijion, 

A 

FUNERAL  POEM, 

I  N 

PiNDARicK  Verse: 

i  f.  ^ . 

Sacred  to  the  Memwy,  of  that  e^er  to  he  admird^ 
'  and  mofi  excellent  T^rincefs  Anne  ,  our  lai.e 
Gracious  Sovereign  Lady,  Written  in  the  Tear 

1714-  - 

I. 

H  E  Sua  now  pofled  to  his  watry  Bed,. 

The  Evening  was  with  gLoooiy  Q.oud's  Q’erfpccad, 
When  from  a  folitary  &Qye  I  home  reriVd; 

But  found  my  fcTf'  (alas)  not  now  infpir’d 
With  any  Geniua  foe  Poetry, 

Such  as  on  nice  Occafions  u&’d  to  be ; 


i 


But 
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But  ominous  Melancholly  preft 
My  Spirits,  and  with  ftrange  Infedion  fill’d  my  Breafi  : 

The  Faculties  and  Orders  of  my  Soul, 

Thoughts  fad  as  Death  did  now  controul. 

I  haftned  to  repofe,  but  could  not  reft, 

’Till  with  long  watching  tir’d,  a  troubled  Slumber  eas’d 
My  wearied  Senfe,  or  rather  fatal  Numbnefs  feiz’d 
My  vital  Parts  all  o’er,  whilft  to  my  Eye, 

In  vifionary  Scenes,  was  Ihewn  this  Prodigy. 

II. 

A  Royal  Banquet  in  a  fpacious  Place 
Hung  round  with  Arras^  figuring  the  Race 
Of  Gods,  of  Heroes,  and  of  Kings; 

And  wond’rous  Stories  of  moft  wond’rous  things 
Methought  I  faw  prepar’d;  at  which  in  State 
The  gracious  *  Gloriana  fate : 

Around  her  all  the  Nobles  of  the  Land, 

Thofe  that  bore  Office  and  Command, 

Place,  or  Dependance  from  the  Crown  ; 

With  others  alfo  that  had  none. 

In  order  were  ;  grave  Heads  that  Mitres  wore, 

Grandees  that  held  white  Rods,  Judges  in  Robes  with  Fur; 
x^nd  round  the  Hall  on  large  Degrees  rais’d  high 
Another  auguft  Company,  ^ 

The  great  Supporters  of  the  Diadem, 

And  of  the  Nation’s  Glory  and  Efteem, 

The  Engliflo  Commons  fate 
Like  the  Difpofers  of  refolving  Fate  ; 

Who  from  the  prying  Croud  did  Rev’rence  draw, 

By  Looks,  with  Signs  of  Knowledge  grac’d,  and  legiflative 
Awe. 

Next  thefe  were  mixt  a  Number  more 
Promifcuoufly  that  Office  bore. 

And  each  in’s  happy  Station  did  reveal 
The  fecret  Joy  his  Heart  did  feel, 

Down  from  the  Pages  that  attend,  up  to  the  potent  Seal, 

A  grand  Affair  there  w^as  to  do, 

F orm’d  to  promote  the  national  Intereft, 

As  well  as  make  the  City  bleft ; 

And  in  a  Charter  newly  wrote,  prefented  to  her  View. 

*  The  ^tteen. 
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And  here,  methought,  the  Praetor  of  the  Town, 

With  all  his  Brethren,  Traders  of  Renown, 

Wrapt  up  in  Fur,  with  each  a  Chain  embellifhing  his  Gown, 
Made  the  demure  Petition  on  their  Knees, 

And  never  feem’d  fo  well  at  Eafe  ; 

All  with  a  Look  hncere,  in  humble  View, 

Tho’  perhaps  perfedl  at  the  Heart  but  few  ; 

(What  cannot  Citizens  for  Profit  do  ?) 

Whilft  to  their  fam’d  Recorder,  grave  and  wife, 

Aukward  and  formal,  fubtle,  and  precife: 

Th’  attentive  Sovereign,  with  a  Smile, 

Short  Anfwer  made,  but  in  fo  kind  a  Style, 

That  now  they  thought  their  Feafi:  well  given; 

Praifing  their  Royal  Saint, 

In  Expedlation  of  her  Grant, 

Beyond  the  brightefl:  Cherubin  in  Heaven. 

And  nothing  now  was  heard  and  feen 
But  joyful  Hums,  and  Grins,  and  Looks,  half  comick, 
half  ferene. 

All  clofing  with,  Oh,  happy  we,and  long,  long  live  the  Queen. 

III. 

But  whilfl:  this  general  Joy 
In  every  Face  appear’d, 

All  blefi:  with  Glor'tancCs  gracious  Eye  ; 

Who  pleas’d  with  what  fhe  faw  and  heard. 

With  Freedom  gave  her  Satisfadion  vent. 

And  full  of  eafy  Goodnefs  fhew’d  her  Liking  and  Cont 
From  the  fwol’n  Bofom  of  a  gloomy  Cloud 
A  thunder  Clap  was  heard  fo  loud, 

With  fuch  a  frightful  Sound 
As  when  the  mighty  Saviour  dy’d, 

The  facred  T emple  did  divide  ; 

And  divine  V engeance  rent  the  trembling  Ground. 

Amazing  Horror  ftraight  furpriz’d  each  Face, 

Nor  now  could  that  Majeftick  Grace 
That  late  in  Gloriana  fiione,  appear. 

For  even  fhe  grew  chang’d  with  Fear: 

Her  chearful  Face,  with  deadly  Pale  o’er-caft, 

Looktlike  a  fragrant  Flower  ftruck  with  a  withering Blaft. 
Then  ftraight,  methought,  the  Roof  was  feen  to  cleave, 
E^afters  torn  out,  the  tott’ring  Building  leave, 

Whilft 

2 


300 


A  Funeral  Poem, 


Whilft  Eajiward  from  the  Sky 
A  Radiant  Form  defcending  charm’d  each  Eye 
With  Glories  of  immenfe  Divinity  : 

Four  Cherubs  that  on  th’  Angel  came  to 'wait, 

Whofe  Looks  a  Pow’r  difplay’d  fuperior  to  Fate, 

Went  up  where  EngU^zd's  Guardian  Regent  fate  ; 

H  er  feiz’d,  then  with  their  precious  Load  withdre^n', 

And  thro’  the  wide  expanding  Air  to  their  third  Heaven  dew  * 
Wnilft  Jjriel^  for  now  might  each  one  fee, 

By  his  bright  glittering  Form,  and  lucid  Front,  ’twas  he  ; 

Cue  of  the  glorious  Seven  that  always  Hand  'y 

In  fight  of  God’s  nigh  Tnrone,  on  his  right  Hand,  L 

And  to  the  lower  World  Hill  bears  his  dread  Command  ;  J 
With  facred  Voice  thus  fpoke,  whilft  every  Stander  by 
On  the  bleft  Orator  nit  a  heedful  Eye, 

Ail  charm’d  with  the  Embaflador,  and  thirfling  all  to  hear 
his  Embaffy.  ■ 

IV. 


( 

f 


Not  yet,  oh  finful  People,  are  your  Crimes 
Blotted  from  the  Eternal’s  Memory  ; 

The  Faults  of  pall  and  prefent  1  imes, 

In  the  Omnipotent’s  All-feeing  Eye, 

Bear  yet  too  frefn  and  deep  a  Dye 
To  let  his  Juflice  grant  ye  true  Felicity  ; 

Inllead  of  th'at  your  vile  Offences  are 
Writ  in  fo  large  a  Roll,  he  do’s  prepare 
Scverefl  Vengeance,  greater  frill,  and  more 
Then  e’er  yet  fcoiug’d  your  ftubborn  Land  ,  or 
heretofore. 

The  Plague  of  Frogs,  ofLocufls,  and  of  Lice, 

Or  chryflal  Currents  turn’d  to  Blood  ; 

When  all  the  fetter’d  Fifn  in  vain  devis’d 
With  riimy  Wings  to  ’fcape  the  gory  Mud, 

Equals  not  half  the  Wrath  to  you  is  bent, 

Not  half  the  Curfe,  not  half  the  Puniflimtnt. 

Your  Queen,  your  earthly  Goddefs  here  below. 

To  whofe  excelling  Virtue  you  your  Blefiiugs  owe  ^ 
Whofe  Smiles,  like  the  bright  Ruler  of  the  Day, 

Made  all  things  fiourifi},  all  things  gay  : 

Your  GlorioiiA,  whom  you  fo  ad^re. 

Ah  I  wretched  beyond  Tnotighr,  fnali  blefs  your  Eyes  no  more. 

Thus 
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Thus  has  the  angry  Maker  doom’d,  and  his  Decree 
Is  thus  pronounc’d  by  me, 

The  dear  lov’d  Genius  of  your  Land  fhall  die, 

And  pafs  thro’  N  at  lire  to  Eternity  ; 

From  mortal  Cares  immortal  Bleffings  prove, 

And  leave  a  fading  Glory  here  for  lading  Joys  above. 

This  fpoke,  the  glittering  Angel  difappear’d, 

And  now,  methought^  was  heard 
A  confus’d  horrid  Noife 

Of  Shrieks,  and  Groans,  and  Crie% 

The  glorious  Scene  too  chang’d,  and  in  its  dead 
Infernal  Night  her  blacked  Fogs  had  Ipread 
Over  the  baleful  Place,  dark  as  the  Regions  of  the  dead. 

V. 

-  ^ 

■’Till  by  fome  Flafhes  of  tstherial  Fire, 

And  fatal  Fulgor,  glimmering  Light  was  lent ; 

Which  fhew’d  a  Cavern  where  the  Fates  retire. 

And  where  in  dreadful  Shades  their  horrid  Hours  are  Ipent, 
Around  the  Place  where  ugly  Shapes  of  Death, 

Bare  Skelitons,  and  all  the  FloorTieneath 
With  Heaps  of  Skulls  and  Bones  wereTcatter’d  o’er, 

Of  Men  that  had  been  Mighty  heretofore. 

Mingled  with  Scrolls,  of  human  Names  fpotted  and  dain’d, 
with  Gore ; 

Brought  thither  by  a  grEly  Train, 

Which  for  that  Work  the  Siders  entertain 
Diseases  call’d,  a  foul  midiapen  Crew, 

That  thoLifands  daily  to  Dedrudtioii  drew. 

And  drd,  with  numerous  Scrolls,  came  Fever,  wither’d, 
lean, 

His  Heart  and  Intrails  fcorcht  within 
With  Linfeen  Fire  that  long  had  darning  been  ; 

Next  him  remorfelefs  Plague,  his  Charge  redgn’d  ; 

I  Sv/ol’n  Dropsy  then  with  dow  Consumption  join’d, 

I  Their  deadly  Labels  brought,  more  loiter’d  too  behind,  ’ 

1  ’'Down  from  the  lowly  Country  Girl  up  to  the  Sovereign 
Queen. 

But  amongd  all  that  on  this  Cdice  came, 

Death’s  Friends  and  Agents,  Gouty,  Blind,  and  Lame, 
Methought  I  faw  one  bring  a  Scroll 
That  with  new  Terror  dll’d  my  Soul ; 

A  Scroll  v/here  in  large  Characters  was  Gloriana^s  Name. 
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Trembling  at  this  I  found,  as  near  I  preft, 

His  Title  wrote  in  Blood  upon  his  Breaft, 

Dead-doing  Ap ?  o p  le  x,  whom  w^hen  pleas’d  Clotho  faw 
She  Itraight  a  flender  Twine  w^as  feen  to  draw  ; 

Which  envious  Lachefis  foon  on  the  Diftalf  put, 

And  Atropos^  as  foon  prepar’d,  with  bloody  Shears  to  cut. 
Then  each^with  difmal  yelling  Voice, 

And  hellifh^Grin,  feem’d  to  rejoice 
To  know  the  World  fhould  lofe  fuch  an  ineflimable  Prize.  ' 

VI. 

’Twas  here  the  Villon  left  my  fetter’d  Senfe, 

Here  Fears  anew  ’gan  to  commence, 

And  Grief  llraight  follow’d  clofe  ;  for  fcarce  my  Eyes 
Had  made  their  Opticks  free  from  Sleep’s  Surprize, 

But  to  my  Ears  the  Horror  enter’d  in 
Of  dreadful  News,  the  Sicknefs  of  the  Queen. 

Too  true  ’twas  found,  for  now  each  Flour  accurft 
Flew  with  more  fatal  Tidings  than  the  firft  ; 

From  bad  to  worfe,  ’till  the  third  difmal  Day 
We  heard  the  Life  of  our  ’Britannia  lay. 

The  Prize  of  Death,  juft  languifhing  away  ; 

That  darling  Life,  more  precious  than  the  Store 
Of  India’s  Jems,  or  univerfal  Ore. 

Oh  Heaven  !  maugre  all  our  Tears, 

Our  fervent  Wiihes,  and  our  Prayers ; 

The  Skill  which  all  the  skilful  Sons  of  Art  ’ 

With  niceft  Judgment  could  impart. 

One  fuddain  curft  Difeafe  had  Power 
In  a  few’  Moments  to  devour, 

And  by  Commiftion  from  eternal  Will  ;; 

Mock  the  Divine’s,  and  the  Phyfician’s  Skill. 

Thus  wrhen  Omnipotence  do’s  BlelTings  give 
He  thus  afterts  his  high  Prerogative, 

When  ferv’d  beftows  the  Gifts  we  all  partake, 

And  when  his  Grace  w’e  lofe  he  calls  ’em  back 
Wifely  demonftrating  fuperior  Right, 

The  Creature’s  Merit,  the  Creator’s  Might. 

But  now’,  oh  Mufe !  how  can  thy  Influence 
So  far  infpire  my  Senfe  } 

How’  Ihall  my  ill -performing  Pen  and  Hand 
Defcribe  the  gufhing  Sorrow’s  of  the  Land, 
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Shew  the  attending  Mourners  that  flood  by  ; 

Who,  each  with  frighted  Look  and  flowing  Eye, 

Made  the  vafl  Deluge  fwell  fo  univerfally, 

That  all  around  Grief  fo  immenfe  appears 
As  if  the  World,  a  modern  Way,  w'ere  to  he  drown’d  in 
Tears  ? 

Our  haplefs  Land  a  Woe  particular. 

Beyond  the  reft  of  Nations  did  prefer ; 

And  whilft  new  Seas  of  Brine  furround  our  chalky  Shore 
Albio'a  was  ne’er  fo  true  an  Ifle  before.  ' 

VII. 

Oh,  Albion^  in  thy  Lofs  more  curft  by  far 
Than  in  all  Ruins  of  thy  Civil  War  : 

Thy  florent  Soil’s  a  barren  Defert  now. 

Sad  as  thy  IvTatives  Weeds,  and  clouded  as  each  Brow.  ; 
Bend  thy  afpiring  Head,  let  Afhes  crown 
Thy  haughty  Front,  and  for  paft  Crimes  atone; 

That  like  offending  Nineveh  of  old, 

Dire  Defolation  by  this  Blow  foretold, 

May  by  thy  humble  Sackcloth  be  delay’d. 

And  Heaven’s  confuming  Vengeance  by  Repentance  ftay’d. 
And  now  my  drooping  Mufe  agen  is  at  a  ftand, 

My  Pen  lhakes  in  my  trembling  Hand 
At  miy  bold  daring  thus  my  Thoughts  to  raife, 

On  Gloriana's  Theme  or  Praife : 

Virtue  that  fcarce  has  equall’d  been,  or  will  in  future  Days. 
That  Royal  Virgin  that  fo  long  maintain’d  ^ 

The  Englifi  Crofs,  and  with  fuch  Judgment  reign’d, 

That  forty  Years  the  Joys  and  Toils  of  glorious  Empire 
knew. 

Ne’er  fuch  Applaufe  or  Adoration  drew 
As  matchlefs  Gloriana  in  her  few : 

That  happy  Princefs  govern’d  When 
Obedience  was  a  Gift  in  Men  ; 

When  mild  Allegiance  bow’d  to  fovereign  Awe, 

And  Duty  was  contiguous  with  Law. 

But  Gloriana  fated  to  put  on 

The  weighty  Trouble  of  a  Crown, 

In  a  hot  Ferment  found  the  State, 

Perplcxt  with  fadlious  Jarring  and  Debate. 

Yet  ftill  encourag’d  by  cseleftial  Aid, 

The  Royal  Shepherdefs  divinely  fway’d  ; 

Held  out  her  Crook,  and  the  rude  Herd  obey’d. 
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And  as  die  famous  Thracian  Poet  once 
Drew  to  his  Lyre  Birds,  Beads,  and  Trees  and  Stones, 

So  th’  favage  Inmates  by  mild  Arts  die  tam’d  ; 

Some  curs’d  the  Caufe,  but  now  the  Conduct  blam'd  , 
lier  Foes  her  charming  Grace  fo  much  had  won, 

'  The  word  but  faintly  envy’d  her  the  Throne. 

VIII. 

So  Efiher^  who  her  Nation’s  Rights  redor’d. 

For  Fiery  and  Wifdom  was  ador’d ; 

And  fo  will  Gloria'aas  Name  eterniz’d  be 
Thro’  future  Years  to  all  Poderity  ; 

The  lad  of  Female  Sovereigns,  and  the  bed* 

But  ah  !  the  Saint  is  gone,— and  Miracles  are  ceas’d-, 

And  well  might  die  the  Name  of  Saint  deferve, 

Who  the  Almighty  did  fo  truly  ferve  •: 

Her  regular  Devotion  every  Day 
Flight  even  teach  Piety  it  felf  to  pray  ; 

None  could  be  wdeked  in  her  Service  bled, 

Her  holy  Flame  divinely  'warm’d  each  Bread, 

Example  drd  the  Good  began,  and  Shame  perform’d  the  redi 
Nor  was  her  Wife-like  Virtue  lefs  admir’d, 

But  every  Bread  where  Honour  was  infpir’d. 

So  much,  that  even  our  fenfual  Nation 
Began  their  brutal  Crimes  to  fee, 

And  honed  Wedlock,  Amity, 

Began  again  to  be  in  Falhion. 

Thus  all  her  Hours  did  dricl:  Goodnefs  fway^ 
Angelically  thus  flie  fpent  each  Day  ; 

Thoughtlefs  of  Ill,  iinlefs  ’twere  to  prevent; 

Her  mirthful  Minutes  too  fo  innocent, 

As  if  a  Life  Divine  die  meant  to  try 
Before  die  came  to  die, 

And  th’  great  Difpofer  of  her  Soul  was  always  danding  by. 

IX. 


For  Pity  too,  for  heavenly  Clemency, 

None  ever  more  rcnovvii’d  than  fhc  ; 

Who  Judice  Scales  fo  mildly  did  command, 

And  held  the  Sword  in  fach  a  umlrlef:)  Hand, 
That  even  the  Malefadloi-s  of  the  Land 

In  Murders  train’d,  and  Traytors  made  for  hire  ; 
Nay  tho’  they  diird  againd  her  precious  Life  confpirc, 
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And  thereby  Pimifhment  more  juftly  drew 
Than  th’  rell  of  the  incorrigible  Crew  ; 

Yet  was  fhe  never  found  the  more  fevere, 

Nor  ever  Death’s  black  Warrant  fign’d  but  wet  it  with  a 
Tear. 

Oh  !  were  that  great  Apofllc  here  to  fee, 

That  preach’d  Salvation  gain’d  by  Works  of  Charity, 
Her  wond’rous  Mercies  in  that  kind. 

And  the  unwearied  Bounties  of  her  Mind 
Far  above  all  the  reft. 

He’d  (till  pronounce  her  bleft ; 

And  fix  for  her  a  heavenly  Seat  next  the  moft  high  Degree. 
She  needed  but  a  fmall  Tranflation  there, 

Half  of  Perfection  had  the  Angel  here. 

Poor  Proteftants,  by  foreign  Vilenefs,  driven 
From  their  Abodes,  for  the  dear  fake  of  Heaven  ; 
Forlorn  and  ftarving  in  the  Fields, 

Her  pitying  Bofom  facred  Manna  yields. 

Thus  Numbers  from  the  giving  Saint  receiv’d; 

Thus  Numbers  daily  her  bleft  Hand  reliev’d. 

Oh  !  facred  Virtue  there  is  ftill  in  thee 
So  fweet  a  Charm,  fucli  true  Divinity, 

That  when  thou  wilt  unfold  thy  beauteous  Face, 

And  with  thy  Beams  frail  human  Nature  grace, 

How  pall’d  to  thee  the  W orld’s  vain  Pleafures  are. 

How  fickly  do  they  tafte,  how  wretchedly  appear 
Thou,  divine  Eftence,  always  didft  infpire 
Bleft  Glortana  with  thy  hallow’d  Fire ; 

The  Royal  Saint  was  ftill  a  Type  of  thee, 

As  thou  art  of  angclick  Piety. 

X. 

Mighty  in  Power,  yet  mild  ftill  as  a  Dove, 

A  I'emper  form’d  of  Piety  and  Love  ; 

Devout  as  Deborah  at  a  Sacrifice ; 

Chafte  like  Sufanna^  and  like  Sheba  Wife ; 

Like  Michal^  kind  and  dutious  to  her  Lord, 

And  like  a  Saviour  loft,  lamented  and  ador’d. 

More  Attributes,  much  more  might  be  expreft, 

But  Sorrow  ftops  my  Pen,  and  hinders  all  the  reft; 

My  Mufe  grows  weary  with  this  glut  of  Woe, 

And  now  no  more  can  do. 


X 
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fo6  A  Funeral  Poem,  6cg. 

Onely  methinks  I  fee  from  high 
A  radiant  Cherub  foaring  thro’  the  Sky, 

Saying,  Let  Women  be  no  more  defam’d, 

Nor  ever  henceforth  for  pafl:  Frailty,  blam’d  ; 

Th’  unbounded  Virtues  of  this  One 
Do  amply  for  their  Faults  atone, 

With  the  eternal  Compenfation  make. 

And  all  the  rell  of  Female  Kind  are  pardon’d  for  her  fake. 
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A  N 

E  L  E  G  Y> 

Cccafioned  by  the  mtivh  lamented  Tl>eath  of  the 
Right  Honotirable  H  e  n  r  y  Earl  of  Port¬ 
land,  Vifcoimt'Wood&ocl^y  Baron  of 
ceftcr,  and  Knight  of  the  ?nofi  Noble  Order 
of  the  Garter, 


R  IT  A  IN  might  well  expecl  the  Sea  to  roar, 
And  rage  with  Tempefts  feldom  known  before  ^ 
That  Comets  blazing  in  the  Hemifphere 
Should  with  their  fatal  Light  raifc  panickFear; 
How  comes  it  then  that  no  Irruption  was 
In  Heaven  nor  Earth  to  fliew  our  mighty  Lofs  ? 
Nature  with  dreadful  Wreck  was  terrify’d. 

Oaks  fell  uncut,  the  Storm  did  Rocks  Tivide 
Some  Years  ago,  when  a  Ufurper  dy’d  : 

But  now  when  loyal  Portland  ceas’d  to  live. 

Who.  was  a  Blelfing  great  as  Heaven  could  give  ; 

The  Elements  are  Itill,  at  Peace  the  Winds  ; 

The  Sun,  as  if  he  mockt  our  Grief  too,  fiiines. 

Nay  dull  Bataz'ia^  that  iingratcful  Soil, 

Once  honour’d  by  his  Birth,  is  growm  lb  vile, 

The  muddy  Floods  within  its  Dams  to  flow, 

That  fhould  in  gufliing  Deluges  o’erflow. 

But  hold,  oh  Mule,  let  not  thy  Sorrow  make 
ConftrufiiOil  Wrong,  perhaps  I  may  mihakc  • 


X 


Wii% 


i 


SOS  An  '^L.v.QYy  on 

Wife  Providence,  ’tis  poffible,  intends 
ConvuHions  in  the  Bolbms  of  his  Friends, 

Of  fuch  llrong  Force,  that  being  beyond  Exprcffion, 

Shall  quite  furpafs  all  outward  Defolation. 

Ah !  ’tis  too  true,  the  Meteors  that  fhould  blaze 
Abroad,  are  lliewn  in  every  mourning  Face  ; 

Continual  Sighs  fwell  to  a  blufliing  Gale, 

The  Mind  tormented,  and  the  Vifage  pale 
Creates  a  flormy  Ferment  in  the  Blood, 

Great  as  what  rolls  the  Sea,  or  cracks  the  lofty  Wood. 

He’s  gone  !  the  great  Example  of  our  Time, 

To  grace  the  eternal  Court  with  Worth  fublime  ; 

Merit  uncommon  foon  attrads  the  Sky, 

Heav’n  marks  fuch  Men,  and  bids  ’em  quickly  die. 

The  Wife,  and  thofe  for  Juflice  famous  known, 

Are  fet  apart  as  its  peculiar  own  ; 

And  amongft  all  that  claim  a  'Prcemtum  there 
A  faithful  Statefman  has  the  greatelf  Share. 

And  now^  methinks  at  my  recording  this 
From  the  dark  Entrance  of  a  fam’d  Abyfs, 

Within  a  Fately  Dome  %  by  th’  Ancients  made, 

To  fhrinc  the  Afhes  of  the  Royal  Dead, 

A  late  T riumphant  ^  Monarch  takes  new  V oice, 

And  from  his  facred  Cavern  loudly  crys ; 

Such  w^as  illuflrious  Bentinck^  whofe  great  Name 
J  think  it  now  my  Glory  to  proclaim. 

And  with  indulgent  Gratitude  commend 
A  faithful  Subject,  Counfellor  and  Friend. 

Thus  far  the  Monarch,  and  what  then  was  faid, 

Gave  juft  Occalion  for  the  Mufe  to  add. 

On  Themes  of  Prudence,  bleft  Fidelity, 

The  learned  Sifters  all  employ’d  fhould  be  ; 

No  Pen  be  idle,  nor  no  Brain  be  free 
From  Labour  on  a  Theme  of  fuch  Degree. 

Great  JVilliam  this  Encomium  beft  could  prove, 

Who  found  his  Loyalty  and  dutious  Love ; 

Found  as  excelling  all  that  Verfe  could  praife. 

Done  to  his  Fellow  Kings  in  former  Days  ; 

And  own’d  it  always  with  ferene  Regard, 

As  much  too  great  for  Thanks  as  for  Reward. ' 

Witnefs  the  firft  Performance,  ^  and  moft  great-, 

When  by  the  amorous  Hero  fent  to  treat 
“  Weftminfler-Abby.  ^  King  William. 

^  Hps  firfi  frudent  Mamgement  of  th  M^tfh  between  th  Prince  of 
range  and  the  Princefs  lyiary. 

With 
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the  Earl  ^Portland. 

With  gracious  Mar^^  on  connubial  Love, 

A  Work  decreed  by  all  th’  Elecl;  above  ; 

He  like  a  favourite  Cherubim  was  fent 
To  adt  the  Order  of  th’  Omnipotent. 

Thus  taught  by  Jiacred  Wildom  to  proceed, 

Each  Word  fuccefsful,  he  perform’d  the  Deed  ; 

And  made  by  the  Diipatch  fo  well  addreft, 

His  Mailer  happy,  and  three  Nations  bled.  > 

So  when  of  old  the  Maker  of  Mankind 
To  Mortals  afuperior  Good  deligii’d. 

To  blefs  the  Creature  with  th’  indulgent  Word, 

A  Michael^  or  a  LV/V/,  was  impower’d  ; 

Who  by  caelellial  Influence  and  Skill, 

With  Care  could  manage  the  eternal  Will. 

As  matchlefs  Prudence  thus  is  verify’d, 

So  often  was  his  Faith  and  Duty  try’d  ; 

His  Hero  ^  rais’d  by  Merit  to  a  Throne, 

When  many  wavering  Friends  around  were  fhewn  ; 
Whoever  fail’d  him  he  was  fure  of  one. 

Brave  Portlandy  Pilot  like,  would  Heady  be 
To  fleer  his  Vellel  in  that  rolling  Sea. 

Tho’  the  unfettled  Crowd  had  various  Ends, 

And  many  real  Foes  were  feeming  Friends, 

Still  did  the  noble  Bentiftck  Item  the  Tide, 

With  Arms  and  Counfcl  his  great  Mafler  guide. 

And  left  the  red  for  Heaven  to  provide. 

‘^Nor  did  his  Duty  fhew  its  condant  Force 
In  happy  Times,  but  on  Occafions  worfe  ; 

When  Sicknefs  once  his  princely  Patron  vext. 

And  with  Difeafe  of  naufeous  kind  perplext ; 

When  pale  Attendants  flood  aloof  for  Fear, 

Who  flack  in  Diligence  and  tender  Care 
Eorlbok  his  Room,  and  fhunn’d  the  fulfom  Air. 

This  brave,  couragious,  faitliful  Fiiend  purfu’d 
The  highed  Sentiments  of  Gratitude, 

Orrering  when  the  Didemper  was  mod  great, 

in  Bed  to  nurfe  him  with  his  kindly  Heat; 

<  •  .  1 

t  t  ■  * 

®  His  Courage  and  ConduH, 

*’  He  attended  King  William  at  the  Revolution ,  and  vta^s  ejleem'd  hk 
ahleji  Counfellor.  '  “ 

'  *■  His  Fidelity. 

Hu  incomparable  Duty  and  Love  ,  he  fav*d  the  King’s  Life  by  lying 
in  the  Bed  tvhen  he  had' the  Small-Pox,  and  by  drawing  thm  out. 

X  3  •  And 
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And  by  a  tender  Adlion  rarely  fhewn, 

To  fave  that  valu’d  Life  exposM  his  own. 

Oh !  facred  Circumltance  of  friendly  Lovc^ 

Scarce  to  be  parallel’d  by  Saints  above  ; 

Where  Amity  in  full  Perfection  is, 

And  makes  Com_pleatment  of  feraphick  Blifs. 

The  kingly  "  Prophet,  in  his  debile  Days, 

Was  by  the  Sons  of  Art  advis’d  to  raife 
Piis  Spirits  by  a  Virgin’s  warm  Embrace  ; 

Yet  can  this  a't  of  Duty,  tho’  Divine, 

Great  Fortland^  never  be  compar’d  to  thine  : 

That  good  old  King  had  no  Difeafe  but  Years, 

No  poyfonous  Stench  the  weak  Condition  bears ;  . 
Hers  might  an  Aid  of  true  Obedience  prove, 

Butjiis  was  Duty  mixt  wnth  tender  Love, 

N  or  had  Affedtion  here  its  final  Date, 

His  Care  that  was  in  time  of  Sicknefs  great. 

No  lefs  in  Health  v/as  us’d  in  ^  Turns  of  State. 

A  Politician  from  his  Cradle  known, 

Jufi:  to  our  Pdation,  civil  to  his  own  ; 

Yet  ne’er  could  Bribe  or  fubtle  Flatt’ry  draw 
His  Soul  to  ad  unwarranted  by  Law. 

Great  Souls  that  thus  their  Sovereigns  bravely  ferve, 
Sowing  with  Toil,  oft  reap  wdrat  they  deferve  ; 

Iloyal  jufi  to  the  lafi  Degree, 

Crown’d  true  Defert  wdth  Wealth  and  Dignity  ; 
Repaid  his  faithful  Care  with  Bounty  large, 

And  made  him  Knight  Companion  ^  of  St.  George. 

The  greatefi  Ivlark  of  Favour  Kings  can  givC/ 

Or  Subjeds  for  due  Merit  can  receive. 

At  Refvjick  too  ^  his  wife  Performance  rais’d 
From  every  lage  Occafiou  to  be  prais’d  : 

That  famous  Treaty  by  the  Nations  made 
Was  form’d  by  Rules  from  his  fuperior  Head  ; 

Who  fiili  was  own’d  by  general  Confent 
A  Mafier  in  the  Art  of  Government. 

This  well  was  prov’d  wfiien  he  fooii  after  made 
Thro’  Gallick  Towns  ^  his  glorious  Cavalcade  ; 
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’  David. 


Hii  (rre^t  Service  in  Politick:. 


o 

"  Created  for  his  great  Merit  m  i68p,  Earl  of  Portland,  and  in  iCgj 
Knight  of  the  Garter. 


One  cj  the  Elenito’s  at  Pveiwi 
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'  Sent  cy  King  V/iiliam  Amlaffador  into  France. 
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the  Earl  ^Portland. 

When  haughty  Lewis^  even  bur  ft  with  Rage, 

To  fee  his  Port  and  pompous  Equipage  ; 

Choice  were  his  Servants,  Iplendid  their  Attire, 

Right  was  their  Velvet,  and  their  Gold  was  Wire. 

Not  fo  Tallard^  ^  who  of  mere  out-fide  braggM, 

Glaring  at  firft,  but  a  Month  after  ragg’d  ; 

And  thus  their  native  Temper  lets  us  know, 

Compounded  all  of  Fallacy  and  Shew. 

’Twas  here  with  Models  of  confulted  Art 
The  noble  Statefman  ^  play’d  his  fubtle  Part ; 

He  knew,  as  nought  is  clouded  from  the  Wife, 

He  in  a  Region  was  of  Enemies ; 

Whofe  Hearts  were  falfe,  tho’  frequent  were  their  Grins, 
And  Treacheries  as  numerous  as  their  Sins ; 

Their  Minds  fo  barbarous,  tho’  they  feem’d  to  laugh. 
That  fcarce  the  Nation’s  Lav/  could  keep  him  Me  : 

Yet  by  his  Skill  and  Prudence  moft  profound, 

F’enc’d  too  by  his  good  Genius  hovering  round, 

His  deep  Deligns  he  did  to  Period  bring, 

Outwitting  both  their  Nobles  and  their  King. 

Thus  Monfieur^  to  our  Fame,  himfelf  might  view, 
Out-done  in  Politicks,  and  Grandeur  too  ; 

Tho’  deeply  learn’d  in  King-craft’s  clofe  Aftair, 

And  tho’  he  ftgning  Peace,  intended  War  ; 

Our  Mnehiavii  found  out  the  Secret  III, 

And  match’d  the  Guile  in  the  Partition-Bill. 

Ceafe  here,  oh  Mufc,  thy  vent’rous  Pen  let  fall, 

Too  many  Virtues  crowd  to  mention  all  : 

Let  Honour,  Goodnefs,  and  Humility, 

Candor  and  kind  Indulgence  be  laid  by, 

As  Themies  for  all  Poetick  Skill  too  high  ; 

And  let  the  bright  Archangels  all  agree 
To  write  above  a  facred  Elegy. 

Now  let  our  Worthy  then  in  Heaven  hud 
The  Joy  which  by  th’  Eternal  is  confign’d, 

And  Glory  too,  in  what  he  left  behind. 

The  noble  Heir  approv’d  by  general  Voice, 

Who  Parent  Virtues  in  all  kinds  enjoys ; 

A  gracious  Figure  to  delight  the  Eye, 

Where  Nature  did  her  utmoft  Skill  employ  ; 


®  Tallardh  Equipage  'very  pght  and  trivial, 
^  His  great  Folicy  and  ConduB. 

^  The  prefent  Duke  of  Portland. 
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II z  An  Elegy  on^  &c. 

A  Wit  that  do’s  with  clear  Politenefs  fliine, 

Mix’d  v/ith  a  Temper  fecond  to  Divine. 

May  then  his  Scene  of  Sorrow  quickly  be 
Chang’d  to  a  Profpedt  of  Felicity, 

And  for  a  filial  Duty  kindly  lliCwn, 

A  Father’s  unfurmouiited  Joy  be  known  ; 

Whilfi:  his  fair  Confort  of  great  *  NoeVs  Race 
With  a  bright  Ofispring  fhall  his  Table  grace. 

And  thus  as  in  a  Round  the  Ages  run,  % 

The  deceas’d  Parent,  and  the  living  Son  C 

Th’  eternal  Hand  with  high  Reward  will  crown  ;  j 

And  with  a  Bounty  great,  as  Heaven  can  fliew, 

The  firll  be  bled  above,  the  laft  be  bled  below. 

^  Marry^d  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lctdy  E.  Noel ,  eldeji  Daughter 
to  the  late  Lari  of  Gainsborough.  ^ . 
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FUNERAL  ELEGY: 

O  R,  A  N 

O  D  E, 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  my  late 
noble  Patron,  the  right  Honou¬ 
rable  T  H  o  M  A  S  L,ord  Leigh, 
^Stoheleigh  m  the  County  of 
Warwick,  who  died  Novem¬ 
ber  Anno  1710. 

i  •  • 

The  Muse  Addreffing  to  Stmeleigh  Houfc. 

L 

I  fiatcly  Pile,  where  oft  the  4>rightly  Mufc, 

That  now  involv’d  in  Sorrow  fings,  . 

Infpir’d  with  Joy  did  often  ufc 
T o  found  her  Lyre,  and  touch  the  tuneful  Strings ; 
What  Cloud  is  this  hangs  o’er  thy  Head, 

Like  Mountains  lhadowed  with  expected  Rain  ? 

Why  blallcd  looks  that  flow’ry  Mead, 
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That  by  thy  honour’d  Side, 

Wafht  by  the  charming  Amn^%  Tide; 

So  fweetly  ftill  the  Eye  did  entertain  ; 

4-h !  now  alas,  too  well  I  guefs, 

Sadnefs  Ts  hat’ral  in  Diftrefs ; 

Thy  noble  Patron’s  call’d  away 

To  change  for  State  D;vine  his  mortal  Clay, 

And  this  forgetting  his  bled  State ,  o’erwhelms  thee  with 
Difmay. 


11. 

Mourn  then,  dejected  Pile,  let  Grief  renew, 

And  as  Companion  take  me  too  ; 

Who  in  thy  fair  Apartment  late 
Fed  by  his  Bounty  nobly  great, 

With  Pride  and  Pleafure  faw  my  flourifhing  Eflate ; 

So  great  my  Joy  to  be  by  him  cared, 

Whofe  every  Look  and  Motion  was  a  F eafi: ; 

That  I  can  fcarce  forbear 
To  wilh  him  once  more  here. 

From  lading  Glory  and  eternal  Joy  ; 

Which  dill  perpetual  is,  and  ne’er  can  cloy, 

For  worldly  felfifh  Ends 

To  be  ageh,  as  once  he  was  on  Earth,  my  bed  of  Friends. 

III. 

^  Nor  did  on  me  alone  his  Bounty  fall. 

His  free  Indulgence  was  bedow’d  on  all ; 

That  ancient  City  harrafs’d  with  Didrefs, 

Where  Leofrlck  of  old  exacted  Homages ; 

Which  bled  Godina  did  from  Tribute  free, 

At  Price  of  her  undaunted  Modedy, 

Shar’d  oft  the  liberal  Grace  of  noble  heigh ; 

Exalted  Warwick  too,  that  dands  fo  high. 

Proud  of  the  ancient  Monuments  of  famous  Guy^ 

Often  oblig’d,  mud  judly  own. 

His  Goodnefs  was  not  dol’d  alone; 

But  all  around  didlis’d  with  generous  Speed, 

As  facred  Manna  once  in  time  of  Need; 

Mechanick  Traders  well  Vv'ere  paid, 

And  Peafants  earn’d  with  Joy  their  Bread  ; 

Then  for  the  x\lms  he  gave 
He  do’s  no  Second  leave  ; 


Witnefs 
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Witnefs  the  daily  Loads  of  charitable  Meat, 

And  Troops  of  pamper’d  Beggars  crowding  at  his  Gate, 

IV. 

Who  all  with  dropping  Eyes  like  falling  Rain, 

Lament  their  Lofs,  a  Lofs  fo  much  his  Gain. 

Thus  erring  Nature  makes  us  wrong  our  Friends, 

We  grudge  their  Happinefs  for  our  own  Ends; 

And  rather  wnfh  that  here  they’d  day, 

Than  their  Tranflation  hence  to  Blifs  and  Time  without 
Decay. 

Since  this,  alas,  muft  be, 

And  that  profound  Philofophy, 

Wants  Power  to  contravert  the  Strife 
Between  our  Senfe  of  heavenly  Joys,  and  thofe  of  human 
Life : 

Oh !  give  us  leave  to  mourn  great  Leigh's  Remove, 
Who  bleft  us  yearly  with  his  friendly  Love; 

Who  was  for  godlike  Temper  try’d, 

And  like  a  guardian  Saint,  fo  far  from  Pride, 

That  even  his  noble  Title,  Wealth  and  Place 
Was  loft  in  the  familiar  Grafp  of  Amity’s  Embrace. 

Elis  open  Hand  even  Bounty  did  foreftall, 

So  generous  and  fo  kind  to  all. 

That  weary  Strangers  travelling  by 
On  Bufinefs  or  Cnriolity, 

Perhaps  that  hungry  were  and  dry, 

Need  not  with  piteous  Look  the  Patron’s  Aid  implore, 

Kind  Invitation  dreft  in  Smiles  ftood  always  at  the  Door. 

«  > 

Mourn  too  ye  learned  Sons  of  bleft  Theology, 

Ye  fage  Profeftbrs  of  Divinity ; 

Nor  think  a  tributary  Tear 

On  your  good  Patron’s  Hearfe  too  dear ; 

Oft  at  his  Table  has  he  cheer’d  your  Hearts, 

And  made  his  Bounty  ftrive  to  equal  your  Deferts : 

A  Treat  fo  copious,  fo  immenfe  a  Mind  ; 

A  Heart  fo  free,  a  Look  fo  kind  ; 

The  Reverend  of  your  Tribe  will  feldom  find  : 

For  tho’  the  firft  or  fecond  Courfe 
Your  Inclinations  could  not  force, 


To 


516 


An  Elect  on 


To  contradict  your  Gravity, 

He  -ftill  had  a  Defert  of  Loyaltv. 

A  noble  Reliih  for  the  Churches  Caufe, 
Ancient  Religion  and  the  Laws ; 

That  hill  Avould  all  demure  Regard  controul, 
And  by  a  large  capacious  Bowl 


Begin  to  do  you  Right,  and  fhew  the  Greatnefs  of  his  Soul. 

yi. 


Nor  need  my  Mule,  thus  tedious  be 
In  praifing  his  known  Hofpitalky, 

As  if  that  fpecial  Grace  was  all  his  Store; 
xMas!  he  had'a  thouland,  thoufand  more, 

Excelling  even  the  Thought  of  any  Friend, 

As  now  they  do  miy  Genius  to  commend  ; 

Behold  they  iTjine  inglorious  Bloom 
Like  Planets,  lighting  him  to  his  eternal  Home; 
Whilh  we  that  mourn  around  his  Tomb 
Should  even  our  feives  wdth  Grief  deftroy, 

Were  there  not  giv’n  one  Beam  of  Joy 
T o  cheer  each  weeping  Friend,  and  cafe  the  Mind, 
When  wethe  noble  Otlspiing  view  he  yet  has  left  behind. 


VII. 


'L o  you,  Lord  Edvjard  then,  the  noble  Heir, 

That  equally  his  Worth  and  Honour  Iharc, 

And  on  his  Hearfe,  by  Duty'  bound,  have  Ihcd  a  hlial  Tear. 
I  confecrate  this  Elegy  ;  '  -  . . 

Which  your  Indulgence  will,  I  hope,  receive. 

And  at  the  inllant  too  believe 
The  Branch  I  Honour  to  a  high  Degree 
That  have  fo  long  rever’d  the  Tree  ; 

As  then  you  like  the  Riling  Sun  appear, 

May  you  fiiine  out,  and  influence  the  Year  ; 

And  be  your  h'lorn  fo  bright  we  may  forget 
The  Evening  when  your  honour’d  Father  fet  : 

Next  let  the  Mufe  remember  too. 

The  Tribute  to  your  worthy  Confort  due  ; 

Good,  Faithful,  Vertuous,  Rich  and  Wife, 

The  kind  Beginner  and  Preferver  of  your  Joys  ; 

May  Ihe  a  Series  of  long  Years  polfefs, 

Connubial  Love,  and  iafiing  Happinefs ; 
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the  Lord  Leigh. 

And  fee  her  charming  Olfspring,  now  in  Bloom, 

Grow  up  and  mellow  in  the  Years  to  come  ; 

Aday  Comforts  one  another  ftill  purfiic, 

You  blch  ill  her,  my  Lord,  and  fhe  in  you  ; 

’Till  by  eternal  Aid  you  baffle  Fate, 

And  Time  to  your  continu’d  BlUs  wants  Power  to  give  a 
Date. 


VIII. 

And  laftly,  tho’  not  Icafl  in  Memory, 

Since  by  the  Mufe  admir’d  in  high  Degree; 

Since  too,  kind  Heaven’s  bomitcous  Hand 
Has  yet  more  Blcffings  at  Command, 

My  highly  valued,  ever  honour’d  Friend  : 

Moll  worthy  Charles^  I  next  condole  with  you. 

Who  know  for  your  dear  Parent’s  Lofs  what  kindly  Giidf 
is  due ; 

Whofe  Candor,  Wit,  and  Senfe  of  Amity 
Mull:  filial  Duty  raife  to  a  fnpreme  Degree, 

Prepare  to  take  the  blelt  Reward, 

Which  Heaven  to  Merit  gives  of  fach  Regard; 

So  tvith  your  noble  Brother  fhall  you  prove 
Equality  in  Happineis  as  Love; 

Fraternal  Friendfrup  crowns  your  dear  Embrace, 

He  your  Oreftes^  you  his  PyUdes : 

As  Brother,  and  as  Friend,  you  Emulation  railc, 

And  by  it  ment  every  Good  Adan’s  Praife  ;  \ 

Such  did  ftriiSb  Rules  of  Amity  maintain, 

in  the  next  Age  to  that  when  God  corredted  Cai^  : 

And  tho’  as  to  his  elder  Birthright  due, 
in  a  good  Wife  he  claims  Precedence  now  of  you  : 

He’s  but  of  prefent  Happinefs  pofTell, 

Which  you,  whene’er  you  pleafe,  may  fade ; 

Since  Heaven,  that  of  its  Favourites,  Hill  takes  peculiar 
Care, 

Refer ves  for  you  the  fecond  Gift,  the  Rich,  the  Y*oimg, 
the  Fair- 

Thatdone,  thro’  Tradls  of  Time,  and  Scenes  of  Joy, 
Ye  noble  Friends,  united  Amity  employ  ; 

Let  each  the  others  Love  purlue, 

\YhiUl  we  that  joyfully  the  Concord  view, 

WFh  happy  Luxury,  Regale  in  you. 
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Then  fhall  the  awful  Sire  look  down, 

His  Head  impal’d  with  a  c$leftial  Crown  ; 

And  with  a  fmiling  Grace, 

Such  as  he  pleas’d  us  with  in  tranfitory  Days, 
Rejoice  to  fee  his  own,  by  Right  of  Blood, 

With  Perfons  fit  to  grace  a  Court,  and  Farts  to  do  their 
Country  good. 


finis. 
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POEM  Elegiacal 

On  the  Death  of  our  late 

Glorious  Monarch, 

King  WILLI  AM  III. 

Riumphant  Fate  had  with  fevereft  Spite, 

Now  giv’n  theWorld  Proof  of  its  envious  Might ; 
The  facred  Urns  of  Monarchs  newly  built, 

Oft  Ihew’d  the  Fines,  paid  Heaven,  for  Nature’s 
Guilt : 

Caftillian  ^  Royalty  in  Dull  was  laid ; 

!  A  Britip  Ccefar  ^  too,  by  Bigots  fway’d, 

1  And  the  blind  Errors  of  his  Church  milled. 

;  His  broken  Sceptre  dropt,  with  thefe  a  Flower, 

I  Juft  blooming  ^  cropt  in  an  untimely  Hour ; 

I 

'  ®  King  of  Spain, 

i  *  James. 

!  Duke  of  Glocefter. 

Which 
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Which  had  it  fpace  its  Sweetnefs  to  difcJofe, 

Might  have  excelfd  each  ancient  Englijh  Rofe  ; 

Nor  flopt  the  miird’rous  Head  of  Deftiny 
Yet  here,  but  ravag’d  to  a  'worfe  Degree  ; 

Eufebia’%  ^  Patron,  ^  ftcdfaft  Foe  to  Rome\, 

Great  Umpire  of  the  Arms  of  Chriftendom  ; 

In  whom  all  Europe^s  Princes  fum’d  their  Hope, 

Spain's  Guardian,  Scourge  of  Gallia^  and  the  Pope  ; 
Whofe  Valour’s  Beams  itill  cheer’d  the  warring  bold, 
Who  in  the  Shade  now  Ihivering  Hand,  and  cold. 

He,  he  who  yearly  crown’d  his  Subjeds  Blifs, 

Not  only  fam’d  for  Condudl,  but  Succefs ; 

This  Mighty,  more  than  Man,  now  nothing  lies. 

This  Royal  Oak,  whofe  top  late  touch’d  the  Skies, 

Bows  his  high  Front,  fhrinks  at  the  blaft,  and  dies. 

Oh  !  who  could  count  that  Hour  the  Streams  of  Woe 
Nor  were  mine  lead,  which  from  my  Eyes  did  flow  ; 
Succeeding  Days  dill  gave  frefli  Caufe  to  grieve  : 

We  walk’d,  and  look’d,  and  talk’d,  but  did  not  live  ; 
Nor  was  the  Night  lefs  comfortlefs,  for  there 
The  Hero  dill  would  in  my  Dreams  appear  ; 

Some  glorious  x\(Sl:ion  for  his  Albion  done, 

Prefs  my  relenting  Soul,  and  force  a  Groan  ; 

At  lad,  ’mongd  various  Vifions,  this  was  one. 

Methought,  on  Helicon^  in  grand  Debate, 

^ollo  and  the  mourning  Mufes  fate  ; 

The  Fate  of  Monarchs  was  the  baleful  Theme, 

Each  for  her  Hero  forrowing  in  extreme  ; 

And  each,  by  Honour  bound,  in  Elegy 
Her  choiced  Genius  was  oblig’d  to  try  ; 

But  doubting  Skill  in  fuch  augud  EfTays, 

And  diffident  to  give  deferving  Praife, 

They  thus  invok’d  the  Patron  of  the  Bays. 

M  u  s  e’s  Suu  to  Apollo. 

Great  influencer  of  the  happy  Nine, 

Who  us’d  to  charm  the  Globe  with  Songs  Divine  ; 

Thefe  mighty  Dooms  fo  much  our  Souls  adfight, 

The  awful  Subjedl  makes  us  fear  to  write  : 

The  Gods  on  Earth,  flnee  Monarchs  are  fo  call’d,  , 
Should  only  be  by  thofe,  like  you,  extoll’d  ; 

*  Troteflant  Religion, 

J  William. 
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on  King  Willi  A  M/  ' 

For  us,  alas,  to  build  great  Praife, 

Prefume  at  Altars  only  you  can  raife, 

1  Would  forfeit  all  our  Titles  to  the  Bays, 

His  boundlefs  Glory  claims  Apollo's  Wit, 

Th’  eternal  Theme  for  you  is  only  fit ; 

Sing  out  then,  on  thou  Soul  of  facred  Arts ! 

And  let  the  mighty  Ode  tranfport  our  Hearts* 

Thus  fpoke  *  Caliope^  the  proftrate  reft 
;  Confenting,  joyn’d  to  fecond  her  Requeft, 
i  When  the  infpiring  Deity,  whofe  Eye 
I  Was  always  known  to  dart  a  Beam  of  Joy, 

I  Dejeded  now,  and  gloomy  as  the  Grave, 

I  Their  Suit  refus’d, - and  thus  his  Reafon  gave. 

j  I 

I  A  p  O  L  L  o’x  Anfwer. 

j 

His  matchlefs  Fame  is  fo  beyond  all  Praife, 
i  Nor  Gods,  nor  Men,  can  proper  Altars  raife; 

I  Others,  by  Flights  of  yours,  will  famous  grow, 

■  My  Pegafus  no  middle  Trad  do’s  know, 

^  Najfau's  a  Theme  too  high,  and  all  the  reft  too  low.  • 

'  *  Mufe  Hemck> 

FINIS. 
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A 

Funeral  Poem  or  Elegy, 

Sacred  to  the  Alemory  of  my  mofl  Wor¬ 
thy  and  ever,  Honour’d  Patron  and 
Frlendy  Sir  Humphry  Forster,  Bar. 
who  died  December,  Anno  Dorn. 
.1711. 


I. 

O  W  was  the  beauteous  Summer  Seafon  pafl. 

And  plenteous  Autumn  with  fucceeding  haft 
Unloaded  had  her  Stores,  and  bleak  was  gone 
To  tell  lad  Tales  of  Winter’s  coming  on ; 

When  from  the  S^r/^/>^*Paradife,whofe  Name,  • 
And  ftately  Dome  the  Record  fills  of  Fame, 

That  near  the  lovely  Kenet  proudly  ftands, 

Whofe  argent  Purls  enrich  the  verdant  Lands, 

Back  to  our  City  Defart  home  I  came. 

II.  i 


i 

With  that  mean  Title  London  muft  difpenfe,  ' 

Whilft  Ed^n  Aldsrmafton  charms  my  Senfe  ;  ; 


As 


I 


i 


*  Aldermafton. 


Sir  Humphry  Forster^ 

As  vulgar  Females  fcarce  are  Women  call’d, 
When  the  Beaumonde  appotoring  are  extoH’d, 

Sweet  Aldermafton  do’s  from  high  appear, 

For  choiceft  Pleafures  fam’d  both  far  and  near  ; 
And  like  Britannia  s  Goddefs  fits  above, 

Bright  as  the  Palace  of  Olympick  Jove^ 

Queen  of  her  own,  and  Chief  of  all  the  Shire. 

III. 

From  this  EUzittm  beyond  Parallel, 

"Where  Honour,  Virtue,  and  the  dwell; 
Unlucky  Bufinefs  forcing  my  Retreat, 

Subjedl  of  mine  as  well  as  Cowley^  Hate  ; 

With  clouded  Soul  I  went,  its  Patron  too. 
Generous  and  kind,  receiv’d  my  laft  Adieu. 

Oh  !  fatal  Word,  lince  Heaven  had  then  decreed, 
‘To  raife  my  Grief,  it  Ihould  be  fo  indeed, 
i  By  dreadful  Doom  that  did  too  foon  eufue. 

j  IV* 


For  fcarce  had  I  my  Difcontent  flippreft, 

And  freed  from  Loads  of  ominous  Care  my  Breafl ; 
I  Scarce  in  Alfairs  had  here  few  Days  employ’d, 

■  Affairs  that  Sweets  of  Country  Life  deny’d, 

;  When  the  dire  News  that  like  Contagion  fpread, 
i  Struck  like  a  Blaft,  my  honour’d  Friend  was  dead  ; 

!  The  Generous,  the  Wife,  the  Good,  the  Juft, 

!  Fell’d  like  a  lofty  Pine  by  fatal  Gufi, 

And  all  dear  Hopes  of  future  Favours  fled. 

1 

V. 

Ye  prudent  few,  that  can  that  Word  commend, 
And  know  by  Merit  how  to  prize  a  Friend, 

I  To  you  I  now  addrefs,  for  this  was  one 

;  Form’d  in Perfedlion. - But,  alas!  he’s  gone, 

,  Snacht  by  divine,  immutable  Decree, 

I  T’  improve  above  cjEleftial  Amity ; 
j  Fruit  of  his  Virtue  had  fo  rich  a  tafle, 
j  And  ’mongfl:  Immortals  there  fo  highly  grac’d, 

I  The  heavenly  Seraphs  begg’d  at  laft  the  Tree. 

! 
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IV. 

Mourn  then,  oh  Mufe !  and  aiding  what  I  write, 
Let  Grief  perform,  antd  Gratitude  indite. 

Let  Honour,  Juftice,  Generolity, 

Each  with  a  proper  Tear  remembred  be  ; 

Or  if ’tis  not  by  watry  Woe  exprell, 

As  Woe  is  greateft  ftill,  when  Tears  are  leaft^ 

Let  dire  Affedlion  inwardly  controul 
The  thoughtful  Orders  of  the  anxious  Soul, 

And  Sighs,  as  well  as  mine,  fwell  every  Bread. 

VII. 

Mourn  too,  ye  rural  Hinds,  that  near  him  dwelt, 
And  frequent  Doles  of  his  kind  Bounty  felt ; 

Shew  that  his  Memory  is  dill  rever’d, 

Let  Hearts  ake  now  that  he  fo  oft  has  cheer’d  ; 
Who  with  a  free  and  open  Eland  on  all. 

Like  Heaven  on  Ifrael  let  his  Manna  fall : 

All  who  in  need  of  his  Affidance  dood, 

A  Patron  found  fo  noble  and  fo  good. 

The  great  were  not  didinguilli’d  from  the  fmalL 

VIIL 

Grandeur  of  Soul  his  Adlions  dignify’d. 

And  yet  tho’  great,  the  farther  dill  from  Pride  ; 
The  Opulence  of  Power  or  Wealth  to  him 
Of  no  Regard,  did  always  Trifles  feem  ; 

But  moded  Virtue  ever  was  rever’d. 

And  Learning’s  Arc  with  willing  Patience  heard : 
So  noble  Atucus  in  Rome  of  old, 

Extraded  dill  from  Drofs  the  purer  Gold, 

And  thro’  divided  Fadtions  wifely  deer’d, 

IX. 


Nor  with  the  red  that  confecrate  his  Urn, 
Cand  thou  (*  oh  V enerable)  ceafe  to  mourn. 
Thy  noble  Friend,  as  well  as  Patron’s  lofs; 
Pious  as  are  thy  Thoughts  ’tis  no  flight  Crofs : 

5  "worthy  Chafhin, 
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The  Rules  of  facred  Writ,  tho’  they  enjoin 
That  Creatures  to  the  Maker’s  Will  relign  ; 

Yet  human  Nature  is  not  fo  refin’d 
But  it  may  leave  fome  Rufl:  upon  the  Mind, 

And  ’mongfl  the  reft  of  grateful  Hearts,  on  thine. 

X. 

’Mongft  which,  you,  honour’d  ^  Matron,  who  have  feen 
His  Date  of  Time,  and  when  it  did  begin ; 

That  prop’d  by  Providence  makes  Age  obey. 

And  Life  enjoy,  in  fpite  of  its  Decay  ; 

Whofe  Senfe  is  quick,  whofe  Fancy  young  appears ; 

Whofe  fprightly  Judgment  feels  no  Doze  of  Years, 

Mult  own  a  Pang  for  him  whofe  dutious  Love, 

Seem’d:  as  ’twere  copied  from  the  Saints  above, 

That  to  his  Maker  hourly  Altars  rears. 

XL 

Your  virtuous  ^  Daughter  next  large  Share  has  here,  • 
With  whom  muft  you  his  dear  lov’d  Niece  appear  ;  ’ 

'  The  noble  Heirefs  of  his  Family,  ; 

I  To  whofe  fucceeding  bleft  Polferity, 
j  All  will  in  time  defcend  ;  who  as  you’re  Chief 
!  In  near  Relation,  are  fo  too  in  Grief :  Y 

Nor  do  bleft  ^  Sifters  you  your  felves  exclude, 

Who  fam’d  for  Goodnefs,  Beauty,  Gratitude, 

Your  Candor  pay,  tho’  nought  can  bring  Relief.  _  _  ^ 

XII.  . 

Then,  ye  Domefticks,  whom  his  Goodnefs  fed. 

That  many  Years  were  cherifh’d  with  his  Bread ; 

Whofe  gentle  Rules  did  (till  your  Service  crown. 

Cheer’d  with  his  Smiles,  but  never  faw  his  Frown :  ,..i 

With  clouded  Vifage  let  your  Grief  appear 
Black,  as  the  difmal  Livery  you  wear ; 

For  oh !  your  kind,  your  generous  Mailer’s  gone  ; 

He’s  gone,  and  Seconds  like  him  there  are  none, 

To  blefs  your  Lives  vvith  fuch  Indulgence  here. 

The  Mufe  addrefjing  to  Mrs.  Forfler,  hk  Mother, 

^  Lady  Forfler,  and  the  Right  Honouratb,  the  Lady  his  Niece, 

f  Mrs.  Chefhire  aid  Mrs.  Coden. 
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XIII. 

Yet  left  your  Sorrow  fhoiild  too  much  annoy 
Your  mourning  Duty  paft,  there’s  yet  fome  Joy  ; 

A  Female  Phoenix  riling  from  his  Pile 

To  gild  your  Woes,  and  once  more  make  ye  fmile. 

Hail,  awful  Modefty,  ^  let  thefe  Eflays 

In  Verfe  prefume  your  forro  wing  Thoughts  to  raife  ; 

Excufe  me  if  I  prompt  your  pious  Ear, 

Juft  Charadlers  of  true  Defert  to  hear. 

And  give  my  Veneration  leave  to  praife. 

XIV. 

In  your  paft  Life  the  Candid  muft  confefs 
All  that  can  prove  the  Marriage  State  u  Blifs  ; 

Sprung  from  the  Loyns  of  honour’d  whofeFame 

For  Wifdom  foar’d;  you’ve  Title  to  the  fame  : 

And  thefe  rich  Gems  without  Reprifal  get, 

The  Father’s  Worth,  and  the  good  Mother’s  Wit; 

Virtue  innate,  and  Knowledge  well  acquir’d. 

By  all  below  belov’d,  by  all  above  infpir’d  ; 

Like  EJiher^  perfecl,  good,  and  like  wife  Deborah^  admir’d, 

XV. 


In  this  divine  Condition  long  both  liv’d, 

Thus  ftill  continue,  you  that  have  furviv’d. 
Farther  to  go  the  Mufe  in  vain  ElTays, 

A  State  fo  glorious  is  beyond  all  PraiR  : 

Reft  then  in  Peace,  thou  hallow’d  dear  Remains, 
Accept  my  Duty  in  thefe  humble  Strains. 

Oh !  might  their  V alue  but  obtain  to  keep 
Pace  with  thy  tow’ring  Fame,  I  then  fhould  reap 
The  nobleft  Harveft  for  Poetick  Pains. 

^  AddreJJing  to  Lady  Forfter. 

Sir  Humphry  Winch,  h^r  Father. 
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Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  the  Pious,  and 
highly  Honoured  Lady  W  i  n  c  h,  and 
mojl  humbly  Dedicated  to  the  Lady 
F  o  R  s  T  E  p.  her  Daughter. 


E  friendly  Mourners,  dry  your  trickling  Eyes, 
Sorrow  fhould  ceafe  in  facred  Obfequies ; 

Y  She’s  gone  to  that  Empyreal  Maniion,  where 
Angelick  Souls  erernai  BlelTings  fharc, 

And  bright  Rewards  beyond  the  Art  of  Praife, 
For  virtuous  Deeds  done  in  their  mortal  Days : 

And  tho’  lamenting  Nature  bears  the  Crois, 

With  Pain  for  an  indulgent  Parent’s  Lofs ; 

Tho’  forrowing  Tears  feem  to  have  jufi:  Pretence 
To  raife  a  Flood,  and  Grief  afflidls  the  Senfe  ; 

Yet  Pveafon  argues  there’s  fome  Caufe  for  Joy, 

Since  Heaven’s  the  Purchafe  when  the  Pious  die. 

Youthen,  her  honour’d  Daughter,  (whofe  Deccafe 
tias  given  her  Claim  to  everlaiting  Biifs) 
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Whofe  pregnant  Knowledge  in  what’s  ftri611y  Good, 
Defcends  into  your  Bread  by  Right:  of  Blood ;  x 
The  mourning  Tribute  judly  paid,  may  now 
With  decent  Grace  raife  your  dejedled  Brow. 

Let  this  atone  for  a  good  Mother’s  Lofs, 

That  the  Tranflation  ib  tranfcendent  was; 

The  Joys  of  Heaven,  fljoiild  Earth  compare  with  them, 
Are  Gold  to  Dirt,  a  Pebble  to  a  Gem  ; 

Advanc’d  too  now  in  that  c^Eleftial  Sphere, 

She  Leifure  has,  to  praife  your  Duty  here  ; 

Bled  in  that  bright  angelick  Company, 

She  now  has  happy  Time  in  Hymns  of  Joy, 

To  recommend  your  niial  Piety, 

Approaching  near  the  Throne, 

To  parallel  your  Virtues  with  her  own; 

And  tell  her  Sider  Saints,  who  joyful  ga7.e 
Upon  the  Glories  of  the  Maker’s  Face  : 

There,  there,  fhe  kneels,  who  lives  below'  fo  W'dl 
Seraphick  Dw^ellers  fcarcely  can  excel. 

d'his  Truth  of  you,  maternal  Love  would  fay, 

Let  us  be  grateful  then,  and  Truth  repay. 

Permit  me,  Madam,  and  my  humble  Mufe, 

By  you  infpir’d,  to  ccnfecrate  her  Dues ; 

And  fince  her  facred  Gifts  are  rarely  found. 

Thus  let  ’em  be  in  hallow’d  Verfe  renown’d. 

Fird  let  her  charming  Godlinefs  take  place, 

Her  darling  Fav’rite  from  her  infant  Days, 

That  here  the  mortal  Manfion  beautify’d. 

And  built  her  an  Eternal  w'hen  die  dy’d  ; 

That  thro’  the  Series  of  her  Years  fhone  bright, 

And  with  her  Odspring  diar’d  the  glorious  Light, 
Which  in  her  Life  vras  of  fo  high  Regard, 
Omnipotence  can  only  now  reward. 

Next,  w'retched  Paupers^  died  your  briny  Flood, 
^ou’ve  loft  your  Alms,  that  charitable  Good, 

That  late  reliev’d  and  fed  ye  from  her  Store, 

Defcends  lirte  Manna  on  your  Heads  no  more: 
Rclentlefs  Fate  coniigns  ye  now  to  thofe 
for  Charity,  whofe  Charity  is  froze. 

Not  fo  the  Dame,  from  wdiom  you  now*  mud  part. 
Tier  tiand  vyas  alway  open  as  her  Heart ; 

Rededting  in  her  Ivlind  the  lacred  Word, 

Who  gives  the  Poor,  dill  lends  it  to  the  Lord. 

Endlefs  her  Praife  would  be  could  I  dedgn 
T o  Pam  the  total  of  her  Life  divine, 
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Her  Wifdom,  Candor^  and  Indulgence  rare ; 

I  Her  Wit,  with  which  fcarce  any  could  compare ; 

Still  fatisfy’d,  the  Expectation  rais’d, 

And  ever  gave  occafiori  to  be  prais’d  : 

But  oh,  ye  Mourners,  Ihe’s  no  longer  here, 

No  more  then  can  thefe  Qualities  appear. 

The  blefled  Soul  refts  in  its  State  fublime, 

Immortal  in  its  Joy  beyond  all  Time, 

Whilft  we  that  for  our  Lofs  fevereiy  grieve, 

Yield  up  with  Patience  what  we  can’t  retrieve. 

FINIS. 
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Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  the  late 
Right  Honour  able ,  and  never 
enough  admired  and  lamented 
Philip,  Earl  of  Leicester, 
&c.  who  mad^e  his  Country  un¬ 
happy  hy  his  Death,  March  the 
6%  i6pl- 

H  O  U  proud  DeRroyer  of  all  human  Things, 
From  lowed  Rabble  to  the  higheft  Kings ; 
Relentlefs  Fate,  who  do’s  no  Merit  fave, 

The  Young,  the  Fair,  the  Great,  Good,  Wife, 
nor  Brave  : 

Thy  cruel  Fury  now  we  fcorn  and  dare, 

Urg’d  by  the  fierce  Convulfions  of  Defpair; 

Glut  thy  Ambition,  dig  a  fpacious  Grave 
To  bury  Nature,  not  one  Creature  fave: 

For  fince  the  Beft  and  Worthiell  of  our  Race 
Given  us,  deprav’d  Huiiianitv  to  grace ; 

Since 
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the  late  Earl  of  Leicester, 

Since  Learning’s  Patron  by  thy  Doom  muft  die, 

How  bafe  a  State  is  poor  Mortality  ? 

How  Soul-lefs  now  appears  each  Mufe’s  Son, 

What  can  Wit’s  Fabrick  now  depend  upon, 

When  noble  Sidney^  its  beft  Arch,  is  gone  ? 

The  Mafter  of  our  tuneful  Art  is  dead, 

From  hence  to  his  infpir’d  Relations  fled  ; 

And  Science,  that  did  late  the  World  controul, 

Is  dead  with  him,  a  Corpfe  without  a  Soul : 

Beauty  nor  Fame  can  now  the  Genius  Are, 

Nor  Phoebus  Beams,  or  Influence  infpire ; 

Sweet  Poetry’s  foft  Charm  will  pleafe  no  more, 

Nor  Pegafus  o’er  Wilds  of  Fancy  foar: 

But  Griefs  fad  Lethargy  from  henceforth  blind 
The  Senfe  and  trickling  Eyes  of  human  Kind. 

Methinks  I  fee  from  their  now  withering  Home, 
The  Mufes  Race  in  fad  ProcelTion  come. 

In  Weeds  of  cuflomary  Sables  clad, 

And  Looks  fo  difmal  as  if  they  were  dead  ; 

A  Cyprefs  Wreath  each  drooping  Mourner  lays 
Upon  the  Brow  that  lately  wore  the  Bays, 

Prefer’d  to  Fame  by  mighty  LeiceftePs  Praife: 

Their  Patron’s  blalled  Glory  each  bemoans, 

In  Storms  of  Sorrow,  Tears,  and  Sighs  and  Groans. 

Their  lealous  Grief  even  blames  the  Deity, 

Why  fhould  we  lofe  thee  thus,  great  Soul,  they  cry  ? 
What  dreadful  Crime  have  we  committed  here, 

That  Fate  do’s  make  us  pay  a  Fine  fo  dear? 

The  Myfleries  above  no  Mortals  know, 

But  angry  Providence  now  feems  to  fhew 
Th’  Otfence  uncommon  by  th’  uncommon  Blew. 
Our  boafted  Empire  muft,  alas !  decline 
When  Phoebus  on  his  Race  do’s  ceafe  to  fliine. 

Syd}2ey^  the  great  Inftrudter  of  our  Times, 

Whole  matchlefs  Knowledge  his  fam’d  Life  fjblimes, 
Withdraws  his  Beams  that  nourilh’d  us  belovv’'. 

And  like  the  Sun,  made  Wit’s  Plantation  grow. 

The  beft  Meccena's  of  the  learned  Kind, 

He  fed  at  once  the  Body  and  the  Mind ; 
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The  chiefef!:  *  Bards  of  Albion's,  happy  Land, 

That  felt  the  Bounty  of  his  generous  Hand  ; 

And  yearly  from  his  plenteous  Table  took 
The  kind  Regalia  grac’d  with  kinder  Look, 

Lnprov’d  were  too,  by  his  experienc’d  Wit, 

That  rich  Defert  dill  adding  to  each  Treat. 

No  Flight  fo  lofty  but  his  Seiife  could  reach. 

Nor  none  fo  Learned  known  but  he  could  teach; 

From  Youth  he  labour’d  in  the  golden  Mines 
Of  wife  Philofophers,  and  grave  Divines, 

And  as  bright  Reafon  did  his  Soul  diredi:, 

Digefled  both,  to  both  gave  due  Refpecl ; 

But  dill  his  Senfe  fo  wife  a  Medium  chofe, 

The  fird  could  not  delude,  the  lad  impofe  : 

But  where’s  the  Worth  that  Envy  will  not  blame. 

Or  Ignojance  with  its  vile  Breath  defame.^ 

Some  Novices,  in  the  Soul-faving  Art, 

Again d  great  LeiccfteAs  Fame  their  Nonfenfe  dart ; 

W hofe  mellow’d  Reafon  could  not  theirs  obey, 

Nor  chufe  the  Road  to  Heaven  the  common  Way: 

Fgv  as  we  fee  fome  fam’d  Adronomers 
Can  thro’  their  Glalfes  dnd  out  Spots  in  Stars ; 

So  fome  Church  Errors,  by  his  Judgment  known, 

Alade  him  rejedl:  their  Rules  to  keep  his  own. 

But  to  the  Learn’d  and  Wife  gave  due  Regard, 

His  Purfe  was  open,  and  his  P’raife  not  fpar’d; 

Their  niced  Tenets  he  both  read  and  knew, 

Not  only  faw  with  them,  but  farther  too. 

Nor  to  the  all-commanding  Deity, 

Did  he  refufe  to  bend  the  willing  Knee ; 

And  tho’  there  are  a  poor  unthinking  Crew,  ■) 

For  even  the  Clergy  have  their  Pv.abbie  too,  C 

Who  in  his  awful  Face  the  Dirt  of  Atheifm  threw ;  j 
i  he  Hypocrites  found  only  his  Difdain, 

"Who  pray  forCudom,  and  who  preach  for  Gain. 

How  has  this  fatal  Stroke  his  People  gor’d  ^ 

How  do  they  groan  for  their  departed  Lord  ^ 

The  Genius  of  old  ftaiich  Nobility, 

For  ever  lod  within  his  Grave  do’s  lie. 

The  Will  that  Charity  fo  nobly  fpar’d  ; 

The  Hand  that  Service  did  fo  well  rew'ard  ; 

Tize  Days  in  the  Week,  all  the  Year,  he  treated  the  Lords  and  Gen¬ 
try,,  a'tid  every  Saturday  the  Feets, 
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the  late  Earl  of  Leicester.' 

The  Heart  that  fo  much  Goodiiefs  did  retain ; 

The  Tongue  that  never  IpOxhe  a  Word  in  vain, 
Taught  by  the  Art  of  his  feraphick  Brain, 

To  curfe  their  future  Days  by  Fate’s  Frong  Power, 
Muft  do  their  heavenly  Offices  no  more. 

Long,  long  with  Diligence  and  Induftry, 

A  Family’s  beF  prov’d  Oeconomy  ; 

With  adlive  Eagernefs,  and  dutious  Will, 

Eftedls  of  their  great  MaFer’s  Influence  Fill ; 

An  eafy  Service  bleF  their  happy  Days, 

A  Nod,  a  Look,  a  Word,  in  order  fways ; 

One  Note  from  Orpheus^  the  wffiole  Grove  obeys. 

But  now,  alas !  that  Scene  is  plaid  no  more. 

The  Duty’s  paF,  and  the  Indulgence  o’er  ; 

Now  all  confus’d  perform  a  diiFerent  part, 

Tho’  fruitlefs  is  their  Labour,  and  their  Art ; 

In  vain  they’d  hinder  the  laF  running  Sands 
Of  that  unvalu’d  Ore  that  Fate  Commands. 

For  now  th’  Immortal  Spirit  muF  be  gone 
To  be  adorn’d  with  an  eternal  Crown  ; 

Tho’  Kindred,  Servants,  Friends,  to  fave  him  Frove, 
All  lliew’d  their  Weaknefs,  tho’  all  fliew’d  their  Love 

And  now  the  Scene  of  Horror  is  prepar’d, 

Nothing  but  Tears  are  feen,  and  Sighs  are  heard. 
Now^  now  the  Thought  of  each  bleF  Quality 
That  bleF  the  Body  that  do’s  breathlefs  lie. 

Draws  full-grown  Drops  from  every  Blood-ffiot  Eye. 
His  Patience,  Kindnefs,  Bounty,  freffi  in  view 
Appear,  and  every  Moment  uffier  new  ; 

Unnumber’d  Words  they  to  his  Praife  apply, 

And  every  Word  is  ended  with  a  Sigh  : 

Yet  one  chief  Mourner  all  the  reF  excell’d, 

Whom  a  too,  pond’rous  Bulk  of  Sorrow  Fil’d ; 
Related  nearly  to  his  noble  Blood, 

And  like  him  too,  Kind,  Patient,  Wife,  and  Good. 
To  her,  methinks,  I  fee  the  awful  Shade, 

With  a  paternal  Bleffing  bow  his  Head, 

And  with  a  Godlike  Grace  accoF  the  weepiilg  Maid. 

No  more,  dear  Saint,  afflid  thy  precious  Soul, 

Let  Sighs  blow  offi,  and  Tears  no  longer  roul ; 
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Thy  Sorrow  ceafe,  let  it  fufficient  be, 

Thou  matchlefs  Virtue,  ’tis  declar’d  by  me, 

That  all  thy  Sex  may  Duty  learn  of  thee. 

Thou  that  in  Youth  would’ft  lofe  its  deareft  Gains 
Of  Pleafure,  rob  thy  felf,  to  eafe  my  Pains ; 

Employ  thy  Time  ftill  to  allay  my  Care, 

My  Nurfe,  Phylician,  Comfort,  Year  by  Year, 

In  Will  obedient,  and  in  Heart  fincere  ; 

That  when  1  feem’d  at  Eafe,  wouldft  be  fo  too, 

And  when  I  groan’d  a  Sigh,  foft  Pity  knew ; 

Do  hourly  Deeds  to  fhew  true  filial  Love, 

But  never  any  Fault  I  could  reprove  ; 

What  were  the  Pleafures  of  the  World  to  thee, 

Thy  Pleafure  Fill  was  in  attending  me. 

On  blooming  Youth  the  Sun  in  vain  did  fhine. 

Thy  Youth  feem’d  Age  by  influencing  mine. 

Thus,  thus,  methinks,  he  fpeaks  from  Heaven  above^ 
Charm’d  with  Remembrance  of  her  dutious  Love  ; 
For  which  a  thoufand  Blelfings  will  fucceed 
Each  other  ftill,  and  hourly  crown  her  Head  ; 
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And  now  behold  a  Troop  of  Mourners  come 
To  bear  the  Body  to  its  latefl:  Home, 

A  Hearfe  enfhrines  it,  and  with  proper  State 
Makes  its  flow  Exit  from  his  Palace  Gate, 

To  Penpurft  now  the  noble  Relick’s  drawn; 

Penpurft^  where  Woes  are  young,  and  Grief  is  yet  in  Dawn ; 
But  will,  when  the  fad  Pomp  of  Death  they  view, 

Grow  up  to  our  Meridian  Sorrow  too  ; 

The  unhappy  Tenants  all  diffolve  in  Tears, 

And  moan  with  Grief  when  their  dead  Lord  appears. 

The  Trees  their  Sap  forc’d  down,  nor  Buds  will  fliew 
Nor  from  their  Banks  the  Flowers  peep  out  to  grow  ; 

But  backward  Spring  anew  feel  Winter’s  Breath, 

Whilfl  Nature  mourns  for  noble  Leicefier’s  Death. 
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A 

POEM  Congratulatory, 

On  the  Right  Honourable 

Sir  Thomas  Parker,  Bar. 
Lord  Chief  Juftice  of  England, 

Now  Lord  High  Chancellor. 
Upon  his  Creation  ofLord  Chief  Juftiee. 


S  from  the  Trees  that  did  in  Ede??  Band, 

Well  hxt  and  planted  by  th’  eternal  Hand, 

The  Maker  chofe  out  one  with  facred  Skill, 
Whofe  Fruit  totaftegave  Senfe  of  Good  and  Ill ; 
Which  thus  prefer’d,  and  eminently  plac’d 
With  Reverence  was  diftinguifh’d  from  the  Red : 
So  our  bleft  Sovereign  who  wifely  faw 
:  And  judg’d  the  awful  Sages  of  the  Law ; 

Her  Kingdoms  Int’reft  having  too  in  View, 

'Wanting  a  Worthy  the  great  Work  to  do, 

’Mongft  all  the  Reft,  my  Lord,  feleded  you, 
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The  noble  anxious  Weight  with  her  to  fliare, 

And  eafe  her  Bofom  from  its  Load  of  Care. 

Heaven  that  to  Merit  does  Reward  bellow, 

Wifely  thinks  fit  to  give  fome  Trouble  too, 

To  keep  within  due  Bounds  the  Grace  affign’d, 
Teprefs  Ambition,  and  to  poize  the  Mind. 

Thus  happiefl;  Alortals  have  their  troubled  Days, 

And  even  Empires  Joys  have  their  Allays. 

Blefl  with  fuch  Candor,  and  fuch  learned  Skill, 
Well  were  you  chofe  the  Judgment-Seat  to  fill ; 

The  prudent  Sovereign  who  refolv’d  the  Deed, 
Foreiaw  he  bed  could  judge,  who  belt  could  plead  ; 
And  that  great  Office  moil  politely  knew, 

Who  fpoke  with  Rhetorick  and  Reafon  too. 

This,  tho’  in  Seafons  pad  dwas  often  known, 

Is  in  thefe  prefent  Times  more  amply  fhewn ; 
Witnefs  the  fam’d  Oration  lately  made. 

When  PaJJive  Duty's  Cafe  was  open  laid, 

And  Tyranny  with  Freedom  nicely  weigh’d  : 

Not  more  from  great  Quintilian's  Mouth  could  come 
Nor  greater  Tully  fo  rever’d  in  Rome. 

Each  folemn  Paragraph  with  Influence 
Such  PrefTure  made  upon  the  Hearer’s  Scnfe  ; 

None  knew,  who  there  the  graceful  AiSlion  faw, 

If  ’twas  mod  Wit,  mod  Reafon,  or  mod  Law. 

In  vain  did  fcanty  Sophidry  maintain 
Oppofing  Notions  in  a  Cafe  fo  plain; 

Tho’  ftrong  Philofophy  fliew’d  Difference  rare 
Between  a  Pulpit  Speech,  and  at  the  Bar  ; 

The  tender  Fair  too,  that  were  in  fuch  Pain, 

Pour’d  out  their Non-rcfiding  Tears  in  vain; 

Your  Anfv/er  turn’d  the  flowing  Tide  again  : 

And  whild  their  moving  Orator  they  prais’d, 

Your  Speech  admir’d,  tho’  his  their  Liking  rais’d 
In  which  did  Art  or  Verity  excel, 

There,  as  it  oft  in  Tragedies  befel. 

They  wept  becaufe  the  Scene  was  adled  well. 

Here  then  let  Pegafus  more  lofty  fly, 

Purfuing  glorious  TraCls  fublimely  high, 

And  grave  Law  Volumes  for  a  while  lay  by. 

Your  Genius,  my  good  Lord,  can  mount  a  Sphere, 
Diviner  dill,  and  nobly  make  appear  ; 

You  Mar  o'' s  Art,  as  well  as  Keyltnfs  lhare : 

W'hen  to  unbend  the  Mind  with  Bufinefs  cloy’d, 
From  golden  Profits  feldom  well  enjoy’d. 


Sir  Thomas  Parker,  Bar. 

^ou  grace  the  Mufes  with  Poetick  Strains, 

With  artful  Numbers  charm  the  learned  Swains, 
And  fteady  hold  the  volant  Courfer’s  Reins : 

Thus  as  your  Leifure,  and  Aifairs  agree, 

In  Bufinefs  folid,  in  Diverfion  free  ; 

For  Turns  of  Iprightly  Wit  none  more  renown’d, 
Nor  none  in  grave  Solutions  more  profound. 
Inlpiring  Mufick  too  delights  your  Ear ; 

True  Proof  of  him  who  do’s  bleft  Temper  bear  : 
Dull  Sons  of  Earth,  who  flight  feraphick  Sound, 
Like  fruitlefs  Trees,  incumbring  ftill  the  Ground  ; 
Curft  from  Creation,  can  no  Kindred  claim. 

But  their  vile  Parent  Earth  from  whence  they  came  : 
Whilft  you,  my  Lord,  tranflated,  foar  on  high 
Amongft;  the  radiant  Seraphs  of  the  Sky, 

Who  charm  coeleftial  Ears  with  Wit  and  Harmony. 

May  then  the  Honours  you  now  juftly  wear. 
New  Bleflings  yield  in  each  fucceeding  Year 
May  frefh  and  blooming  Comforts  daily  grow. 

May  Ages,  Troubles,  gently  come,  and  flow; 

And  may  you  juftly,  as  alternate  due, 

Beholding  be  to  Time,  as  Time  to  you. 

Fame  in  our  Days  new  Wonders  fhall  rehearfe, 
Our  gracious  Sovereign  Lady  do’s  difperfe 
Her  Arms,  as  Umpire  o’er  the  Univerfe. 

And  whilft  our  Gen’ral  too  o’ercomes  abroad. 

And  France  looks  pale,  that  late  all  Europe  aw’d  ; 
You  in  your  Station  here,  ferenely  wife, 

Quell  the  outragious  Fires  of  fpreading  Vice  : 

To  Guilt  a  dreadful  Inftrument  of  Fate, 

To  Innocence  a  friendly  Advocate ; 

’Till  by  Example  of  your  Virtue  fliewn, 

Decreaflng  Mifchiefs  dearth’  infeftedTown, 

And  Maiden  SelTions  frequently  are  ftiewn. 

And  now,  tho’  for  our  prefen t  Benefit, 

You  rife,  my  Lord,  let  not  my  Mufe  forget 
Uncommon  Merit,  fo  rever’d  of  late, 

Tho’  learned  Holt  lies  low  within  his  Tomb, 

And  Nature  moulders  ftill,  his  Virtues  bloom; 

And  like  the  verdant  Laurel,  frefh  will  grow, 
*Spight  of  all  Blafts  that  Envy  e’er  can  blow : 

Fame  unfoil’d  o’er  Albion  long  has  fpread, 
Which  yours,  with  equal  Luftre,  do’s  fugeeed ; 
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And  if  Degrees  can  in  Perfection  be, 

And  Excellence  increafe  in  Dignity, 

M&y  that  Renown  he  has  acquir’d  fo  well, 

And  nobly  gain’d,  in  you,  my  Lord,  excel. 

Like  th’  Royal  Teacher  may  your  Wifdom  flow, 
^Tili  try’d  in  all  you  have  no  more  to  know ; 

And  as  the  facred  Prophet,  mounting  high, 

Dol’d  to  his  Friend  the  heavenly  Myftery  : 

May  you,  like  honoured  Hoh^  record  your  Name, 
And  gain  a  double  Portion  of  his  Fame. 

FINIS. 
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A 

POEM  Congratulatory, 

On  the  Right  Honourable 

William  Lord  Gowper, 
late  Lord  High  Chancellor. 


I. 

HEN  Phoebus  cheers  us  with  a  Morning  Ray, 
And  thence  proceeds  a  bright  and  beauteous  Day; 
The  mounting  Lark  exalted  on  the  Wing, 
Prepares  its  pretty  tuneful  Voice  to  ling  ; 

Juft  fo  my  Mufe,  when  great  Defcrt  is  rais’d, 

By  Royal  Bounty,  and  in  general  prais’d, 

Inlpir’d  begins  her  Harmony, 

And  makes  her  Lyrick  Numbers  fly 
Around  the  Globe  of  Earth,  and  fcale  the  lofty  Sky^ 

II. 

Propitious  Omens  point  our  future  Joys,  . 

When  Merit  is  obferv’d,  at  Court,  to  rife ; 
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The  Iron  Age  wears  out,  thefe  latter  Years, 

And  now  the  Golden,  once  agen  appears. 

The  ftupid  Sons  of  fordid  Ignorance 
No  more  fhall  own  their  Greatnefs  to  blind  Chance ; 
But  Arts  and  Sciences  fhall  be 
Diflinguifli’d  in  their  high  Degree, 

And  flourifh  in  judicious  JL<aw,  and  artful  Poetry. 

III. 

To  you  then  (Wife  and  Great)  tho’  prefs’d  with  Fear^ 
Which  do’s  my  Duty  and  my  Reverence  bear, 

I  confecrate  thefe  Lines,  and  beg  the  Grace, 

Amongfi:  the  num’rous  Otf ’rings  of  juft  Praife, 

They  may  in  your  indulgent  Favour  ftiare, 

And  gain  a  Wreath  beyond  a  Laurel  there  : 

Superior  Wits  ftill  grace  a  Mufe, 

And  tho’  indulgent,  kindly  ufe. 

Who  belt  knows  how  to  write,  knows  beft  how  to  excufe. 


IV. 

Let  then  the  Influence  that  fo  bright  do’s  fhine. 

Fated  to  nourifh  Arts,  enlighten  mine; 

Let  him  who  knows  by  Skill  maturely  wife. 

When  Pegasus  do’s  flag,  and  when  he  flies ; 

In  great  Apollo\  Hall,  deign  to  appear, 

And  form  a  florid  Court  of  Chanc’ry  there  ; 

Aloft  on  Wit’s  Tribunal  be. 

The  Poet’s  Caufes  mildly  fee. 

And  there,  as  wifely  here  below,  diftribute  EquitVo 

V, 

Divinely  has  bleft  Providence  defign’d, 

For  Bufinefs,  as  for  Wit,  your  copious  Mind; 

As  the  vaft  Globe  is  form’d  of  Earth  and  Sea, 

So  is  your  Head  the  World’s  Epitomy : 

In  each  Arm  Part  material  Subftance  grows, 

Whilft  round  it  the  Caftalia-a  Ocean  flows* 

This  famous  Bards  fhall  chant,  and  long 
The  Theme  be  of  each  Poet’s  Song; 

Decrees,  like  learned  Bacon's  wife,  pronounc’d  by  Tullf  s 
Tongue, 


VI*  Here 
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VI. 

Here  too,  left  generous  Actions  in  Extreme 
Should  be  neglected  in  this  glorious  Theme, 

Applaud  (oh  Mule)  a  Soul  fo  nobly  Great, 

Profits  their  Virtue  lofe,  and  Gold  its  Weight ; 

No  Bribe  can  move,  nor  State  Allurement  bind 
Th’  unbounded  Candor  of  your  ftedfaft  Mind ; 

Since  royally  you  can  forget 
The  prime  of  Office  Benefit, 

And  Monarch  like,  with  Scorn  refufe  the  golden  Perquifite. 

VII. 

Thus  ftill  the  truly  Great  will  greatly  do, 

A  Grace  Divine  giv’n  to  peculiar  few ; 

You,  Eagle  like,  can  gaze  on  folid  Light, 

Whofe  Rays  are  too  extreme  for  vulgar  Sight; 

And  what  beft  proves  the  Firmnefs  of  your  Eyes, 

Is  the  late  happy  Confort  made  your  Choice; 

Whole  Qualities  and  Virtues  joyn’d. 

Enriching  her  caeleftial  Mind, 

Complete  the  Joys  that  bounteous  Heaven  to  make  you  bleft 
defign’d. 

VIII. 

Well  may  her  hourly  Joys  feraphick  be, 

Whofe  Soul  compounded  is  of  Harmony  ; 

When  Wit  and  Mulick  jointly  ftrive  to  pleafc, 

Well  may  the  Bridegroom  boaft  Content  and  Eafe; 

The  charming  Baniffier  of  worldly  Care, 

T o  drive  out  anxious  Crofs  is  always  near, 

In  tuneful  Strains  her  Love  to  fhew. 

When  Bufinefs  furls,  to  clear  your  13row, 

And  Angel-li'^e,  prove  Wedlock  State  a  Paradife  below. 

IX. 

Oh !  may  my  happy  Verfe  prophetick  be. 

And  to  Time’s  end  may  laft  your  Melody: 

Bleft  Pair,  whom  Nature,  perfed  in  her  Trade, 

And  taught  by  Heaven,  for  one  another  made ; 

Z  4 
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Fruits  of  your  Wifdom  are  her  Virtues  due, 

Her  Wit  and  darling  Gifts  are  chofe  for  you. 

Thus  bleft  in  Hymen\  facred  Art, 

And  Love  conjoin’d,  you  make  one  Heart, 

And  one  another’s  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  Part, 

X. 

So  much  the  grateful  Mufe  dares  boldly  fing, 

And  to  the  World  in  Lyrick  Numbers  bring  ; 

Truth  without  Flatt’ry  paint,  and  juftly  prove,. 

A.S  once  Appelles  did,  the  Queen  of  Love: 

Or  w^rite  w^hat  fading  Colours  cannot  Ihew, 

Great  Anna’s  Juftice,  and  her  Judgment  too; 

Seleding  one  to  mend  each  Flaw 
In  the  fo  long  perverted  Law^, 

Whofe  Equal  the  contentious  World  fo  rarely  ever  faw\ 


XL 

For  as  when  the  Creator  made  the  Earth, 

And  allt  iiings  had  from  Chaos  Form  and  Birth  ; 

'  The  glorious  Sun  with  dazling  Luftre  dreft 
Of  new  Perfedlion,  was  efteem’d  the  beft  : 

So  you,  my  Lord,  whofe  fpri^tly  Genius  frees 
From  dark  Oblivion  obfolete  Decrees  ; 

Like  that  indulgent  Light  appear. 

The  Truth  from  Clouds  of  Error  cheer, 

And  gain  the  Prize  from  Ages  paft  in  one  propitious  Year, 

F  I  N  j  s. 
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VERSES  Congratulatory, 

To  the  Honourable 

William  Bromley,.^; 

On  his  heing  chofen  Speaker  of 
this  prefent  Parliament. 

S  when  Hyperion  with.  vi61:orious  Light 
Expels  invading  Pow’rs  of  gloomy  Night,’ 

And  vernal  Nature  youthfal  drefs’d  and  gay, 
Salutes  the  radiant  Power  that  forms  the  Day  ; 
The  mounting  Lark  exalts  her  joyful  Note, 

And  drains  with  Harmony  her  warbling  Throat : 

So  now  my  Mufe  that  hopes  to  fee  the  Day, 

When  cloudy  Fa6lion,  that  do’s  Britain  fway, 

Shall  be  o’ercome  by  Reafon’s  daxling  Ray  ; 

Applauding  Senates  for  their  prudent  Choice, 

The  Will  of  Heaven  by  the  Peoples  Voice, 

Firlt  greets  ye,  Sir,  then  gladly  do’s  prepare, 

In  tuneful  Verfe,  your  Welcome  to  the  Chair. 

Awful  th’  AiTembly  is,  Auguft  the  Queen, 

In  whofe  each  Day  of  Life  are  Wonders  feen  ; 

The  Nation  too,  this  greateft  of  all  Years, 

Who  watch  to  fee  blell  Turns  in  their  Affirs  ; 

Slighting  the  Temped  on  the  Gallick  Shore, 

Hope  from  the  Senate  much,  but  from  you  more : 


Whofe 
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Whofe  happy  Temper  Judgment  cultivates. 

And  Forms  fo  fit  to  aid  our  Three  Efiates. 

The  Change  of  Miniftry  late  order’d  here^ 

Was  fated  fure  for  this  aufpicious  Year ; 

That  you  predefiin’d  at  a  glorious  Hour, 

To  be  chief  Judge  of  Legiflative  Power, 

Might  by  your  Skill  that  Royal  Right  aflerts, 

Like  Heaven,  reconcile  the  jarring  Parts. 

Nor  (hines  your  Influence,  Sir,  here  alone, 

The  Church  muft  your  unequall’d  Prudence  own, 
Firm  to  fupport  the  Caufe,  but  rough  to  none. 
Eufehia^s  Sons,  in  Laws  divine  polfefi, 

Can  learn  from  you  how  Truth  fhould  be  expreft  ; 
Whether  in  modeft  Terms,  like  Balm,  to  heal ; 

Or  raving  Notions,  falfely  counted  Zeal, 

Our  holy  Writ  no  Rule  like  that  allows. 

No  People  an  enrag’d  Apoftle  chofe. 

Nor  taught  our  Saviour,  or  St.  Pauly  like  thofe. 
Reafon  was  mild,  and  calmly  did  proceed, 

Which  harfh  might  fail  to  make  Tranfgreflbrs  heed  ; 
This  Saint  your  Rhet’rick  belt  knows  how  to  prove, 
Whofe  gracious  Method  can  inform,  and  move  ; 
Diredl  the  Elders  that  fuch  Errors  make. 

And  fhew  both  how  to  preach,  and  how  to  fpeak. 

Oh !  facred  Gift,  in  publick  Matters  great, 

But  in  Religious  Trads  divinely  Sweet ; 

Since  to  this  Grace  they  only  have  Pretence 
Whofe  happy  Learning  joins  wTth  a  cxleftial  Senfe. 

That,  Sir,  you  fhare  both  thefe,  the  Mufe  forgive 
If  I  prefume  to  write  what  all  believe. 

Your  Candor  too,  and  charming  Courtefy, 

Rever’d  by  them*  is  juftly  fo  by  me, 

Let  me  not  then  ofrend  your  Modefiy, 

If  now  my  Genius  to  a  Height  I  raife. 

Such  Parts,  and  fuch  Humanity  to  praife. 

This  ancient  ^  Baglnton  can  witnefs  well, 

And  the  rich  ^  Library  before  it  fell ; 

The  precious  Hours  amongft  wife  Authors  paft, 

Your  Soul  with  their  unvalued  Wealth  poiTeft  ; 

And  well  may  he  to  heights  of  Knowledge  come, 
Who  that  Panthceon  always  kept  at  home. 

*  The  ancient  Seat  of  the  Bromleys  V/arwickihirCo 

*  A  famoHi  Library  burnt  there ^ 
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William  Bromley,  Efq^ 

Thus  once,  Sir,  you  were  bleft,  and  fure  the  Fiend 
That  firft  entail’d  a  Curfe  on  Human-kind, 

And  afterwards  contriv’d  this  fatal  Crofs, 

Dcfign’d  the  publick,  by  your  private  Lofs. 

Oh !  who  had  feen  that  Love  to  Learning  bore. 
The  matchlefs  Authors  of  the  Days  of  yore ; 

The  Fathers,  Prelates,  Poets,  Books  where  Arts 
Renown’d  explain’d  the  Men  of  rareft  Parts, 

Shrink  up  their  fhrivell’d  Bindings,  lofe  their  NameS/ 
And  yield  immortal  Worth  to  temporary  Flames, 
That  would  not  figh  to  fee  the  Ruins  there. 

Or  wilh  to  quench  ’em  with  a  flowing  Tear. 

But  as  in  Story,  where  we  Wonders  view, 

As  there  were  Flames,  there  was  a  Phoe7iix  too ; 

An  Excellence  from  the  burnt  Pile  did  rife, 

That  ftill  aton’d  for  pad  Calamities ; 

So  my  prophetick  Genius  in  its  Height, 

Viewing  your  Merit,  Sir,  foretels  your  Fate. 

Your  valiant  *  Anceftors,  that  bravely  fought, 

And  from  the  Foe  the  Royal  Standard  got ; 

Which  nobly  now  adorn  your  Houfhold  Coat, 
Denotes  the  former  Grandeur  of  your  Race  ; 

Your  prefent  Worth  fits  you  for  prefent  Grace. 

The  Sovereign  mud  edeem  what  all  admire, 
Bromley  and  Baginton  fhall  both  raife  higher, 

Fate  oft  contrives  Magnificence  by  Fire. 

f  Vide  <j/Warwickfliire. 
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VERSES, 

Humbly  Addrefs’d  to  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLIAM  BROMLET,  Efq; 

Speaker  of  theHoufe  of  Commons. 

Occafioned  by  his  generous  giving  me  Pro¬ 
priety  to  a  Lodge  flandmg  where  once 
was  the  famous  Baginton  Caflle. 


HIS  little  Phoenix  Fabrick  riling  from 
The  Ruins  of  the  former  ftately  Dome, 

Tho’  fmall  in  its  Dimenlions,  is  compleat, 
And  fills  the  Fancy  with  what  once  was  great. 
Oft  were  our  ancient  Authors  heard  to  fay, 
There,  Norfolk  arm’d,  and  here  King  'Richard  lay. 

When  two  great  Dukes,  pofiTeft  with  fatal  Pride, 

Elack  Treafon’s  Cafe  by  Combat  would  have  try’d ; 

The  glorious  Caftle  then  afpiring  flood, 

’Till  ra7,’d  by  Time,  and  a  rebellious  Brood ; 

When  afterwards,  in  fpite  of  barb’rous  Foes, 

To  caufe  new  Fame,  this  pretty  Manfion  rofe  ; 
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Wi  LLiAM  Bromley,  Efq; 

Devouring  Time  nor  Chance  could  not  controul, 

Since  thus  appears  a  part  (till  of  the  whole ; 

And  by  the  honour’d  Bromley  rais’d  from  thence 
A  Monument  of  old  Magnificence. 

You  likewife,  Sir,  to  celebrate  your  Name, 

And  add  a  new  Addition  to  your  Fame, 

Have  given  it  to  a  Mufe  whofe  lab’ring  Brain 
Its  long  loft  Honour  (hall  revive  again. 

The  Scituation  of  the  verdant  Wood, 

That  feems  the  Court  of  fome  great  Sylvan  God, 

And  thro’  the  Trees  by  charming  Profpedl  leads 
The  well-pleas’d  Eye  down  to  the  flow’ry  Meads, 
Near  which  a  chryftal  Current  glides  along. 

Gives  tuneful  Theme  to  each  fam’d  Poet’s  Songo 
My  Genius  on  th’  Occafion  rifes  higher, 

Fam’d  Baginton  my  Mufe  fhall  ftill  infpire; 

Fam’d  Baginton  with  Bromley  join’d,  fhall  ever  time  my 
Lyre. 

And  tho’  a  dreadful  Flame  did  late  intend 
To  give  its  blooming  Glory  fatal  End, 

The  noble  Pile  do’s  timely  rife  again. 

And  its  once  famous  Splendor  well  maintain  ; 

Then  when  the  lofty  Pillars  fhall  be  plac’d, 

The  Pile  with  curious  Architedture  grac’d ; 

When  ableft  Art  adorns  your  Rooms  of  State, 

And  the  great  Standard’s  waving  at  your  Gate : 

When  far  as  our  Metropolis  we  hear  ^ 

The  ecchoing  Voice  of  thofe  your  Worth  revere, 

I  fitting  in  my  Cnall  Retreat  with  Joy, 

My  little  Ilium  in  the  view  of 

Shall  with  my  pretty  Neighbours  on  each  Bufh, 

My  kindred  Linnet,  Nightingal  and  Thrufh, 

Your  Fame  in  fweet  united  Confort  raife, 

And  in  harmonious  Cartels  chant  your  Praife. 
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VERSES, 

Humhly  Addrefs^d  to  the  W^ife  , 
J/^irtuons,  and  Honour  able  Mrs. 
Bromley,  on  her  prefenting 
me  her  worthy  Hmhand  Mr. 
Speaker^  Figure. 


OUR  Prefent,  Madam,  gcnetoufly  defign’d, 
Moll  amply  fhews  the  Bounty  of  your  Mind  ; 
Goodnefs,  and  graceful  Condefcention  too, 
Indulgent  Courtefy,  beft  Ihewn  in  you. 

With  his  aufpicious  Form  you  nobly  give, 

Nor  could  I  mifs  the  Plealure  to  receive. 

Tho’  like  a  Mifer,  griping  ftill  at  Store,  ^ 

I  knew  the  Inftant  I  was  taking  more,  ^ 

His  Portraiture  was  in  my  Heart  before :  3 

Which  by  the  Opticks  of  the  Mind  I  view 
More  perfedl  than  Appelks  ever  drew ; 

The  gracious  Features  that  adorn  the  Face, 

Full  of  ferene,  and  yet  delightful  Grace, 

That  long  have  bred  a  dutious  Zeal  in  me, 

As  well  as  Pleafure  in  all  thofe  that  fee ; 

And 
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And  in  my  Bofom  now  fo  brightly  fhine, 

Nought  but  a  Glory  want  to  leem  Divine. 

Like  me  too,  Crowds  of  Lookers  on  admire. 

If  then  a  Shadow  can  fo  much  infpire, 

How  daily  would  the  graceful  Subftance  charm, 

Where  folemn  Senfe  is  equal  to  the  Form? 

Ah !  were  they  with  my  happy  Chance  polTeft:, 

And  with  his  pleafing  Converfation  bleft, 

They  would  in  Flames  of  ardent  Paffion  burn, 

And,  Madam,  (all  that  heard)  your  Rivals  turn* 

But  Pardon,  awful  Goodnefs,  I  pretend  i 

To  that  Prefumption  only  as  a  Friend  ; 

Let  me  that  valued  Honour  but  obtain. 

And  long  may  you  in  your  bleft  Empire  reign. 

The  facred  Spirit  of  Connubial  Love, 

Like  Eagles  out  of  Sight,  ftill  foars  above  ; 

My  Dove  flies  lower,  which  in  humble  Senfe, 

The  Merit  that  you  love  I  reverence. 

Thus  weak  Philofophy  can  Nature  trace. 

But  Heaven’s  Empyreum  has  too  vaft  a  Space. 

And  well  did  facred  Providence  forefee,  , 

'You  only  bleft  could  in  each  other  be; 

The  Mild,  the  Modeft,  Conftant,  and  the  Good, 

Noble  as  well  in  Nature  as  in  Blood  ; 

Mature  in  Judgment,  Juft  without  Dilguile, 

Like  Hefier  Pious,  and  like  Deborah  Wile ; 

Long  doom’d  by  Fate,  had  a  predeftin’d  Birth, 

By  Heaven’s  Decree  to  match  great  Bromley^ %  Worth 
And  long  may  Joys  reciprocal  fucceed, 

Long  may  ye  Turtle-like  together  feed  ; 

The  Blifs  of  Marriage  you  divinely  prove,  ^ ' 

Equal  your  Tempers,  equal  is  your  Love  : 

And  thus  whilft  pleas’d  with  one  another’s  View, 

You  leave  the  Fidion  to  enjoy  the  true. 

I  gazing  on  the  Pidure  once  a  Day, 

In  joyful  Tenders  Gratitude  will  pay; 

And  pride  my  felf  whilft  I  in  Lyrick  Song 

Can  praife  the  Subftance  whence  the  Figure  fprung,  ' 
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THE 

Royalist’s  Address, 

Congratulating  her  /acred  Maje~ 
jiys  refior’d  Health,  and  ex- 
prejjtng  in  Herje,  with  humhlejh 
Duty,  her  W elcome  home  from 
Windfor. 


^  ir’d  by  fome  Cssleflial  Influence, 

That  more  than  Phoebus  charm’d  my  happv  Senfe, 
As  the  tun’d  Lark  expands  her  tow’ring  Wings, 
So  mounts  my  Mufe  aloft,  and  thus  fhe  fings. 


the  poor  affiidled  Patient,  Eale, 
robb’d  of  Reft  by  violent  Difeafe ; 
the  Gaily  Slave,  half  dead  with  Pains, 

A  joyful  riddance  from  his  grinding  Chains ; 

As  to  the  frozen  Plants  th’  indulgent  Sun, 

That  bids  the  beauteous  vernal  Queen  come  on  : 
So  gracious  Sovereign,  Goddefs  of  each  Year, 
So  Welcome  are  ye  to  your  Loyal,  here  ; 

To  all  true  Hearts,  in  general  Degree, 

-  And  in  particular,  as  Health,  to  me : 


2 


Long 


to  her  late  Ivlajefly  §luem  Anne  ;  a  5 1 

tong  have  we  pin’d  with  defolating  Woes, 

By  VVlnter,  and  your  Abfence,  doubly  froze: 

Long  has  our  Genius,  whofe  celeflial  Face, 

Us’d  to  refrefh  us  with  indulgent  Grace, 

Been  like  the  Sun  in  cold  bleak  GreerAand  loft, 

And  like  tfiat  wretched  Soil,  our  Britip  Coaft. 

In  vain  we  hope  to  fee  the  infant  Year, 

Propitious  in  her  vernal  Drefs  appear  : 
in  vain  expedled  Comforts  fhould  increafe 
By  joyful  Benefits  of  welcome  Peace, 

When  late  in  our  Metropolis  there  rofe 
Nothing  but  fadlious  Storms  and  cloudy  Woes : 

The  fair  Arignjia  mourn’d  each  lucklefs  Day 
Her  Queen  of  Confolation  was  away  ; 

Nor  was  fhe  for  a  Seafon  loft,  but  Vv^orfe, 

A  fad  for  Ever  had  improv’d  the  Curfe  ; 

For  foon  a  fecond  Tribe  of  BeliaPs  Brood 
Rebels  by  Nature,  *  foreign  to  all  Good, 

To  revel  in  their  wiih’d  Impiety, 

And  crown  their  Hopes,  had  made  an  Angel  die  ; 

Sent  her  with  Envy  to  that  glorious  home 
Where  they  themfelves  mult  ne’er  expert  to  come : 

But  gracious  Providence  that  had  ordain’d 
Uncommon  Joy  to  our  diftradted  Land,  '  ' 

Soon  check’d  th’  Aguifh  Ill,-^cheer’d  us  that  mourn’d, 

And  their  expected  Curfe  a  Blefling  turn’d* 

So  once  when  Balac  execrably  bad, 

Oppugnant  to  the  Power  and  Will  of  God, 

Difpatcht  the  holy  Seer  with  fell  Defign, 

To  curfe  the  favour’d  Troops  of  IfraeTs  Line; 

The  Champion  Angel  charm’d  the  Prophet’s  Breaft, 

And  thofe  he  journied  to  deftroy, — were  bleft. 

So,  mighty  Sovereign,  may  you  ever  be, 

And  as,  inftead  of  Death,  your  Health  we  fee, 

Reftor’d  by  Heaven  to  a  more  large  Degree ; 

May  it  increafe  each  Day  to  blefs  your  Ifle, 

And  baulk  the  Expectations  of  the  Vile. 

May  Eafe  and  Comforts  crown  each  joyful  Year, 

So  bleft  fo  long  as  may  make  thofe  defpair 
Who  with  to  fee  your  T omb,  and  curfe  your  Regal  Chair. 

*  The  faTiOjiS  Report  of  the  ^leen's  Death, 
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To  his  Grace  the 

Duke  of  BEDFORD, 

V  E  R  s  E  s  Congratulatory,  on  the 
Birth  of  his  Son,  the  Marquis 
(?/' Taviftock. 


[N  fweet  Retirement,  freed  from  anxious  Care, 
From  Court  Delufions,  and  the  noify  War ; 
From  Bufinefs  that  difturbs  the  tranquil  State, 
And  palls  the  bell  Contentment  of  the  Great ; 
From  Town  Diforders,  and  infedlious  Wine 
From  Libertines  who  live  by  bafe  Defign; 
Wifely  your  Grace,  and  worthy  of  all  Praife, 

Has  chofe  to  confecrate  your  happy  Days. 

Oh !  lucky  Change,  a  Bleffing  only  due. 

By  Heaven’s  peculiar  Bounty,  to  a  few. 

Here  in  ambrofial  Bowers  you  entertain, 

With  varied  Joys,  the  Body  and  the  Brain  ; 

Sweet  Contemplation  gains  the  foremofl  Place, 

Whiift  Books  inftrudtively  do  Science  raife: 

Sports  too,  for  Relaxation  of  the  Mind, 

T  he  Seafon  fit  are  proper  in  their  kind  : 

Ncr  is  the  Bleffing  only  on  your  Part, 

But  ffiar’d  bf  who  wholly  ffiares  your  Heart. 
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the  T)tike  ^Bedford^ 

Your  Virtuous  Confort,  of  Elizium  Dreams, 

Here  pregnant  with  connubial  Love  ihe  Teems ; 
And  that  concording  Comforts  may  not  fail 
T’  inlarge  your  noble  Race,  brings  forth  a  Male. 
Thus  has  eternal  Providence  decreed. 

To  grant  the  only  Bleliing  you  could  need. 

Take  it,  my  Lord,  as  ’tis  divinely  meant, 

A  Gift  peculiar,  from  Heaven  fent ; 

A  Sanction  to  promote  your  Happinefs, 

And  crown  your  Solitude  with  lalting  Blifs : 

To  pleafe  a  Parent  Plants  may  kindly  fhoot. 

But  Children  are  the  quinteffential  Fruit : 

The  charming  Prattle,  and  the  Tales  they  tell, 

By  Nature  taught,  a-11  Mufick  far  excel. 

May  then  th’  illultrious  Babe  with  Ipeedy  Growth 
Stretch  out  his  Infancy,  and  hafte  to  Youth  ;  ’ 

From  Youth  to  Manhood  may  his  Years  improve, 
Bleft  with  a  Father’s  Joy,  a  Mother’s  Love, 

And  facred  Gifts  defcending  from  above. 

The  Eternal  in  your  Favour  do’s  bcftow, 

A  Comfort  glitt’ring  Courts  but  feldom  know ; 

A  quiet  Life  from  proud  Ambition  free, 

An  Heir  too,  to  fupport  your  Family, 

Sent  to  exalt,  and  make  your  Pleafures  great, 

In  the  calm  Halcyon  Days  of  your  Retreat. 

So  in  the  Roman  State,  when  Civil  War 
HarrafTed  the  Natives  by  intefline  Jar ; 

When  Rage  in  Triumph  rode  thro’  ev’ry  Street, 

And  he  whofe  Arm  was  ftrongeft  had  mod  Wit. 

The  noble  Atticus^  in  rural  Bowers, 

Pah:  with  feledled  Friends,  and  Books,  his  Hours. 
Sometimes  his  beauteous  Spoufe  too,  would  improve 
The  Day  with  Tales  of  Conftancy  and  Love  ; 

But  yet  no  Males  could  bring  till  Juno^  prone 
T o  Pity,  fum’d  at  laft  all  Joys  in  one. 

Heard  her  devoted  Prayers,  and  bleft  her  wdth  a  Son. 


As  g 


TERSES 


VERSES  Congratulatory, 

On  the  Right  Honourable  the 

Earl  of  DORSET, 


At  his  EleBion  and  Jnfialment  as 
Knight  of  the  Garter. 

O  S  T  by  ill  Miniftry  in  Anna’s  Reign, 

Your  Honours  with  Addition  you  regain; 

Thus  Merit  in  its  facred  Virtue  great,  i 

Fixt  like  a  Star,  continues  in  its  height,  > 
Clouds  may  obfcure,  but  ne’er  can  diflipate.  3 
Permit  me  then,  my  Lord,  with  grateful  Heart, 

Railing  an  Altar  to  your  true  Defert, 

Amongfi:  the  joyful  Croud  that  daily  wait, 

Your  riling  Glory  to  congratulate. 

Far  has  great  George  already  fixt  Renown, 

His  Valour,  Virtue,  and  his  Juftice  fhewn; 

Amongfi  the  other  Graces  that  excel. 

He  gives  bell  Proof  he  can  diftinguifh  well. 

The  valued  Dorfet  is  to  Ages  known. 

And  priz’d  as  the  chief  Jewel  in  the  Crown ; 

Witnefs  your  noble  Father  fam’d  of  late 
For  poinant  Wit,  fuperlatively  great ; 

I 
* 


Whofe 


the  Earl  D  o  r  s  e  t. 

Whofe  Senfe  ftill  charm’d  us  with  feraphick  Grace, 

Whilft  brilliant  Glory  circled  round  his  Face: 

Like  him  you  fhine,  but  your  propitious  Ray 
Extends  his  equal —  i  more  folid  way. 

Your  Genius  is  for  weighty  Bufinefs  fit, 

And  Policy  is  temper’d  with  your  Wit, 

Thus  proper  Judgment  with  quick  Fancy  meet. 

So  thought  the  awful  Regents  of  the  State, 

Who  fent  you  with  the  News  of  Anna’s  Fate; 

Adroit  for  that  Affair,  they  wifely  knew. 

Your  loyal  Candor,  and  to  prove  it  true 
Your  Zeal  was  eager,  and  your  Duty  flew  : 

You  flew  with  fo  much  Speed, — the  Meffage  told, 

Warm’d  the  King’s  Cheeks  e’er  fcarce  the  Queen  was  cold, 
Which  rifing  Grandeur  (timely  brought  from,  far, 

To  crown  the  Illuftrious  tieir  of  Hanover  \ 

Now  Charms  in  kind)  to  make  you  more  fublime, 

The  Morning  Planet  Phofper  of  your  Time ; 

Who  brightned  by  his  Lufter  will  appear, 

Serenely  blaxing,  like  the  Star  you  wear. 
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To  my  dear  MOTHER, 
Mrs.  Frances  D’Urfey. 

t  .■  !  1 

A  N 

HYMN  on  PIETY. 

\ 

JVr'itten  at  Cullacombe,  the 
i)^j  September,  1698. 


H !  facred  Piety,  thoi}  Morning  St^r, 

Th:lt  fhewfi:  our  Day  of  Life  ferene  and  fair : 
Thou  milky  Way  to  everlafling  Blifs, 

That  feedft  the  Soul  with  Fruits  of  ParadiTe; 
Unvalu’d  jem,  which  all  the  Wife  admire, 
That  well  caiift  bear  theTeftof  Time  and  Fire; 
By  thee  the  Jars  of  Life  all  end  in  Peace, 

And  unoffended  Confcience  fits  at  Eafe. 

Thy  Influence  can  human  Ills' afiwage, 

Quell  the  worfl:  Anguifh  of  Misfortune’s  Rage, 

Pangs  of  Diftemper,  aind  the  Griefs  of  Age. 

Since  thou,  the  Mind’s  cselefiial  Eafe  and  Mirth, 

The  greatefi:  Happinefs  we  have  on  Earth, 

6y  Heaven  art  fix’d  in  her  that  gave  me  Birth, 

My 
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My  Life’s  dear  Author,  may  your  virtuous  Soul 
Purfue  the  glorious  Race,  and  win  the  Goal. 

Thus  may  your  true  Defert  be  dignified. 

To  Age  Example,  and  to  Youth  a  Guide, 

Laflly,  to  wifh  my  felf  all  Joys  in  one,  ^  • 

Still  may  your  Blelfing,  — when  your  Life  is  done,  > 

As  well  as  now^,  defcend  upon  your  Son.  J 


A  a  4 


A 


■  1  i 


\ 
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ANEW 

DIVINE  POEM. 

In  VERSE, 

J^one  from  the  Prose  of  that  Excellent 
and  Majefiick  Prophet  and  Poet^  Kmg 
P  A  V I D  j  hetng  hts  hundred  an/i  fourth 
Pfalmi.  Explaining  the  Magnificence 
and  Power  of  Almighty  God y  and  his 
miraculous  W 'irks.  Beginning  with  the 
facred  Anthem  herein  embellifioed,  in 
the  firfl  Stanza.  Eedicaud  to  the 
Dutchefs  of  C  H  A  N  D  o  I  s. 

J'he  Antkem,  containing  three  firjl  Verfes  of  the  104^^  Pfalm<. 

1. 


Raife,  oh  my  Soul,  th’  Almighty  Lordj 
Let  thy  cselehial  Judgment  fee 
Thofe  dazling  Rays  of  Majefty ; 
Power  only  can  to  him  afford. 


II, 


the  104*  Psalm. 


II. 

None  with  fuch  Glory  Ihines  as  he, 

Nature  he  forms,  and  can  controul ; 

Praife  then  the  Almighty  Lord,  my  Souh 

III. 

^.2.  When  radiant  Light  adorns  thee  round, 

The  Heavens  thy  Curtains  are ; 

3.  And  when  thoul’t  range  in  Waves  profound, 
A  Cloud’s  thy  Chariot  there  ; 

Aloft  the  Winds  their  Wings  difplay. 

And  great  eternal  Will  obey. 

End  of  the  A  N  T  H  E  M. 

IV. 

Bright  Angels  all  are  Spirits  made. 

His  Saints  attend  with  dutious  Love  : 
y.  The  Earth’s  Foundation  firm  he  laid, 

So  ftedfaft  it  can  never  move. 

V. 

A  foaming  Flood  th’  Eternal  makes, 

High  Hills  the  Water  deep  retains ; 

7.  And  when  fierce  dreadful  Thunder  breaks, 
Afraid,  at  his  Rebuke  it  Rains. 

VI. 

f.  8.  Streams  mount  o’er  many  a  lofty  Seat, 

Then  down  the  Vales  large  Billows  Aow ; 
The  Waves  ftill  Peeking  a  Retreat 
Where  thou  appointeft  them  to  go^ 

VII. 

9.  Thus  bounded  by  the  King  of  Kings, 

They  fhall  no  more  the  Earth  deftroy ; 
i  }^,io.Thou  fendeft  to  make  Rivers, — Springs, 
That  purl  among  the  Hills  with  Joy. 


360 


A  PiviisTE  Poem  on 

VIII. 

II,  The  rural  Beafts  their  Thirft  may  flake, 
And  the  wild  AfTes  freely  graze  ; 

'f.  12.  Whilfl:  Birds  on  Trees  that  Nells  do  make. 
In  Branches  fing  their  Maker’s  Praife, 

IX. 

The  Mountains  dry  are  cool’d  with  Rain. 
The  Lawns  beneath  thy  Works  do  know : 
14.  Thou  giv’lt  green  Herbs  for  Ufe  of  Men, 
And  Grafs  to  make  their  Cattle  grow. 

X. 

y.  ly.  Thus,  Father-lfke,  he  feeds  his  Race, 

And  giv’fl:  us  Wine  the  Heart  to  glad  ; 

Oil  too,  to  make  a  chearful  Face, 

And  daily  ftrengthens  us  with  Bread, 

XI. 

y.  t6.  With  Sap  are  fill’d  the  Cedar  Trees, 

Old  Libanus  bears  heavenly  Plants : 

•f.  17.  Tall  Firrs  too  with  the  Stork  agrees, 

Whofe  top  gives  dwelling  that  he  wants. 

XII. 

^  .18.  The  lofty  Hills  a  Refuge  are 

For  all  wild  Goats  and  Sylvan  Flocks, 

And  as  they  think  they’re  happy  there, 

So  Conies  leap  o’er  flony  Rocks. 

XIII. 

19.  Great  are  the  Works  of  thee,  O  God, 

P'or  certain  Time  thou  giv’ll  the  Moon ; 
The  Sun  too  mounts,  and  Ihines  abroad, 
Yet  timely  knows  his  going  down. 


XIV,  ^.20. 


I 


V 


the  104^^-  Psalm. 

XIV. 


20,  Thou  muk’H  it  dark,  and  then  ’tis  Night, 
When  Human  Kind  betake  to  reft ; 

Yet  in  that  Station  of  Delight 

I'here  wakes  and  roves  each  Foreft  Beaft, 


XV. 

The  Lion  roars  tp  find  his  Prey, 

And  Peeks  from  God  his  Comfort  then  \ 

But  when  the  Sun  arifes  gay, 

Rbreats,  and  lays  him  in  his  Den. 

XVI. 

'f.  23.  Man  early  in  th-e  Morn  begins, 

Then  ’till  the  Evening  Labours  hard, 

^.24.  And  in  large  Doles  he  Bleftings  wins, 

Whofe  Wifdom  makes  him  praife  the  Lord. 

XVII. 

^.2y.  And  as  thy  Wealth  the  Earth  do’s  bound, 

So  wond’rous  is  the  fpacioiis  Sea, 

Where  Fifh  enumerate  are  found. 

And  fmall  and  great  depend  on  thee. 

XVIII. 

'f,  26.  There  fail  the  Ships  for  Pearl  and  Ore, 

There  th'zx.  Leviathan  is  made 
Who  waits  for  thee  with  all  the  Store 

27.  Of  lefs,  by  thy  great  Order  made. 

XIX. 

They  gather  when  thou  giv’ft  it  them, 

28.  And  when  thou  fpread’ft  thy  plenteous  Store, 
'  They  gratefully  thy  Doles  efteem. 

And  praife  the  Gulphs,  tho’  Tempefts  roar. 


XX.  f,  igi 
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XX. 

29.  But  when  thou  hid’fl  thy  Face,  O  Lord, 
Their  Breath  is  loft,  they  pine,  they  die  j 
And  to  their  Duft,  in  Death  abhorr’d, 
Forfake  the  Light  with  clofing  Eye, 

XXL 

'y.  30.  When  this  fhall  be  they  are  no  more. 

But  if  thou  giv’ft  Command  they  live ; 

One  Look  renews,  and  ftiall  reftore 
What  Bleflings  the  whole  World  can  give, 

XXII. 

31.  The  Majefty  fupreme  of  God, 

Shall  to  the  Date  of  Time  be  known, 

And  whilft  Men  Wonder  fpread  abroad. 
He  fliall  rejoice  as  they  renown. 

XXIII. 

32.  The  earthly  Race  fhall  tremble  all, 
Whene’er  he  deigns  to  caft  a  Look ; 

Hills,  if  on  them  his  Touch  do  fall, 
Innately  fhall  with  Fervour  finoke. 

XXIV.  ' 

33.  Oh !  let  me  fing,  whilft  fing  I  may, 

Since  he  has  Voice  and  Judgment  given  ; 
To  God  I’ll  Verfion  raife  each  Day, 
Chanting’s  a  glorious  Gift  in  Heaven. 

XXV. ' 

3.^.  So  fhall  my  facred  Stat^za^s  pleafe 
My  awful  Mafter’s  Ear  and  Sight, 

And  I  afcend  to  high  Degrees 
Of  more  than  Mortals  call  Delight, 


XXVL  f,  ay. 


the  104*  Psalm.  jes" 

XXVI. 

'fs.  35'«  Thy  Doom  all  Sinners  can  confound. 

Yet  for  Repentance  Grace  afford  ; 

And  let  my  Voice  for  ever  found 
Praife,  O  my  Soul,  th’  Almighty  Lord, 


i 

I 


I 


(  ^64  ) 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

LIONEL  CRANFIELD, 

Earl  of  Dorfet  arid  Middlefex, 

AND  HIS 

Highly  Honoured  and  Deferving  Lady, 

VERSES  Congratulatory, 

On  the  Birth  of  their  Son  the  Lord 
B  u  c  K.H  u  R  s  T,  horn  February 
the  6^^'  Anno  Dom.  1710;  he^ 
ing  aljo  the  Birth-day  of  her  fa^^ 
cred  Majefiy  §l^een  Anne. 


N  D  now  the  Hour ,  an  Hour  long  willi’d  for 
came, 

Bled:  to  relieve  the  beauteous  pregnant  Dame  • 
Great  Goddefs  Nature  fent  her  timely  Aid, 

And  diligent  Lucina  Duty  paid, 

Whild  on  the  happy  Day  that  once  gave  Birth 
To  Anna,  the  moil  glorious  Queen  on  Earth  ; 

Apollo^ 


VeiIses  Congratulatory] 

Apollo^  that  on  her  his  Radiance  threw, 

Regal’d  with  fmiling  Beams  this  Infant  too,' 

Then  dol’d  his  Rays  of  Joy,  my  Lord,  to  you. 

Who  the  fam’d  Buckhurjl  have  retriev’d  once  more, 

A  Title  rev’renc’d  in  the  Days  of  Yore. 

And  as  your  Joys  are  great,  for  who  can  guefs^ 
Much  lefs  defcribe,  a  Father’s  Happiiiefs, 

When  the  illuftrious  Family  Affair 
Exadts’Devotion  to  implore  an  Heir  ? 

So  is  the  general  Satisfadfion  known, 

So  great,  it  even  afcends  to  reach  the  Throne : 

The  Sovereign  who  commands  our  Britip  Ifle, 
Gracing  the  happy  Tidings  with  a  Smile. 

Well  (he  remembers  when  paft  Tradt  of  Time 
Had  fram’d  her  Adlions  Royal  and  Sublime  ; 

In  Virgin  Years,  e’er  Days  of  Woman-hood, 

The  now  glad  Mother  at  her  Elbow  flood. 

Serenely  Modeft,  and  difcreetly  Good  ; 

And  for  fuch  Worth  muft  condefcend  to  grace 
The  Infant’s  Birth  with  Joy,  the  Parent  with  her  Praife. 
So  ’mongft  the  Groves  of  Peace,  and  rural  Bov/ers, 
Within  a  Garden  deckt  with  fragrant  Flowers ; 

Where  in  their  primitive  Perfedfion  grows 
The  JefTmine,  and  delightful  T’uba  Kofe. 

The  Patronnefs  that  opportunely  found 
A  Plant  of  rarer  Kind  within  the  Ground, 

That  long  her  Senfes  had  with  Pleafure  crown’d, 
Hearing  from  one  who  to  delight  her  fought. 

Another  young  one  from  the  Root  had  fhot ; 

Joys  to  indulge  both  tender  Sprout  and  Stem, 

And  thinks  flie  ne’er  can  have  too  much  of  them. 

The  Sovereign’s  Favour,  and  a  Son  and  Heir, 

Are  Bleffings  with  which  very  few  compare ; 

Since  both  EfTential  when  ordain’d  by  Fate 
To  crown  the  Happinefs  of  Human  State  : 

You  to  the  firft,  my  Lord,  have  juft  Pretence, 

For  Virtue,  Prudence,  and  judicious  Senfe; 

That  wifely  can  your  Veffel  fteer  fo  well. 

Where  jarring  Winds,  and  raging  Billows  fwell ; 

And  to  the  laft  for  Love  extreme  purfu’d, 

’Mongft  tender  Sentiments  of  Gratitude; 

When  by  the  Fair  efteem’d  your  generous  Heart, 

Tho’  lefs  than  all,  too  mean  for  her  Defert. 

And  here  might  Peg^ifus  his  Wings  extend. 

In  noble  Flight,  your  Merit  to  commend ; 
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The  Mufe  infpir’d,  my  Lord,  inclines  to  tell 
In  what  renown’d  Perfe(^ions  you  excel ; 

But  folid  Judgment,  great  Humanity, 

Your  charming,  as  uncommon  Courtefy 
Are  Themes  on  which  ihe  dares  not  make  Eilays^ 
The  greateft  Minds  are  ftill  leaft  fond  of  Praife : 
Yet  tho’  my  failure  in  Poetick  Skill 
Leave  off  Encomiums^  free  are  Wifhes  ftill ; 
Which  are,  that  all  your  Bleflings  be  fublime, 
Succeeding  this  to  the  laft  Date  of  Time. 


VERSES 


(  3<?7  ) 


VERSES  Epiftolary; 

To  my  ever  Honoured  and  W orthy  Friend 

i 

Dr.  William  Gibbons,  i 

As  a  gruteful  Ackno'wledgment 
for  his  Care  and  Skilly  in  lately 
curing  me  of  a  ^^ery  dangerous 
Diftemper* 


H  E  generous  Mail'  t:hat^s  truly  great  In  Mind, 
And  knows  the  facred  Office  of  a  Friend  j 
Great  Deeds  of  Charity  his  Duty  calls, 

And  lefTens  Bounties  that  the  World  extols. 

Y our  Goodnefs,  honour’d  Do6lor,  lately  fnewn 
Of  this  bright  Kind,  I  gratefully  muft  own  ; 

Oblig’d  in  rraife  and  Thanks  for  Good  receiv’d, 

T’  employ  thar  Life,  (next  Heaven)  your  Skill  retriev’d  ; 
Apolloy  radiant  Patron  of  the  Nine,  . 

Your  Parent,  with  whofe  Arts  improv’d  you  ffiine, 

Mull  gracioufly  excufe  this  A6lion  done,  ^  \ 

If  publiihing,  what  true  Defert  has  won,  v 

My  grateful  Duty  now  prefers  the  Son  ’  5 

^  B  b  Whofe 
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Whofe  facred  Judgment  timely  did  prevail, 

When  all  that  he  iiifpir’d  me  with  did  fail, 

You  from  whofe  learned  Store,  who  wants,  may  find 
True  Med’cineS,  both  for  Body  and  for  Mind; 

And  what  do’s  total  Merit  comprehend, 

A  wife  Inftruder  in  a  generous  Friend. 

Great  Efculapim^  thus  you  are  to  me. 

Who  fhew’d,  by  Proof,  your  Godlike  Quality, 

And  dol’d  Life-faving  Art  without  a  Fee. 

JLike  th’  good  Samaritan  in  Parable, 

Greatly  fatigu’d  your  felf  to  make  me  well ; 

And  for  Reward  of  all  your  Pains  and  Care, 

Would  tak-e  no  Payment  but  your  Patient’s  Prayer. 
Thus  always  may.  we  prove  a  noble  Mind,  ■ 

The  Virtuous  only  feek  Returns  in  'kfrid  ; 

With  others  worldly  Profit  has  Regard, 

With  you  the  doing  Good  is  the  Reward  : 

Whofe  Candor  helps  ybiif  poor  complaining  Friends, 
Whilft  Heaven  is  only  left  to  make  Amends. 

May  then  th’  Eternai  (^xn  your  Head  decree 
Large  Blelfings,  as  a  full  Return  for  me  ; 

To  Time’s  laid  Date  may  you  Content  receive. 
Which  to  mfure,  may  your  dear  Confort  jive  j 
The  pious  Partner  of  your  happy  Days,-  *  -  . 

Whpfe  Wife-like  Virnies  foar  beyond  all  Prarfet 
Be  bleft  with  you,  to  Years  beyond  your  Hope, 

And  tafte  Life’s  Cordial  to  the  lateft  Drop,  ,  * 

Ill  perfedl  Marriage-Blifs  which  here  below 
To  the  vile  World  you  fo  divinely  Ihew  ; 

Whilft  happy  I,  by  Heaven  reliev’d  fome  time. 

And  your  indulgent  Care,  and  Art  fublime ; 

To  the  extremeft  Height  your  Fame  fhall  raife, 

And  in  mofl:  tuneful  Lyrick  fing  your  Praife. 


(  3^9  ) 


H  E  A^L  T  H 

To  his  Grace  the 

Duke  of  WH  ART  0  N, 

AND 

Upon  Brimmer-Hall  in  the  Gar-' 
den  at  Winchendon. 

I. 

F  Gardens  moft  rare,  when  the  Court  will  compare 
They  extol  glorious  Kenfington^ 

But  with  Thoughts  ferene, 

In  Bucks'Gomit^  have  been. 

And  miift  Praife  lofty  l^'^inchendott. 

All  Riders  agree 
Forty  Miles  you  may  fee 
O’er  the  Hills  flow’ry^  great  andTmallj 
And  when  finilh’d  your  Lopjc, 

Go  and  wait  on  the  Duke,  ‘  ' 
ifou’ll  be  Welcome  to  Brirnmer-HalU 

IL 


Oh !  let  me  adore 
What  I  ne’er  faw  before, 

A  Garden  fo  heavenly  made ;  ' 

As  if  I  had  been 
And  old  Adam  had  feen 
Whom  his  Maker  had  learnt  the  T rale  \ 

If  the  Lab’rinth  you’ll  choofe,  ‘ 

Your  felves  you  will  lofe; 

Bb  a.  The 
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The  Mxander  your  Thoughts  will  pall, 

But  with  Roving  about 
If  the  Door  you  find  out 
You’ll  be  happy  at  Brimmer^HalL 

III. 

Some  Walks  there  are  fourid 

When  a  Trumpet  did  found 
The  cle^r  Echoes  would  doubled  be, 

"  The  7r///<?’s  fo  fweet, 

That  when  Art  did  repeat, 

You’d  have  thought  there  were  two  or  three  f 
Some  Nymphs  did  appear 
When  the  Dutchefs  v/as  there,  '  - 

Might  have  grac’d  a  Celeftial  Ball ; 

Who  had  blefs’d  fome  few  Hours 
’Mongfi  the  Plants  and  the  Flowers,, 

And  return’d  from  fweet  Brimmer-Hall. 

IV. 

Now  ’mongfi:  jolly  Days 

That  the  Summer  do’s  raife. 

E’er  the  Winter  pulls  down  its  Pride,  ^ 

The  Duke  there  will  Treat 

Roving  Hill - h  the  Great, 

And  fome  more  of  King  George^s  fide ; 

Now  will  he  avoid 

Sprightly  D-r - r  or  FI - 

When  his  Grace  orders  that  Regale  : 

Who,  whene’er  they  refrain 
T eazing  fweet  Miftrefs  Jafie.,  '' 

Drink  her  Health  at  dear  Brimmer-HalL 

V. 

And  now  ’tis  proclaim’d. 

Since  a  Health  there  is  nam’d, 

Great  Duke  Wharton^ s  can  do  no  Wrong ; 

In  whom  you  fhall  meet 
Valu’d  Learning  and  Wit, 

And  this  Brimmer  concludes  my  Song. 

Let  IVinchendon  rife. 

Let  the  Dutchefs’s  Eyes, 

As  they’re  Sweet,  to  Decay  ne’er  fall ; 

Let  the  Gardens  be  bleft. 

In  all  Britain  the  beft, 

Whim  including  dear  Brirnmer-Hall. 
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On  the  Incomparable 


STRONG  BEER, 

A  T 

KNOLL  in  KENT. 


1. 

Y  Mufe  already  has  given  Content 
In  praifing  the  Gentry  and  Yeomen  of  Kent^ 
And  now  good  Natur’d,  no  fmart  Story  tells 
Of  odipus  fat  Bell^  and  her  Tribe  at  the 
But  to  Strong  Beer  my  V  erfe  I  mud  raife, 
That  do’s  the  Gentry  and  Yeomen  fo  pleafe  ; 
Penpurjl^  the  Moat,  ne’er  can  rouT-e  up  my  Soul, 

But  the  Fountain  that  charms  me  nowfprings  at  fwcct 

II. 

There’s  Adams^  hoping  to  pleafure  his  Town, 

Declares  the  bed  French^mo.  is  fold  at  the  Crown  ; 

And  well  it  may  be,  for  he  takes  good  Rates, 

.And  fo  do’s  my  jolly  fleek  Friend  at  the  Cats  : 

But  to  drong  Beer  my  Praifes  mud  come. 

Leave  them  to  Ifing-glafs,  Egg-whites  and  Stum, 

Beer  fine  as  Burgundy  lifts  high' my  Soul, 

When  *  Jourdain  perks  up  for  the  Honour  of  KnolL, 

*  The  Butler. 
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\ 


III. 

The  hardy  Tenants  in  ev’ry  fat  Soil, 

That  come  oft  from  Buckh^rjl^  and  oft  from  the  Broyk  ; 
The  frowzy  Stifflhood  meet  foftly  and  flow, 

But  oh  I  with  rare  Stingo^  they  reel  when  they  go  ; 

With  my  Lord’s  Health  they  Liquor  their  Chops, 

He  gives  good  Malt,  ^  my  fweet  Lady  good  Hops ; 

This  makes  fuch  Beer,  that  all  Wine  muft  controul 
When  Bumpers  are  fill’d  for  the  Glory  of  KnolL 

IV. 

Knoll  moft^famous  in  Kent  ftill  appears,  ’  _ 

Were  Manfions  furvey’d  for  a  thoufand  long  Tears  ; 

In  whofe  Dome  mighty  Monarchs  might  dwell, 

Where  five  hundred  Rooms  are,  as  *Bofwell  can  tell ; 

But  they  like  Trifles  meanly  do  fnew, 

Unlefs  you  reckon  the  Palace  below ; 

Where  fpritely  Hogfneads  with  Strong^Beer  ft-ill  frill,  -  - 
Give  Horns  all  around  for  the  Honour  of  KnolL 

V. 

V 

Praife  to  the  Empire  where  Jourdain  do’s  fway, 

And  raife  my  Lord’s  Triumph  on  every  Birth-day  ; 

Like  God  Bacchus  he  briskly  do’s  ftand 

To  drink  my  Lord’s  Health,  with  a  Flute  in  his  Hand  ; 

Gentry  and  Yeomen  all  take  it  round. 

Some  leap  and  dance,  and  fome  bend  to  the  Ground  ; 
Lord  Buckhurfl^  the  Lady’s  Healths,  cherifli  each  Soul, 
When  Confidence  is  clear’d  for  the  Glory  of  Knoll. 

*  Groom  of  the  Chambers, 
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THE 

Happy  Country  Gentleman, 

ONG,  made  to  a  Divijion  up¬ 
on  a  Ground. 


I. 


T ubborn  Church  Divifion, 

Folly  and  Ambition, 

Shew  with  great  Dcrilion 
Poor  England's  lad  Condition. 


Princes  leave  their  Stations 
By  flrange  Abdications, 

New  ones  come  to  eafe  us, 

Yet  no  one  e’er  can  pleafe  us. 


III. 

Happy’s  the  Man  then  that  Ihuns  the  Great, 
That  pleafes  himfelf  in  a  rural  Seat, 

With  Eafe  and  Content  in  a  fwect  Retreat, 
Abhors  all  Jars  and  FaiSlion. 


74  happy  Country  Gentleman. 

IV. 

In  hfs  fmall  Dominion 
Vents  no  falfe  Opinion, 

Nor  defer ts  the  true 
For  the  Papiji  or  Socinian. 

V. 

But  fits  down  with  his  Friends  around, 
Where  the  Glafs  is  crown’d, 

And  the  Healths  go  round 
T D  the  King,  the  Queen,  the  beft  in  T own 
The  Fleet  or  Army’s  A6lion. 


Argues  flill  with  Reafon, 

Speaks  nor  hears  no  T reafon  ; 

Nor  arraigns  the  Senfe 

Of  five  hundred  Heads  to  plcafe  one. 

-  VII. 

FlaintifFs  or  Defendants 
Ne’er  get  his  Attendants, 

He  wifhes  well  to  all 
That  are  in  Whitehall 
But  he  loves  no  Court  Dependance, 

VIII. 

Books  admires  when  witty, 

Good  Mufick  and  a  Ditty  ; 

And  takes  a  Spoufe 
T o  adorn  his  Houfe 
Thit’s  rich,  and  kind,  and  pretty. 

.  IX. 

Merry,  merry,  merrily  difcards  all  Sorrow, 

Warily  do’s  never,  never  lend  nor  borrow  ; 

Generoufly  entertains  his  Friend  to  Day, 
And  is  the  fame  to  Morrow. 


i  i7S  )  ' 


The  Scotch  Bridegrcwm.' 


A  New  Scotch  Song. 

I 

I. 

N  this  Rofie  Day, 

E’er  the  Sun  fhon  bright  and  gay, 

One  like  Aurora  Ife  gang  to  wed  ; 

Gawd  Storms  blow  no  more, 

Gentle  Yarrpw  waft  me  o’er, 

Then  Ife  foon  Store  the  Marriage  Bed. 

Chloe^  kind  and  killing 
Bonny  is,  and  willing ; 
too,  gud  F^th,  to  her  mun  conftant  prove. 

Ah!  never,  never  Mother 
Coupled  two  together, 

Who  have  fworn,  whilft  Time  do  laft,  to  live  and  love. 
Who  have  fwi)rn,  ^c. 

IVillyji  Willy's  witty, 

Chloe^  Chloe's  pretty ; 

Aw  the  Beauties  of  the  World  can  ne’er  his  Faith  remove. 
Aw  never,  never  Mother 
Coupled  two  together. 

Who  have  fworn,  whilft  Time  do  laft,  to  live  and  Love. 
Who  have  fworn,  ^c. 

II. 


’Tis  a  wily  thing, 

Thoufands,  Thoufands  take  the  Ring, 
Who  withFreedom  purfue  their  Leagues ; 

One  proves  T ory  high, 

T’other  high  Kirk  do’s  defie, 

She’ll  what’s  Reform’d  try 
Amongft  the  Whigs. 


Chke 
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Chloe  that  way  guided, 

Is  from  me  divided ; 

Yet  whate’er  our  Tongues  do  fay  our  Hearts  will  join. 
My  lovely,  lovely  Chloe^ 

O’er  a  Difh  of  Bohea^ 

Soon  ril  make  to  leave  her  Sed,  and  join  with  mine. 
Chloe^  Chloe'%  witty, 
j  Willy ^  Willy"* s  pretty ; 

Awe  the  Beauty’s  of  the  kind  can  ne’er  his  Faith  remove. 
Oh  !  never,  never  Mother 
Coupled  two  together, 

Who  have  fworn,  whllft  1  ime  do’s  laft,  to  live  and  love. 
Who  have  fworn,  ^e. 
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THE 

Plagues  of  the  Town  and  City  Trade,- 

A  New  S  O  N  G  /«  Two  Movements. 


The  W ords  fung  by  a  Country  Gentleman  to  his  Wife. 
Made  to  a  New  Minuet^  and  a  Country  Datice. 

I. 

ET  the  dull  Town  pretend  to  their  filly  Vanltyj 
And  wear  Ideots  Caps  in  City  Affairs, 
ril  Plato  take,  and  manage  my  frail  Humanity, 
Thus  make  ftill  my  Head  much  wifer  than  theirs. 
Lotteries  I’ll  ftifle,  ; 

P'or  who’d  feek  a  Trifle , 

Where  five  is  to  one  to  fend  up  a  Prize  ? 

And  tho’  few  may  win  it, 

Yet  Thoufands  are  in  it 
Who  find  themfelves  Affes,  and  far  from  Wife. 

^  .  n- 

If  e’er  I  fraffick  I’ll  fhew  Veracity, 

And  Men  for  my  Dealing  honeft  fhall  call, 

I’ll  choofe  no  Brokers,  nor  hear  their  bold  Audacity, 

That  plague  ye  w'ith  Lyes  when  Stocks  rife  and  fall. 
Stock-Jobbers  Folly, 

Cry  up  the  Change  Alley 
That  banters  the  Kingdom,  as  all  agree ; 

For  tho’  Gain’s  endearing. 

Yet  nothing’s  appearing. 

And  this  Plot  now  tricks  us  about  the  South-Sea 
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III.  Britain 
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A  New  Song.' 


III. 

Britain y  fince  Trade  deep  Cunning  advances, 

Like  thofe  Abroad,  in  new  Methods  join; 

Get  fome  rare  Scot^  as  now  there  in  France  is, 
That  taking  Gold  can  vend  Paper  Coin ; 

Let  foreign  Nations 
Prize  thy  loud  Relations, 

The  grand  Mijfijftppi  fhews  now  the  way, 

’Till  too  long  repeated, 

When  all  find  they  are  cheated, 

Th’  Regent  muft  fight  thofe  he  ne’er  can  pay. 

Second  Movement. 

\ 

Then  Chloris  v^re’ll  leave  off  this  Hurry, 

And  into  the  Country  will  go  ; 

We’ll  ogle  each  blooming  gay  Cherry, 

And  hear  the  fine  Oxen  low ; 

Each  Day  we’ll  like  Thrufhes  be  merry, 

Each  Night  too  we’ll  prove  our  Flame, 

Our  Joys  lhall  flow  till  Cocks  do  crow. 

And  when  Love  exceeding 
With  Turns  makes  thee  Breeding, 

My  Dear  never  blulh  for  Shame. 

IL 

We’ll  bring  in  our  frolickfome  Neighbours, 

Fine  Dances  we’ll  caufe  to  be  made, 

Smug  Clowns  with  their  Pipes  and  their  Tabers, 
Shall  make  it  a  new  Mafquerade. 

The  Farmers  will  come  from  their  Labours, 

And  tho’  there  no  Cccfar  be, 

Nor  Domine^s  made,  fweet  Flowers  we’ll  fpread, 
And  frisk  in  our  Glory, 

Without  Whig  or  T ory, 
xAnd  all  be  as  great  as  he.  ” 


Hifiorical . 
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Hlftorical  REMARKS 

On  late  foreign  Occurrences^  and 
the  fudden  Fate  of  the  late  King 
^Sweden. 


I. 

Jro^e  will  now  great  Monarchs  need, 

The  King  of  Spain  o’ertakes  the  Swede  ; 

The  Grandees  too  are  all  agreed 
To  Stint  their  bold  Bravado. 

Stan — who  would  have  endear’d  their  King, 
Hurry’d  away  as  upon  the  Wing, 

And  left  the  brave  Englip  Admiral  Bing  - 
To  rout  their  llrong  Armada. 

II. 

Britain^  Hopes  then  to  advance, 

War  we  proclaim,  and  fo  do's  France ; 

On  him  our  League  difcountenanc’d, 

The  Alliance  great  difdaining ; 

Some  private  News  declare  he’s  Dead, 

And  leaves  off  Warring,  as  late  the  Swede  ; 

Cajlile  then  will  timely  be  happy  made,  ' 

Frieft  Alheroni  reigning. 


III.  Wdl 
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III. 

Wpll  may  the  hot  Pretender  Rave, 

He  never  could  fuch  a  Madman  have. 

The  his  Kingdoms  loft  regave, 

•  And  bade  him  hope  for  reigning. 

Late  too  in  Norway  he  made  fome  Sport, 
Charging  the  Danes  thro’  the  Mire  and  Dirt, 
Not  giving  a  Seafon  to  fhift:  his  Shirt, 

Or  let  his  Boots  have  cleaning. 

-  -  -  -  *iy. ^ 

At  Fredrlckfal^  -with  martial  Might, 

The  F ortrefs  befieg’d  he  makes  us  Aght, 
Regal’d  the  Trenches  every  Night, 

Danes  with  Fury  brave  us  : 

But  once  when  rambling  madly  there 
A  Bullet  came  whiftling  thro’  his  Ear, 

And  down  then,  like  fome  poor  Grenadier, 
Fell  one  would  be  Gufiawis. 
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The  Tender  tOVER. 

With  REMARKS  on  our  Affairs. 

A  New '  S  O  ,N  G. 

The  Words  made  to  a  prettyTune. 

I. 

E  T  George  Regale  Hanover^ 

Sway  PruJJiah  bold  Affairs  ; 

Let  Sweden^s  Queen  recover 
Her  Harms  from  Ruffian  Bears : 

Let  Poles  their  Brains  think  cleareft^ 
Let  Danes  in  War  grow  great  j 
We’ll  live  and  love,  my  deareft, 

In  this  our  fweet  Retreat. 

II. 

Let  Gallies  fail  for  Money, 

Pretend  t’  invade  let  Spain ; 

Let  Statefman  Alberoni 
i'hink  Stanhope  Plots  in  vain  ; 

Let 


I 


The  Tender  L  o  v  e 

Let  our  grand  Expedition 
Prefs  on  fome  Overthrow, 

We’ll  Love  without  remilTion, 

Tho’  Eajiern  Winds  do  blow. 

III, 

Great  Crowns,  when  proud^'nes  meet 
The  bed  Extream  do  prove ;  . 

*  Yet  do’s  exceed ’em 
That  Beauty  gives  with  Love. 

Let ^ain  the  Empire  covet, 

Its  Title  Grand  prefer, .  ' 

I  reigti  much  more  above  it,  ^  - 

All  Empire  lies  in  her. 


So  when  tw,o  Hero’s  hoping 
A  Kingdom  large  to  gain,  . 
With  Itrong  Batallions  trooping 
Are  fighting  on  the  Plain, 

Two  feather’d  Lovers  wooing  _ 
In  fome  near  blooming  Grove, 
Ne’er  mind  what  they’re  a  doing, 
But  hourly  fmg  and  love. 


■F  INI  S. 
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